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PREFACE 


Every American has heard much of the best-known books of 
British travel in the United States; yet few except special 
students of our history know what a rich panorama of narrative 
and description they unfold. The volumes by Cobbett, Marryat, 
Harriet Martineau, Sir Charles Lyell, Grattan, and in fact all 
but two or three of those who wrote about the republic before 
the Civil War are out of print. My intention in this compilation 
was to select characteristic and interesting passages from the 
books of twenty-five or thirty of the ablest British travellers 
and arrange them to give a view of the development of American 
society from Washington’s day to Harding’s. Few of these 
passages are known to the ordinary reader. With these selections 
I have tried to combine an account of the circumstances under 
which the various travellers came to the United States, the 
changes which have taken place in the British attitude toward 
America, and the reception which Americans accorded to their 


~ chief British commentators. It has been impossible to say some- 


thing about each one of our hundreds of visitors, but in my 
introductory essays I have attempted to characterize several 
scores of the more significant writers. A bibliography has been 
added, which omits some of the more trivial titles, but which 
I believe to be the most complete yet published. 

The headings given to the different selections are the editor’s. 
I have tried to avoid any alteration in the original text except 
in instances where a modernization of punctuation or orthog- 


‘ raphy is required to make the sense unmistakable. Occasionally 


the text of the original American edition is superior to that of 
the English edition, errors having been corrected; the edition I 
have used is always specified. 

Copyright difficulties have prevented the inclusion of selections 
from two or three living writers. In general, however, both 
British and American publishers have shown great kindness and 


generosity. The author wishes in particular to acknowledge the 
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courtesy of Harper & Brothers, in permitting passages to be 
quoted from their copyright edition of John Bernard’s “Retro- 
spections of America”; of Mr. B. W. Huebsch in allowing the 
use of Mr. H. W. Nevinson’s “‘Good-Bye, America!”; of Messrs. 
Chapman & Hall in allowing quotation from Forster’s “Life of 
Charles Dickens”; of D. Appleton & Company in granting per- 
mission to select passages from Herbert Spencer’s “Essays, Scien- 
tific, Political, and Speculative”; of the Outlook in granting the 
use of an essay by James Bryce; and of Dodd, Mead & Company 
in permitting the use of books by James F. Muirhead and George 
Warrington Steevens. Messrs. Doubleday, Page & Company have 
kindly consented to the use in an introductory essay of a brief 
quotation from Kipling’s “Sea to Sea,” and Messrs. Harper & 
Brothers to the similar use of very brief passages from Wells’s 
“The Future in America,” Bennett’s “Your United States,” and 
W. L. George’s “Hail Columbia.” 
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AMERICAN 
SOCIAL HISTORY 


TRAVELLERS OF THE FIRST PERIOD, 1789-1825; 
UTILITARIAN INQUIRY 


THE nervous interest of Americans in the impressions formed of 
them by visiting Europeans, and their sensitiveness to British 
criticism in especial, were long regarded as constituting a salient 
national trait. One friendly English traveller, James Silk Buck- 
ingham, pronounced this sensitiveness to be our principal fault; 
and if we view it as a product of our American boastfulness, as 
De Tocqueville did in condemning our “irritable patriotism,” a de- 
cided fault it was. But it may be regarded in a kinder light; not 
as a product of our conceit, but as a set-off against it, a defensive 
armor—an admission that we were not so sure of our national 
merits as we liked to appear. It was certainly a natural phe- 
nomenon, the principal underlying causes of which are clearly evi- 
dent. In the first place, long after the American people declared 
their political independence of the “unnatral parient,” they re- 
mained in distinct cultural dependence upon her. As Lowell said, 
we read English books and thought English thoughts; with English 
salt on her tail our wild eagle was caught. A sense of this anoma- 
lous position made us value the British estimates of our cultural 
and social attainments as the estimates of a final authority. Every 
author who imitated Scott or Byron, every lawyer trained in 
English jurisprudence, every painter who studied Haydon or 
Northcote, every editor who filled his sheet with English press 
clippings, was interested in English pronouncements upon our po- 
sition. Again, all Americans regarded themselves as the guar- 
dians and exponents of a wholly new set of political institutions. 
They were demonstrating to the world, they believed, novel princi- 
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ples in democracy and representative government, and they were 
eager to know what the world thought of the demonstration. 

A considerable degree of unity is discernible in the whole mass 
of British writings on America, and from these hundreds of vol- 
umes it is possible to obtain a composite portrait with certain 
strongly marked lineaments. It is upon the external features of 
American life, of course, that the agreement is most emphatic. 
Our climate, our racial heterogeneity, and the energy and inge- 
nuity we developed in battling with shaggy nature, early stamped 
upon us some lasting traits. All visitors have noted our wooden 
architecture; from Cobbett and Basil Hall, commenting upon its 
flimsiness as compared with the brick and stone of Europe, to 
Arnold Bennett, who quoted William Morris in approbation of 
wood as a building material, and declared that the fine old wooden 
houses of Cambridge and Indianapolis were among the most com- 
fortable and characteristic of the truly American objects. As for 
cuisine, the universal use of ice, iced drinks, and ice cream has al- 
ways arrested European sojourners. The first travellers after the 
Revolution, like Wansey, mentioned the icehouses so common in 
both city and country as interesting novelties; a little later 
Dickens was struck by the unloading of whole floes of ice along 
Broadway every summer morning, and he and Lord Acton devel- 
oped a weakness for the iced cobblers and juleps; while Sir Philip 
Burne-Jones decided that the humidity of American air made 
ice-water a necessity. The earliest and the latest travellers en- 
countered with the same lively curiosity our huge oysters, like 
that which caused Thackeray to tell James T. Fields at the Parker 
House that he felt as if he had just swallowed a baby; and, even 
more than the oysters, our terrapin, little-neck clams, soft-shelled 
crabs, bleeding duck, and shad. The grapefruit, which Henry W. 
Nevinson celebrated as the one indispensable rite of our break- 
fast, and which Clemenceau hailed as the greatest discovery of his 
last visit to the United States, came in at about the same time that 
hot breads waned, and long before the free lunch went out. 

The American rocking chair was encountered in all its glory 
by Miss Martineau, and Nevinson marvelled at the long line of 
summer-hotel rockers in which men sat reading the Sunday 
papers; though it took a German, Hugo Munsterberg, to tell us 
that the rocker habit and the chewing-gum habit are an ex- 
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pression of our “motor-restlessness.”? Such an excuse could not 
be given for our tobacco-chewing habit. But that almost disap- 
peared a generation ago; Sir George Campbell, here in the late 
seventies, seems to have been the last to find it positively perilous 
to wade over the reeking floors of city hotels. Our lack of privacy 
in steamboat accommodations shocked Basil Hall in the time of 
Jackson, and Englishmen used to railway compartments, like 
James F. Muirhead, the author of Baedeker’s guide to the United 
States, still exclaim over the lack of privacy in our sleeping-cars. 
Since the rise of James Gordon Bennett in the thirties, few English- 
men have failed to devote caustic attention to our yellow press— 
or few Frenchmen either, for Max O’Rell and Bourget, coming at 
an interval of several years, each profess to have seen a lynching 
story capped by the headline, “Jerked to Jesus.” And so one 
might go on through a list that was long at the beginning and has 
constantly become longer as we have added skyscrapers, univer- 
sal automobiles, telephones, elevators, perfect heating systems, 
sybaritic plumbing, and cheap and easy divorce to our distinctive 
comforts of life. 

Much more significant is the general British agreement upon 
our external social and cultural traits. It is the universal verdict 
that Americans are in a hurry, and the emphasis upon this attri- 
bute has increased rather than decreased; Lord Bryce found that 
the tension of our life, great when he first arrived, was greater still 
a quarter-century later. De Tocqueville was unfavorably affected 
by “the strange unrest” of the people. Herbert Spencer warned 
us that our constant hurry, anxiety, and overwork required sharp 
correction if we wished to preserve our health, and the first im- 
pression of H. G. Wells upon landing in New York was one of 
“headlong hurry.” This bustle, of course, has always been nat- 
urally connected with the American passion for getting on and for 
making money. James Flint in describing the American charac- 
ter in 1819 adverted to our “passion for money”; Mrs. Trollope 
a decade later quoted an Englishman as saying that during his 
long residence he had never heard Americans converse without 
mentioning the word “dollar”; a shrewd young British journalist, 
G. W. Steevens, entitled his impressions of us “The Land of the 
Dollar”; and Burne-Jones states that “in snatches of conversation 
caught in the streets, the restaurants, and the cars, the continual 
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cry is always, ‘Dollars—dollars—dollars.’”” W. L. George play- 
fully describes himself as being infected after a short stay by the 
prevailing spirit, yearning for luxuries like high-powered automo- 
biles, and wondering if he could not make $500 out of some 
“deal.” Various early travellers agreed with Capt. Thomas Ham- 
ilton that in the pursuit of the dollar the Americans practised and 
boasted of transactions so dishonest that they would promptly 
land an Englishman in Botany Bay, but the criticism of us on this 
score has signally decreased. One aspect of our hurry, our habit 
of racing through meals, of which Dickens and many other visi- 
tors have left such vivid accounts, also persists only in a milder 
form, the “quick lunch”—the very phrase, Burne-Jones said, 
gave him indigestion—being its chief manifestation. 

All travellers in America, from 1780 to the present day, have 
been impressed by the manliness of carriage and address evident 
among social groups which in other lands would be obsequious. 
Thus Dalton in 1821 remarked that nothing riveted his attention 
“more forcibly than a certain apparent independence which every 
American carries about with him,” Burne-Jones found the as- 
sumption of equality with himself by Boston cabmen “startling,” 
and Baedeker from the beginning rightly cautioned the explorer 
of the United States “to reconcile himself to the absence of defer- 
ence or servility, on the part of those he considers his social in- 
feriors.” According to Burne-Jones, our manners were affected for 
the worse by this equality, but Bryce more perspicaciously thought 
that they are improved by it, and even Matthew Arnold declared 
that it gave a more genial tone to social intercourse. A number 
of Britons, from the amiable Charles Augustus Murray in the 
thirties to Sir A. Maurice Low in this century, have denied an al- 
leged boast of the Americans that we have no classes. They for- 
get that in reality we boast only of having no frozen classes, and 
no foreign observer has ever dared to deny that Americans can 
and constantly do rise from the lowest social positions to the 
highest. 

Taking manners in the narrow sense of the word, it is interest- 
ing to note how frequently British visitors have criticized us for 
precisely the same traits which Continental observers find in the 
Britons; for coldness and brusqueness of demeanour, for a selfish 
attitude toward fellow-travellers, and for lack of animation and 
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gaiety. Adlard Welby found even a Fourth of July celebration in 
the Middle West in Monroe’s time a melancholy affair, and almost 
every description of a hotel or boarding-house table before the 
Civil War emphasized the surly repression of conversation. Yet 
Miss Martineau, one of the closest and surest of observers, thought 
that “the manners of Americans (in America) are the best I 
ever saw.” 

American family life has been severely criticized at certain 
points, for though its general purity and dignity are admitted, 
Englishmen are prone to regard it as lacking in domesticity. Thus 
in the first half of the nineteenth century the American household, 
especially in the Middle States, was rebuked for its extensive pat- 
ronage of the frigid and depressing boarding-house, while later 
writers have represented the apartment house as an enemy of the 
true fireside spirit. Arnold Bennett gives us an amusing vignette 
of a young housewife, her nerves unstrung by a sleepless night 
amid the noises that assail a Manhattan apartment, flinging a 
matutinal plateful of eggs at her husband. The difficulty of ob- 
taining servants was always noted, however, as extenuating our 
failure to maintain a home after the English pattern, and W. L. 
George wondered to see the mother in even a family with an in- 
come of $10,000 a year doing her own housework. 

Yet it is the exceptional British traveller who does not bear 
witness to the overflowing American hospitality; not merely over- 
flowing, but inescapable and pitiless, as Sir Philip Gibbs lamented 
when he returned home in exhaustion from an American lecture- 
tour. Miss Martineau and Augustus Murray tell us that the 
wealthy and the poor alike opened the door to them without a 
moment’s hesitancy. And while a number of travellers found the 
American to be unresponsive, glum, and preoccupied with worldly 
cares, they universally agree that his good nature under any 
imposition is marvellous. Miss Martineau, for example, could not 
understand why travellers would pay for uneatable tavern meals 
without a word of remonstrance. Herbert Spencer made this easy- 
going tolerance the theme for a well-justified homily to us, and 
the leading American critical organ of the time, the old Nation, 
echoed his words sharply. It was all very well, said Spencer in 
effect, for Americans to take good-naturedly an unavoidable ac- 
cident, as Alexander Mackay found they did the breakdown of a 
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stage-coach. But it is a different matter to accept without com- 
plaint an avoidable and unjustifiable evil, like an ill-paved street, 
the noise of hawkers, or the drunkard on a crowded car. The rea- 
son why Europeans show less of this meekness under abuse es- 
caped Spencer: the more distinct class lines in Europe make the 
upper ranks of society more insistent upon their privileges. 

A high standard of morality has, with several important reser- 
vations, been consistently attributed to Americans by our English 
observers. One of the reservations affected business as it was 
formerly carried on, one affected politics, and a third, the most 
important, had reference to our well-known tendency towards 
reckless violence. The corruption in some branches of our gov- 
ernment struck so early a visitor as Fearon, who was here just 
after the War of 1812, while Marryat was told by a frank poli- 
tician that his place was worth $600 a year, “besides stealings.” 
We know that Bryce thought our municipal corruption, from the 
Philadelphia Gas Ring in the East to Kearneyism in California, 
the worst stain on our governmental record. So, also, early visi- 
tors who, like Faux and Ashe, wished to blacken our national char- 
acter, could give lurid pictures of the rough-and-tumble fighting 
of the Southwest, the universal practise of duelling, the constant 
shooting affrays in the South, and the flogging of slaves to death; 
for, lurid as their pages were, they had all too large a basis of fact. 
Later travellers have not failed to dwell upon our high percentage 
of homicides, and our failure to stamp out lynching. H. G. Wells, 
for example, relates with horror how at the time of his stay three 
negroes were burned in Springfield, Missouri, and “‘the edified Sun- 
day-school children hurried from their gospel-teaching to search for 
souvenirs among the ashes, and competed with great spirit for a 
fragment of charred skull.” Yet the early travellers all speak of 
theft and burglary as conspicuously rare, and describe the care- 
less exposure of valuable merchandise in public. Until the Civil 
War it was the consensus of our visitors’ opinion that while tip- 
pling was all too common among Americans, outright drunkenness 
was commendably infrequent. After the Civil War the rapid 
strides of the prohibition movement pleased some observers, and 
appeared to others, such as Burne-Jones, “irritating and silly.” 
The relation between the two sexes has at all times seemed to 
observers a sound one, save for their inevitable and emphatic 
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condemnation of miscegenation at the South. It is true that 
Mrs. Trollope thought the general standards of morality laxer 
here than in Europe, but in this she stands almost alone; Bryce 
said in the first edition of his “American Commonwealth,” and 
again in a magazine article in 1905, that our moral estate was 
much superior to that of all Western Europe, including Great 
Britain. 

Thus a catalogue of American characteristics and phenomena 
upon sojourners from the British Isles have generally agreed might 
be continued at tiresome length. All writers except the most cen- 
sorious have warmly praised the activity of the American people 
in establishing benevolent and charitable institutions. A majority 
have displayed a tendency to wag their heads gravely over the 
effects of hot breads, hasty meals, calomel, tobacco, cocktails, 
hurry, and other vices upon our health. It is a rare and unob- 
servant Briton who has not had some amusing illustration to re- 
late of our Yankee brag—a brag which long magnified all our 
Revolutionary victories into battles of worldwide importance, 
which insisted that the Erie Canal was the wonder of modern 
times, a work as remarkable as the Pyramids or the Chinese Wall, 
which required every foreigner to confess the Capitol at Wash- 
ington superior to any European building, and which offended 
Matthew Arnold by declaring, through the mouth of George Ban- 
croft, that our democracy was as irresistible in its progress “as 
the laws of eternity.” 

But a clear view of the standpoint, the personalities, and the 
writings of the principal British writers upon America cannot be 
obtained except chronologically. They fall naturally, as they are 
divided in this volume, into four groups, which correspond roughly 
with the four quarters of the century. 

The first of these groups may be briefly characterized as repre- 
sentatives of a period of practical investigation of America, and 
the fact that they can be so described should in itself dispel some 
of the popular illusions as to the haughtiness and superciliousness 
of the typical English traveller in this country. 

The common view among Americans that the republic was an 
object of condescension on the part of all British critics until it 
confounded them by its successful emergence from the Civil War, 
though quite absurd, rests upon several foundations. It is little 
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realized how numerous were our English visitors, and how varied 
were their objects in crossing the ocean and publishing their books. 
Most Americans think first of the three travellers who bear names 
distinguished in the history of English literature, Dickens, Capt. 
Marryat, and Mrs. Trollope; and they happen to have been a 
rather severe trio. Moreover, it is human nature to remember 
critics whose judgments were harsh and whose attacks upon us 
aroused bitter controversy, and to forget the sympathetic writers 
who said little except in praise. As a further factor, many Ameri- 
can investigators of the subject, most notably John Bach McMas- 
ter, in a brilliantly written chapter of the fifth volume of his his- 
tory, have fallen into the error of confounding the early British 
travel-writers with what the Tory quarterlies and monthlies said 
about their books. Just as it was the tendency of these partisan 
periodicals to heighten any caustic criticism of this country, and 
to tone down any commendation, so in turn it has been the tend- 
ency of historians who like high colors to exaggerate somewhat the 
importance of this magazine censure. 

Thus it is that we find John Graham Brooks, in his study of the 
subject, remarking that the era of condescension in British travels 
closed “when England began really to respect us because of the 
national strength displayed in the Civil War.” Thus Henry Cabot 
Lodge, in his “One Hundred Years of Peace,” declares that the 
English systematically libelled the American people for a pro- 
longed period, and that to these critics “everything in the United 
States was anathema.” Yet if anyone takes the trouble to ex- 
amine the serried shelves of British travels, he will find a surprising 
amount of honesty, friendliness, and generosity in even the one 
brief period during which Tory hostility found unrestrained voice. 

From the ratification of the Constitution until the full opening 
of steam navigation across the Atlantic—that is, from 1788 till 
about 1825—the predominant motive of the British traveller in 
coming to this country was utilitarian inquiry. He visited the 
United States to ascertain its potentialities as a field for invest- 
ment, for erecting factories, for settling down as a farmer, for 
opening a store, or commencing a professional career. Most of 
the travellers came over hopefully and returned with their hopes 
confirmed. The books they wrote were intended primarily to as- 
sist men who had a similar curiosity regarding the New World, 
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and, emphasizing information at the expense of literary quality, 
were in some instances little more than guidebooks and gazetteers 
with a little thin description of men and manners superadded. It 
was an unhappy period in Great Britain—the period of the Na- 
poleonic wars, of a national debt approaching a billion pounds, of 
the poverty accompanying the industrial revolution, of unwise 
poor laws and acts restricting the freedom of speech and the press; 
and by contrast until 1812 all looked sunny, quiet, and prosperous 
in the United States. 

Henry Wansey, who came over in 1794 and had the honor of 
eating at Washington’s table, was interested in woolen manufac- 
tures and their prospects in America. Isaac Weld, who was here 
at the time that Pitt was spending $200,000,000 a year in fighting 
the French Directory, was perturbed by the war-torn condition of 
Europe, and determined to learn whether “any part of these terri- 
tories might be looked forward to as an eligible and agreeable 
place of abode.” A shrewd and energetic Scot was John Melish, 
who reached America in 1806 hoping to open up a brisk market 
for cotton goods in the South through Savannah, later looked for 
mercantile employment in the Middle States, and accepted bravely 
the manifold difficulties arising from the non-intercourse and 
embargo laws. His friendly volumes are a perfect treasury of 
facts regarding American economic life. A different kind of dis- 
appointment was encountered by Henry B. Fearon, who was sent 
hither just after the War of 1812 by two-score English families, 
of the most varied pursuits, to spy out the land, and who unde- 
servedly lost their confidence before his mission was completed. 
Very significant indeed were the visits of Morris Birkbeck and 
Richard Flower, who decided immediately after the war that Il- 
linois offered large opportunities for the English farmer, and un- 
dertook to settle a tract of 16,000 acres in the southeastern part of 
the State. Their just and wholesome writings on the Middle West 
brought out many families from the old country, and when in the 
middle twenties the question of slavery arose like a thundercloud 
over the prairies in Illinois, the English community did much to 
determine that the state should be free soil. 

Such travellers were practical men of the middle class, who 
found in the crudity and hardship of American life nothing to sur- 
prise or repel them; not tender-skinned gentlemen or literary 


12 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


workers, who might be pained by the coarse if vigorous tone of 
democratic manners. A majority of them had a marked tend- 
ency toward political radicalism. Of the views of William Cob- 
bett, that irrepressible agitator who had been heavily fined for his 
attacks on British administration in Ireland, and imprisoned two 
years for his bitter comment on the flogging of English militiamen, 
it is unnecessary to speak. He might have found the United States 
as congenial a permanent home as did those other radical jour- 
nalists supplied by Great Britain at this time to help us fight our 
party battles—“Jack” Binns and William Duane. Morris Birk- 
beck, settling down upon the fat prairies, rejoiced that he would 
no longer be “ruled and taxed by people who have no more right 
to rule and tax us than consisted in the power of doing it.’ Melish 
also, who might have ended his days here had only his business 
ventures prospered a little, observed that “a republican finds here 
a Republic, and the only republic on the face of the earth that de- 
serves the name, where all are under the protection of equal laws— 
of laws made by themselves.” This bluff north-countryman took 
pains to see both Jefferson and Madison in the White House, lis- 
tened to them with profound respect, and bore the United States 
not the slightest malice for its course preceding the War of 1812. 
Godfrey T. Vigne declared, in words echoed by still other travel- 
lers: “That the American form of government is admirably 
adapted to a new country, that that country has astonishing re- 
sources, and that the Americans lose no time in making the most 
of them, that it has thriven under its institutions, and is at present 
enjoying an exemption from many evils incident to older countries, 
it would be an absurdity to deny.” The contrast between the un- 
burdened position of the United States and the tax-crushed state 
of Europe was bitterly pointed out by Lieut. Francis Hall when 
he said that the American worker had not yet discovered the ne- 
cessity of yielding nineteen parts of his earnings to the government 
to repay it for taking care of the twentieth. America, Fearon sum- 
med up his verdict, is “the poor man’s country.” 

Our somewhat idealized conception of the age of the fathers, 
when Washington was in his first term, when it alarmed the public 
to find rival parties angrily rallying behind Jefferson and Hamil- 
ton, when men wore tri-colored cockades to show their sympathy 
with the French revolution, when the South was just beginning to 
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talk of the cotton gin, when Boston was dubiously allowing her 
first theatre to be opened, when whole populations were drifting in 
flatboats down the Ohio to the new country opened up by Wayne’s 
victory, when Barlow, Freneau, and Dwight were the great names 
of our literature—our conception of this heroic age suffers little 
from the pages of Henry Wansey and Thomas Cooper. The latter, 
delighted at the remarkable prosperity of the country, the flourish- 
ing state of religion, and the absence of “those vices that arise 
usually from idleness,” left part of his family here and went back 
to England to bring out the remainder. His account of a respect- 
able Pennsylvania farmer in 1795 is given in this volume; he also 
describes a richer agriculturist, the owner of 300 acres with a 
good house and barns, who had in addition a grist-mill, a saw-mill, 
a distillery, a fishpond, an icehouse, and a smoke-house for curing 
pork—“a tolerably fair though a favorable specimen” of a holding 
in the Middle States. The chief deficiency which he discovered 
was in culture. Literature was an amusement only, and the oppor- 
tunities of knowledge were few among the Americans; “their li- 
braries are scanty, their collections are almost entirely of modern 
books; they do not contain the means of tracing the history of 
questions; this is a want which the literary people feel very much, 
and which it will take some years to remedy.” 

Wansey thoroughly enjoyed his travels, and was pleased by the 
high general level of health, happiness, and material well-being—a 
level which he thought had risen since the ratification of the Con- 
stitution. While he liked the plain blunt manners of the Ameri- 
cans everywhere, their industry and common sense, he was most 
impressed by Connecticut, the land of steady habits. The fine 
new bridge across the Charles River at Cambridge he pronounced 
. “a most prodigious work for so infant a country—worthy of the 
Roman Empire,” while hé made a respectful note of the public 
buildings of New York, the Exchange, the Society Library, Co- 
lumbia College, the Governor’s mansion, and so on. So, too, he 
observed with pleasure in New England that there was “a school- 
house by the roadside in almost every parish,” though he was dis- 
appointed by Yale College, where he found the library small and 
its books badly preserved. Of modes of travel he gives an inter- 
esting account. The stage journey from Boston to New York cost 
him fourpence a mile; at the “Bunch of Grapes,” the best inn of 
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Boston, he paid five shillings a day for board and bed, including 
a pint of good Madeira, and at Oeller’s Hotel in Philadelphia $7 
a week; and both in Boston and Philadelphia he was greatly tor- 
mented by “the bugs.” Cooper at the same time (1794) had de- 
clared good inns common from Boston to Maryland, but that 
farther south taverns were “scarce and dear,” so that the traveller 
had to rely on the profuse hospitality of the planters. The num- 
ber of public personages whom Wansey met helped him to form a 
favorable impression of America. 

In Boston they included Jedidiah Morse, the geographer. In 
New York he saw Joseph Priestley and Citizen Genet at the Ton- 
tine Coffee House, where he lodged, Chancellor Livingston called 
upon him, he went to see General Gates on Long Island, the 
brother of John Jay entertained him at the Belvidere tea-house 
and the Indian Queen Tavern, and at the wharf he glimpsed Vice- 
President Adams, “a stout, hale, well-looking man, of grave de- 
portment, and quite plain in dress and person”; while at Philadel- 
phia, in “awe and veneration,” he breakfasted with Washington. 
The infrequency of suicide, insanity, or disease attributable to 
dissipation he especially remarked. “In these States,” he declared, 
“you behold a certain plainness and simplicity of manners, equal- 
ity of condition, and a sober use of the faculties of the mind.” 

But it was Henry B. Fearon who may best be taken as the type 
of the early British traveller. His very first observations upon 
landing in this country in August, 1817, convinced him that he 
was in a freer and more prosperous land. A boy at the Manhattan 
dock, procuring for him two hackney coaches at a distance of a 
quarter-mile, refused an English shilling, saying, “For as how I 
guess it is not of value; I have been slick in going to the stand 
right away”; and the Englishmen, admiring his independence, 
paid him a half dollar. Fearon noticed that the laborers on the 
waterfront, though no better dressed than in England, were less 
care-worn, and that there were no beggars. “Looking about the 
city, after taking up his residence at Mrs. Bradish’s boarding- 
house on State Street, he was impressed by “the absence of ir- 
remediable distress.” The very negroes, who abounded, were well 
dressed. The shopkeepers manifested their confidence in the uni- 
versal honesty, an honesty impossible in any land where the popu- 
lation was needy, by exhibiting their goods loosely upon sidewalk 
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stands. These shopkeepers, in remarkable and not altogether 
pleasing contrast with the obsequious English retailers, lounged 
inside at their counters with their hats on, or lay stretched at full 
length along them, puffing at cigars and spitting in all directions. 
When the visitor went to the Park Theatre, he saw another of 
the advantages of the American wage-earner. The pit was full 
of workingmen who, in England, would not be able to buy a pint 
of porter; they had paid three quarters of a dollar for places, and 
were watching the play with complete enjoyment. 

However, it was the simplicity of all American life, and the lack 
of display or hauteur on the part of her greatest men, which 
Fearon most commended, exclaiming: “What a lesson in this does 
America teach!” At his boarding-house, where he had a bed 
and four profuse meals for $2 a day, he mingled familiarly with 
the leading naval officers of the city—with Decatur, Brackenridge, 
Biddle, and Commodore Rogers. Taking the steamer Chancellor 
Livingston, a vessel of surprising dimensions and comfort, up the 
Hudson, he “marked the thoughtful face of Vice-President Tomp- 
kins,” standing unassumingly with the other passengers. When 
he went out from Boston to Quincy to visit ex-President John 
Adams, now a well-preserved old gentleman of eighty-six, he was 
charmed by the cordiality of his reception. The day being Sun- 
day, everyone attended church twice, and the minister was asked 
to dine. As a first course the guests had hasty pudding with mo- 
lasses and butter; then followed veal, bacon, neck of mutton, po- 
tatoes, cabbages, carrots, and beans, with a couple of glasses of 
Madeira apiece. The talk ranged over England, America, and 
France, over religion, science, literature, and politics, and such 
names as Dr. Priestley, Miss Edgeworth, Kean, Byron, Moore, and 
Cobbett were discussed. Fearon saw with pleasure that the former 
President had a plain wooden house of only eight rooms, and a 
limited staff of servants. 

It must not be thought that Fearon, any more than other ami- 
able English travellers of the time, liked everything he saw. Some 
of his complaints deal with obvious defects, and were to become 
familiar to Americans through a hundred repetitions. He was sur- 
prised by the sallow and unhealthy-looking complexions of the 
people. Their manners he thought chilly and indifferent, though 
they often displayed an impertient curiosity as to a stranger’s 
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private affairs and they ate with lightning rapidity, resenting any 
effort to infuse a little sociability into their public meals. In a 
score of ways they were lamentably careless of appearance. In 
New York, for example, the side-streets were narrow and dirty, 
nearly every corner had a woodpile which the sawyers were pre- 
paring for the fireplaces, and the pigs wandered about in droves. 
The citizens, even well-to-do leaders of the bar like Thomas Addis 
Emmet, were slovenly in dress; the shops made a slipshod, unat- 
tractive display of their wares; and the farmsteads which Fearon 
visited on Long Island were depressingly unkempt. The high 
charges for merchandise (largely imported from England, after 
paying a steep tariff) were a disagreeable shock to him. Thus 
a hat which in London could be purchased for about a guinea cost 
45 shillings in New York, books were costly and ill-printed, and 
a frame house sold for as much as did a brick house in the old 
country. Worst of all, Fearon concluded, “there is, on the surface 
of society, a carelessness, a laziness, which freezes the blood and 
disgusts the judgment.” 

But beneath the surface, Fearon thought that more serious 
faults were observable. Though outright intoxication was rare, 
dram-drinking was practised to an excessive degree, and many la- 
boring men and negroes were a little fuddled half the time. In 
New York alone there were 1,500 spirit-shops, and rum, which 
cost six and a half pence in the taverns, could be had for as little 
as twopence a glass in the dirtier dens. Moreover, racial preju- 
dices were painfully in evidence for a democratic republic, and 
Fearon was unpleasantly astonished when he saw a New York 
barber order a negro roughly out of his shop. The man explained, 
in the queer tongue which passed for English among some unedu- 
cated Americans of the city: “I reckon that you don’t know that 
my boss wouldn’t have a single ugly or clever gentleman come to 
his store if he cut colored men.” Slavery, too, was a constant 
affliction to a man of Fearon’s temperament. Halting a day at 
Middletown, Ky., he saw a negro boy of fourteen brutally flogged 
by two strapping fellows, one relieving the other whenever his 
arms grew tired. A third man interfered after a time, but only 
on the ground that the boy belonged to a friend, whose property 
he was unwilling to see permanently injured; while the talk at 
table was all favorable to the whipping, one witness saying that it 
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would have been no matter if the slave had been beaten to death. 
Throughout the Southwest, indeed, Fearon saw much to repel him. 
Now he turns in aversion from the cruelty of a “gander-pulling”; 
now, at Louisville, he is disgusted by the spitting, smoking, toddy- 
drinking, and the bolting of food; and now, at Natchez, he finds 
gambling, drunkenness, and other forms of profligacy shamelessly 
unconcealed. In New Orleans also he discovered that “gambling 
houses throng the city,” and that all coffee-houses were crowded 
from morning to night with gamesters. He could hardly be ex- 
pected to discern the fact that this was as uncharacteristic of the 
real and permanent America as were the frontier-camp excesses 
in the Far West a generation later. 

Worst of all, from the standpoint of an observer keenly inter- 
ested in the success of our republican experiment, were the flaws 
of our government. At his State Street boarding-house Fearon 
pricked up his ears when the naval officers began talking of the 
corruption and party favoritism practised in contract-letting dur- 
ing the War of 1812. In all parts of the land, he concluded, the 
people too frequently fell under the sway of unprincipled politi- 
cians, so that, in general, “American theory is at least two centu- 
ries ahead of American practise.” Nevertheless, he admitted that 
“the principle of at least liberty is acknowledged, and the fact of 
a free government exists,” which was not the case in Great Britain. 

Among the score of noteworthy travellers in the generation 
after the Revolution there was certain to be at least one of jaun- 
diced eye and malicious tongue. William Faux, who stepped for- 
ward at the close of the Napoleonic Wars to “shew Men and 
Things as they are in America,” was an English farmer, so credu- 
lous, coarse, and ill-natured as to excite the ridicule of the very 
magazines whose prejudice against the republic equalled his own. 
Blackwood’s called him “a simpleton of the first water, a capital 
specimen of a village John Bull, for the first time roaming far 
away from his native valley—staring at everything and grum- 
bling at most.” He was a querulous traveller, venting his ill- 
humor at every fresh inconvience or obstacle, and failing to 
penetrate beneath the raw, turbulent ways of a new community 
to its primitive virtues. He laboriously collected the exceptional 
cases of violence and dishonesty, and the sensational, highly- 
spiced mess he served up was as misleading as would be an 
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American chronicle of Whitechapel murders and wife-beatings if 
offered as a study of London life. He did not hesitate even to 
garble the facts, as the North American Review conclusively 
proved. 

Nevertheless, because of his frank presentation of matter that 
more delicate-minded writers would conceal, Faux’s volume has 
a certain historical interest. A large part of his picture of Charles- 
ton is unquestionably veracious. Staying at the Planters’ Hotel 
(1818), he found the table groaning with food. “Besides turtle 
soup and turtle steaks, the number of our viands was to me count- 
less, and at present indescribable; and to every plate stood two 
half-pint decanters of rum, brandy, or Hollands, to drink at din- 
ner, instead of ale.”” The negroes of the city swarmed everywhere. 
They were required to be off the streets at ten o’clock at night, 
when a patrol with a drum marched through the town, and none 
of them—not even the rich free negro John Jones, who owned the 
best inn of the city, and kept carriages for hire—was allowed to 
ride a horse; but they were fat, healthy, and happy. He visited 
the superb new steamship Savannah, then about to start for Liver- 
pool on her first voyage. Another of the notable sights he met 
during his stay was President James Monroe, who came to South 
Carolina on a tour and shook hands with Faux at church—“an 
amiable, mild-looking gentleman, of about sixty, dressed in a com- 
mon hat, plain blue coat with gilt buttons, yellow kerseymere 
waistcoat, drab breeches and white silk stockings, and a little 
powder in his hair,” states the traveller. “His eyes beam with 
an expansive kindness, gentleness, and liberality, not often seen 
in persons of his elevated station, and his physiognomy, viewed 
as a whole, announces a noble, well-judging, and generous mind.” 
Faux also heard Robert Y. Hayne argue a case in court in a 
pleasantly conversational style of eloquence. 

But what particularly horrified Faux in Charleston and in the 
country districts of the South was the physical violence of which 
he heard on every hand. A fellow-guest at the Planters’ Hotel told 
him that he had lately met there a party of thirteen gentlemen, 
eleven of whom had each killed his man in a duel. Reports of as- 
saults constantly reached the Englishman’s ears; and before he 
had stayed a week in the city he learned that a poor fellow had 
been found in the streets one morning almost murdered by robbers 
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the evening before, “having his legs both broken and otherwise 
terribly bruised about his head and breast.” Faux makes the in- 
credible statement that this unfortunate had been left to roast in 
the blazing sun till some man gave three negroes a dollar to re- 
move him as a public nuisance. Somewhat more probable is his 
description of a fire-eating young colonel at the hotel, who wanted 
to fight the proprietor when the latter refused him credit; and 
there is no reason at all for disbelieving his statement that two 
men were sentenced to death during his stay, one for murder and 
the other for stealing a slave. Theft was still a capital crime in 
more than one State. In the back-country Faux seems to have 
observed at first hand no instance of the maltreatment of negroes, 
though he complains that their huts were “miserable,” and that 
their ration, which consisted of only a peck of cornmeal for each 
adult weekly, was utterly inadequate. But he heard of terrible 
acts of cruelty, such as doubtless did occur from time to time. He 
was present, he avers, at the exhumation near Columbia of the 
body of a slave, who had been whipped by his master and two 
other men from midnight till sunrise, when he expired; but this 
tale was at least exaggerated. On one great plantation near Cam- 
den he was impressed by the easy lot of the slaves, whose work 
was over by one o’clock if they labored diligently. ‘“Their condi- 
tion seems in some respects better than that of the paupers of my 
native land,” he remarked, little dreaming how such statements 
would be resented by successors of his like Miss Martineau. 

Of the western country Faux drew an equally repellent picture. 
The richness of the soil, the low cost of living, the genial atmos- 
phere of democracy, he all admitted. But he found the people 
lazy, dirty, and uncouth, living for the most part in one-room 
cabins which he thought scarcely fit for pigs. For example, in a 
forty-mile ride between Vincennes, Indiana, and Princeton, Illi- 
nois, he saw nothing “but miserable log holes, and a mean ville of 
eight or ten huts or cabins, sad neglected farms, and indolent, 
dirty, sickly, wild-looking inhabitants. Soap is nowhere seen or 
found in any of the taverns, east or west. Hence dirty hands, 
heads, and faces everywhere. Here is nothing clean but wild 
beasts and birds, nothing industrious generally, except pigs, which 
are so of necessity.” Labor was hard to obtain in Indiana and 
Illinois; corn had to be carried ten miles or more to mill or mar- 
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ket; and drunken desperadoes like the “Illinois Rowdies” were 
troublesome. The tendency of life in the backwoods, he warned 
his English readers, was to cause the settlers to lose all self-respect, 
so that they never bathed or dressed properly. He delights to 
quote men like the Kentucky planter who told him: “Kentucky is 
morally and physically ruined—Deception is a trade and all are 
rogues. The West has the scum of all the earth.” Faux’s sum- 
mary of American life is amusing: 


Low ease; a little avoidable want, but no dread of any want; little 
or no industry; little or no real capital, nor any effort to create any; no 
struggling, no luxury, and, perhaps, nothing like satisfaction or happi- 
ness; no real relish of life; living like store pigs in a wood, or fattening 
pigs in a stye. All their knowledge is confined to a newspaper, which 
they all love, and consists in knowing their natural, and some political 
rights, which rights in themselves they respect individually, but often 
violate towards others, being cold, selfish, gloomy, inert, and with little 
or no feeling. The government is too weak and too like-minded to 
support and make the laws respected... . 


In contrast with this book, no better evidence could be offered 
of the general adaptability and fairness of the early British travel- 
lers than the accounts which a half dozen men in the second and 
third decades of the century have given us of the Middle West. 
Morris Birkbeck and George Flower laid out the neighboring towns 
of Wanborough and Albion in Illinois late in 1818, and within a 
year had drawn 400 English and 700 Americans to their settle- 
ment. Birkbeck in particular was a man of great ability. In Eng- 
land he had been a tenant farmer, with a leasehold of 1,500 acres, 
so successful that he acquired £10,000; but he was filled with 
resentment by his exclusion from the ballot, and by the heavy 
taxes and tithes to which he was subject. In America he became 
the founder of a thriving settlement, a leader in the early Western 
movement toward scientific agriculture, and a powerful champion 
of the anti-slavery forces of Illinois. He and both Richard and 
George Flower wrote books extolling the West as a place of settle- 
ment, while an attack upon their enterprise came from the sharp 
pen of Cobbett, whom these leaders believed to have been enlisted 
for the purpose by certain large Eastern land-dealers. 

One of the Illinois settlers was John Woods, and his “English 
Prairie,” an account of his trip west and of two years’ residence 
there, offers many just and kindly comments upon American life, 
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He found Pittsburgh (1820) “a large place with upwards 7,000 
inhabitants,” some handsome brick buildings, and more of logs. 
“Owing to the quantity of ironworks,” he says, confirming a re- 
mark made by the traveller Thomas Hulme a year earlier, “it 
has a black and dismal appearance.”’ Several steamboats were in 
course of construction, and he learned that in high water vessels 
came up from New Orleans to Pittsburgh in seventy or eighty 
days; but he himself pushed on overland. The stage on which 
he travelled west was hardly more than a light wagon, covered at 
the top, with inadequate leather side-curtains to let down in case 
of rain; it was much crowded with luggage, and the passengers 
had to walk up steep hills. Woods also complained that the 
country taverns charged exorbitant prices for meals, a breakfast 
near the Monongahela, for example, costing two shillings sixpence. 
At Cincinnati, “a noble-looking town, by far the best I have seen 
in the western country,” he found 12,000 people, with a number 
of large manufactories and mills, and well-stocked stores. The 
cost of living in the West was then marvellously low. While boat- 
ing down the Ohio—he obtained passage for himself and his family 
on an ark, 600 miles from Wheeling to Louisville, for $50—he was 
able to buy a hind quarter of a deer, weighing sixteen pounds, for 
fifty cents. Faux, indeed, tells us that a good buck could be had 
in Ohio for a dollar. Catfish of thirty to forty pounds weight were 
offered to Woods for a quarter dollar. When he went into the 
city markets at Cincinnati, he found flour selling at only four or 
five dollars a barrel, and fine peaches were but fourteen cents a 
peck. 

In the description of pioneer Ohio given by these contempora- 
neous travellers, Woods, Faux, and Welby, there are many graphic 
touches. The first-named was surprised to see that the more fash- 
ionable inhabitants of Cincinnati were as well clothed as London- 
ers. “But the females of the middle and lower orders, though 
gaily dressed, often go without shoes and stockings; indeed, most 
of the females in the western country go without them, at least 
in the summer.” Land near the city was selling very high, up to 
$100 an acre. Welby complained of the wretched condition of 
the roads, of the greed of the land speculators, who had seized on 
the best tracts, and of the poor inns. “As to the general want of 
cleanliness in the taverns, of which so much has been said gnd so 


22 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


justly, though the keepers of them have no doubt a large share of 
the blame, yet much may be said in their defence; the fact is, 
their customers are of so filthy habits that to have a house clean 
is almost impossible. . . .” Faux was stunned with amazement 
when he visited the circuit court at Zanesville and saw the pre- 
siding judge 

in the midst of three rustic, dirty-looking associate judges, all robe- 
less, and dressed in coarse drab, domestic, homespun coats, dark silk 
handkerchiefs round their necks, and otherwise not superior in outward 
appearance to our low fen-farmers in England. Thus they sat, pre- 
siding with ease and ability over a bar of plain talkative lawyers, all 
robeless, very funny and conversational in their speeches, manners, and 
conduct; dressed in plain box-coats, and sitting with their feet and 
knees higher than their noses, and pointing obliquely to the bench of 
judges; thus making their speeches, and examining and cross-examining 
evidence at a plain long table, with a brown earthen jug of cold water 
before them, for occasionally wetting their whistles, and washing their 
quid-stained lips; all, judges, jury, counsel, witnesses, and prisoners, 


seemed free, easy, and happy. The supreme judge is only distinguished 
from the rest by a shabby blue threadbare coat... . 


Woods settled down near Wanborough, Illinois, as a neighbor 
to Birkbeck, paying $940 for a quarter-section of land with two 
cabins, a stable, a well, and some livestock, while later he bought 
another quarter-section for $480. Of Birkbeck’s settlement he 
gives us a delightful picture. Soon after his arrival he found the 
English people holding a gala day in memory of a fair in Surrey, 
and playing cricket. The settlers all lived in cabins, and while 
the English insisted upon ceilings, wooden floors, and windows, 
many Americans did without them. Yet a double cabin with a 
porch between, floored and ceiled, cost only about $150, or the 
price of a team of horses. Most of the American settlers grew 
tobacco for home consumption. Wood tells us that many of them 
had been lifelong wanderers, having lived in a number of localities 
of the South and West; that they were litigious, and would bring 
suit even over a piggin worth only a shilling; and that they were. 
prone to drunkenness. Indians and “negers” they regarded with 
equal contempt, and treated both as inferior races. They were fre- 
quently shiftless. Yet one good trait was always prominent. 
“They are a most determined set of republicans,” writes Woods, 
“well versed in politics, and thoroughly independent.” 

The most famous of the travellers of this early period, a man 
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gifted with remarkable powers of observation and a remarkable 
style, William Cobbett, professed to have little use for the Illinois 
settlements, which he visited. He expatiated upon their remote- 
ness from markets, their social crudity, and the dirt, disorder, and 
hardship inseparable from frontier life. But of his ten months 
of farming on Long Island and his two months of travel in rural 
Pennsylvania he has given us an account as engagaing as it is 
concrete and detailed. Had he not limited his written observations 
upon America to agricultural affairs, his book would be one of the 
most valuable of all English travels. Cobbett loved country pur- 
suits, having been “bred up at a ploughtail,”’ and he rejoiced in 
the independence and snug prosperity of the American farmer 
as an illustration of the benefits of political and religious freedom. 
The United States was a land of husbandmen, and the very Presi- 
dents and Governors boasted of the title. ‘“A farmer here is not 
the poor dependent wretch that a Yeomanry-Cavalryman is, or 
that a Treason-Juryman is. A farmer here depends on nobody 
but himself and on his own proper means; and, if he is not at his 
ease, and even rich, it must be his own fault.” 

Cobbett in Pennsylvania was as much impressed by the plenty 
and cheapness of life as was Woods in the West. In a Harrisburg 
tavern where he procured lodging and board for $1.25 a day, the 
array of meats, fowls, sausages, and other dishes oppressed him. 
At a Lancaster inn with warm fires and clean beds he found “the 
eating still more overdone than at Harrisburgh. Never saw such 
profusion. I have made a bargain with the landlord; he is to give 
me a dish of chocolate a day, instead of dinner.” ‘The sight in a 
New York street of a sow dining off a full quarter of a fine leg of 
mutton led him to reflect mournfully upon the eagerness with 
which many a family in England would snatch the meat from her, 
and upon the wickedness of the government responsible for such 
misery. He perceived that in Pennsylvania the farmer usually 
had two houses, one large and the other small; the father had 
built the first, and as the family waxed wealthier, his son had put 
up the other. Everywhere, too, he admired the big stone barns, 
a hundred feet long, with a driveway taking wagons up to the 
wide mows and granaries on the second floor. “And then, all 
about them looks so comfortable, and gives such manifest proofs 
of ease, plenty, and happiness!” In the Long Island farms he 
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missed the beauty of the Kent or Sussex farmstead, but he recog- 
nized the natural reasons for this deficiency: 


Instead of the neat and warm little cottage, the yard, cow-stable, pig- 
stye, hen-house, all in miniature, and the garden, nicely laid out, and 
the paths bordered with flowers, while the cottage door is crowned with 
a garland of roses or honey-suckle; instead of these, we here see the 
laborer content with a shell of boards, while all around him is as barren 
as the sea-beach; though the natural earth would send melons, the finest 
in the world, creeping round his door, and though there is no English 
shrub, or flower, which will not grow and flourish here. This want of 
attention in such cases is hereditary from the first settlers. They found 
land so plenty, that they treated small spots with contempt. Besides, 
the example of neatness was wanting. There were no gentlemen’s gar- 
dens, kept as clean as drawing-rooms, with grass as even as a Carpet. 
From endeavoring to imitate perfection men arrive at mediocrity; and, 
those who have never seen, or heard of perfection, in these matters, will 
naturally be slovens. 


Cobbett, because of the superior intellectual atmosphere of 
his native land and for other reasons, preferred living in Great 
Britain. He discerned numerous faults in both this country and 
its people. Excessive drinking—“this is the great misfortune of 
America! ”—he repeatedly mentions. American birds and flowers, 
he said, anticipating an unjust remark of many English travellers, 
which has since been transferred to Australia, were numerous, but 
they were birds without song and flowers without perfume. Con- 
tinually, however, he came back to the indefeasible advantages of 
American life, inherent in our political, religious, and economic 
freedom. Salt and glass cost only half as much as in Great Brit- 
ain, because they were untaxed. Every farmer made his own soap 
and candles, a practise forbidden in England, where it would im- 
pair the tax-revenue; and Cobbett recalled with anger how a poor 
woman at Holly Hill, for dipping some rushes in grease to serve 
as a light, had been subjected to a search of her house, and all 
but dragged off to jail. ‘And then, think of the tithes! I have 
talked to several farmers here about the tithes in England, and 
they laugh. They sometimes almost make me angry; for they 
seem, at last, not to believe what I say, when I tell them, that the 
English farmer gives, and is compelled to give, the Parson a tenth 
part of his whole crop and of his fruit and milk and eggs and 
calves and lambs and pigs and wool and honey. They cannot be- 
lieve this. They treat it as a sort of romance.” 
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Two of the writers of this period who were unfavorable to 
America, though not abusively so, Thomas Ashe and Isaac Weld, 
were not wholly reliable. Ashe dealt in the sensational, like Faux; 
Weld gave a serious account of ferocious New Jersey mosquitoes 
that bit through the thickest shoes, and actually quoted Wash- 
ington as an authority for this marvel. Yet the latter’s “Travels,” 
covering the years 1795-97, really offer us much information of 
value. He thought our manners cold and suspicious, our taverns 
crowded and ill-managed, and the gambling and cockfighting in 
Maryland and Virginia disgraceful; while he correctly stated that 
Princeton and the other colleges he visited “better deserve the 
title of a grammar-school.” (CC. W. Janson came to America to 
make his fortune, lost what money he had, and vented his ill- 
humour in a mendacious volume. All the other travellers, how- 
ever, were cordial in their attitude. Kendall gave a sober and 
faithful picture of the northern States, discussing the government 
and the various public institutions respectfully. Fanny Wright’s 
visit to America resulted in a book (1821) even more laudatory 
than Cobbett’s. Iike Cobbett, she rejoiced to see our statesmen 
and generals enrolled among the farmers. “And how proudly does 
such a man tread his paternal fields, his ample domains improv- 
ing under his hand; his garners full to overflowing; his table re- 
plenished with guests, and with a numerous offspring whose 
nerves are braced by exercise and their minds invigorated by lib- 
erty.” Bristed, who made an encyclopedic study of American 
resources, Candler, and Lambert, were undistinguished travellers 
who looked about with a tolerant and appreciative eye, and pre- 
dicted a glorious future for the nation. 

Particularly well balanced was the account of America given at 
the very close of this period by Adam Hodgson, a Liverpool gentle- . 
man who wrote his volumes because “the present situation of Eng- 
land had rendered the subject of emigration so interesting.” He 
was vigorous in condemning slavery, of which he saw the brutal 
side clearly. In Charleston he read a newspaper account of a 
young negro woman being burned to death the week before for 
murdering her master; and an acquaintance who had been staying 
at an inn near the scene said that many of the guests had gone to 
see the spectacle. “At a dinner party of five or six gentlemen,” 
Hodgson adds, “I heard one of the guests, who is reputed a re- 
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spectable planter, say, in the course of conversation, that he shot 
at one of his slaves last year with intent to kill him for running 
away; that on another occasion, finding that two runaway slaves 
had taken refuge on his plantation, he invited some of his friends 
out of town to dinner and a frolic; that after dinner they went out 
to hunt the slaves, and hearing a rustling in the reeds or canes 
in which they believed them to be concealed, they all fired at their 
game, but unfortunately missed.”” Hodgson attended a slave sale 
in Charleston, and was too moved to remain after he had seen a 
young woman, with a baby at her breast and three other children 
at her skirts, put on the platform to be auctioned; “the little boys 
looking up at their mother’s face with an air of curiosity, as if 
they wondered what could make her look so sad.” Staying in a 
lodging-house in New Orleans, the traveller’s room adjoined that 
of the stalwart landlady, and every morning he was awakened by 
the blows with which she cowhided the black servants who had 
displeased her the preceding day. But he did not fail to recog- 
nize that most slaves were treated kindly, nor did he over-empha- 
size slavery. 

Hodgson was especially interested in the morality of the re- 
public, and reported that in New England moral standards were 
generally better than in the mother country, in the Middle States 
they were about the same, and in the South they were worse. 
Gaming was “dreadfully prevalent” in New Orleans, where the 
steamboats lining the shores of the Mississippi for more than a 
mile were said on Sundays to be one row of gambling shops; while 
the lewd and profane language of the Southwest disgusted him. 
But in New England he was delighted with the people. “There 
I see on every side, a hardy, robust, industrious, enterprising popu- 
lation; better fed, better clothed, better educated than I ever saw 
before, and more intelligent, and at least as moral as the corre- 
sponding classes of our own countrymen.” He contradicted vig- 
orously the assertion that the Americans were cold, saying that 
this was but their outward appearance, and that in his 7,000 
miles of travel he had found them at least as obliging as the Eng- 
lish. He, too, thought well of America’s prospects. “It is des- 
tined, I trust,” he wrote, “to exhibit to the world at large a grand 
and successful experiment in legislation.” 

The young republic, in all, had much for which to be grateful in 
its earliest guests. 


THE FATHER OF HIS COUNTRY; SOUTHERN LIFE* 


By JoHN BERNARD 


John Bernard, one of the brightest English comedians and one of the 
shrewdest American managers of his time, was born in Portsmouth, 
England, in 1756, the son of a naval officer. He was articled to a 
solicitor, but his inclination for the stage was irresistible, and before he 
was twenty he was a member of the Norwich circuit (1774). A few 
years later he and his wife, a versatile actress, joined the Bath Theatre, 
then and long the most important in England outside London. It was 
here that he played in the first non-metropolitan performance of “The 
School for Scandal,’ rehearsed under the direction of Sheridan himself, 
In 1787 he made his first appearance in London, where he was associated 
with such men of the town as Sheridan, Selwyn, and Fox, and was 
elected secretary of the famous Beefsteak Club. 

At the age of forty-one, and at the height of his powers, Bernard 
came to America, being engaged by Wignell, the Philadelphia manager, 
at £1,000 a year, then a tremendous salary. His first American appear- 
ance was in New York, at the Greenwich Street Theatre, on Aug. 25, 
1797. During the next six years he played with the Philadelphia com- 
pany, not only in comedy parts but in various Shakespearean roles, as 
Shylock, Falconbridge, Hotspur, and so on. His career as a manager, 
however, belongs to Boston’s theatrical history. He became joint man- 
ager of the Federal Street Theatre there in 1806, and remained until 
1810. He had the honor of opening the first regular theatre in Albany, 
in 1813. Three years later he went upon a tour of the country, becoming 
one of the earliest of American travelling stars, but returned to Boston. 
His farewell performance occurred in the Yankee capital in February, 
1819, in “The Soldier’s Daughter”; and he went home to England, where 
he died in 1828. 

Bernard left in manuscript an autobiography of considerable length. 
Of this his son, two years after his death, published some condensed 
portions, under the title of “Retrospections of the Stage.” A London 
edition was followed by one bearing a Boston imprint, in 1832. This 
work, however, carried Bernard’s career down only to his departure 
from England to America. Portions of the autobiography dealing with 
America, unfortunately not complete, the original manuscript having 
been lost, were long years afterwards edited for publication by Ber- 
nard’s heirs, and issued under the title of “Retrospections of America, 
1797-1811,” in 1887, by Harper and Brothers, with an introduction, notes, 


* From “Retrospections of America, 1797-1811,” New York, 1887, chap- 
ters 5 and 7. By courtesy of Harper & Brothers. 
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and index by Laurence Hutton and Brander Matthews. The actor- 
manager covered a great deal of the country, from Charleston on the 
south to the wilds of Ohio on the west, and Canada on the north. He 
was an observant man, quick to see all that was significant in men and 
manners about him, and shrewd in his conclusions. Moreover, he was 
keenly appreciative of all that was best in American life, and studied it 
with a zest born of liking. As a London clubman, intimate with the 
Whig leaders, he had acquired a Whiggish turn of mind. His geniality, 
wit, and intelligence made him friends wherever he went, and placed 
him in a position to record much that is permanently valuable. His 
book is sown thick with delightful anecdotes, and its style is admirable. 


Washington as a Host at Mount Vernon 


Our season [in 1798] was so prosperous that Wignell delayed 
his visit to Baltimore till the summer was far advanced, and, as 
his leave extended but to the middle of June, we opened the house 
only to close it, and adjourn to the capital of Maryland—which 
might well be termed the Bath of America—Annapolis. 

-In this little spot all the best of Philadelphia and Virginian 
society was concentrated, and here, I am convinced, the most 
stubborn anti-republican could not but have perceived the ab- 
surdity of the common notion that all must be on a level socially 
because they are so politically. America really contained a true no- 
bility, men of talent, probity and benevolence, who had been raised 
by the public voice to a station which the public feeling bowed 
down to—a station not hereditary, or due to one man’s caprice or 
another’s intrigue, but unassailably based on merit, and open to 
everyone who chose to emulate the conduct of its possessor. 
From my Philadelphian friends I obtained introductions to several 
occupiers of this position—Mr. Howard, the chancellor, Judge 
Kelly, Governor Stone, General Davidson, and last, not least, the 
excellent Mr. Carroll, one of the subscribers to the Declaration of 
Independence. Perhaps the latter, as much as any man, was an 
illustration of my remarks. From the refinement of his manners, 
a stranger would have surmised that he had passed all his days 
in the salons of Paris. He had all that suavity and softness, in 
combination with dignity, which bespeak the perfection of good 
taste. This attested the character of his society. Ease may be 
natural to a man, but elegance—the union of propriety with ease 
—must be acquired; the art of respecting one’s company as well 
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as one’s self necessarily implies that one’s company is worth re- 
specting. But Mr. Carroll possessed higher qualities than mere 
external polish. He had a heart that colored all his thoughts and 
deeds with the truest hues of humanity. No man was fonder of 
doing a good action, and, certainly, none could do it with a 
better grace. 

A few weeks after my location at Annapolis I met with a most 
pleasing adventure, no less than an encounter with General Wash- 
ington, under circumstances which most fully confirmed the im- 
pression I had formed of him. I had been to pay a visit to an 
acquaintance on the banks of the Potomac, a few miles below 
Alexandria, and was returning on horseback, in the rear of an 
old-fashioned chaise, the driver of which was strenuously urging 
his steed to an accelerated pace. The beast showed singular indif- 
ference until a lash, directed with more skill than humanity, took 
the skin from an old wound. The sudden pang threw the poor 
animal on his hind-legs, and the wheel swerving upon the bank, 
over went the chaise, flinging out upon the road a young woman 
who had been its occupant. The minute before I had perceived a 
horseman approaching at a gentle trot, who now broke into a gal- 
lop, and we reached the scene of the disaster together. The fe- 
male was our first care. She was insensible, but had sustained no 
material injury. My companion supported her, while I brought 
some water in the crown of my hat, from a spring some way off. 
The driver of the chaise had landed on his legs, and, having ascer- 
tained that his spouse was not dead, seemed very well satisfied 
with the care she was in, and set about extricating his horse. A 
gush of tears announced the lady’s return to sensibility, and then, 
as her eyes opened, her tongue gradually resumed its office, and as- 
sured us that she retained at least one faculty in perfection, as she 
poured forth a volley of invectives on her mate. The horse was 
now on his legs, but the vehicle still prostrate, heavy in its frame, 
and laden with at least half a ton of luggage. My fellow-helper 
set me an example of activity in relieving it of the external 
weight; and, when all was clear, we grasped the wheel between 
us and, to the peril of our spinal columns, righted the conveyance. 
The horse was then put in, and we lent a hand to help up the lug- 
gage. All this helping, hauling, and lifting occupied at least half 
an hour, under a meridian sun in the middle of July, which fairly 
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boiled the perspiration out of our foreheads. Our unfortunate 
friend somewhat relieved the task with his narrative. He was a 
New Englander who had emigrated to the South when young, 
there picked up a wife and some money, and was now on his way 
home, having, he told us, been “made very comfortable” by the 
death of his father; and when all was right, and we had assisted 
the lady to resume her seat, he begged us to proceed with him to 
Alexandria, and take a drop of “something sociable.” Finding, 
however, that we were unsociable, he extended his hand (no dis- 
tant likeness of a seal’s fin), gripped ours as he had done the 
heavy boxes, and, when we had sufficiently felt that he was grate- 
ful, drove on. My companion, after an exclamation at the heat, 
offered very courteously to dust my coat, a favor the return of 
which enabled me to take a deliberate survey of his person. He 
was a tall, erect, well-made man, evidently advanced in years, but 
who appeared to have retained all the vigor and elasticity result- 
ing from a life of temperance and exercise. His dress was a blue 
coat buttoned to the chin, and buckskin breeches. Though, the 
instant he took off his hat, I could not avoid the recognition of 
familiar lineaments—which, indeed, I was in the habit of seeing 
on every sign-post and over every fireplace—still I failed to iden- 
tify him, and, to my surprise, I found that I was an object of equal 
speculation in his eyes. A smile at length lighted them up, and 
he exclaimed, “Mr. Bernard, I believe?” I bowed. “I had the 
pleasure of seeing you perform last winter in Philadelphia.” I 
bowed again, and he added, “I have heard of you since from sev- 
eral of my friends at Annapolis. You are acquainted with Mr. 
Carroll?” I replied that that gentleman’s society had made 
amends for much that I had lost in quitting England. He then 
learned the cause of my presence in the neighborhood, and re- 
marked, “You must be fatigued. If you will ride up to my house, 
which is not a mile distant, you can prevent any ill-effects from 
this exertion, by a couple of hours’ rest.” I looked round for his 
dwelling, and he pointed to a building which, the day before, I had 
spent an hour in contemplating. ‘Mount Vernon!” I exclaimed; 
and then, drawing back, with a stare of wonder, “have I the honor 
of addressing General Washington?” With a smile, whose ex- 
pression of benevolence I have rarely seen equalled, he offered his 
hand, and replied, “An odd sort of introduction, Mr. Bernard; 
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but I am pleased to find you can play so active a part in private, 
and without a prompter,” and then pointed to our horses (which 
had stood like statues all this time, as though in sympathy with 
their fallen brother), and shrugged his shoulders at the inn. I 
needed no further stimulus to accept his friendly invitation. As 
we rode up to his house we entered freely into conversation, first, in 
reference to his friends at Annapolis, then respecting my own suc- 
cess in America and the impressions I had received of the country. 

Flattering as such inquiries were from such a source, I must 
confess my own reflections on what had just passed were more ab- 
sorbing. Considering that nine ordinary country gentlemen out of 
ten, who had seen a chaise upset near their estate, would have 
thought it savored neither of pride nor ill-nature to ride home and 
send their servants to its assistance, I could not but think that I 
had witnessed one of the strongest evidences of a great man’s 
claim to his reputation—the prompt, impulsive working of a 
heart which having made the good of mankind—not conventional 
forms—its religion, was never so happy as in practically display- 
ing it. On reaching the house (which, in its compact simplicity 
and commanding elevation, was no bad emblem of its owner’s 
mind), we found that Mrs. Washington was indisposed; but the 
general ordered refreshments in a parlor whose windows took a 
noble range of the Potomac, and, after a few minutes’ absence, re- 
joined me. 

Though I have ventured to offer some remarks on his less- 
known contemporaries, I feel it would be impertinence to say a 
word on the public merits of a man whose character has been 
burning as a beacon to Europe till its qualities are as well known 
as the names and dates of his triumphs. My retrospect of him is 
purely a social one, and much do I regret, for the interest of these 
pages, that it is confined to a single interview. The general im- 
pression I received from his appearance fully corresponded with 
the description of him by the Marquis de Chastelleux, who visited 
America at the close of the war. ‘The great characteristic of 
Washington,” says he, “is the perfect union which seems to sub- 
sist between his moral and physical qualities; so that the selection 
of one would enable you to judge of all the rest. If you are pre- 
sented with medals of Trajan or Cesar, the features will lead 
you to inquire the proportions of their persons; but if you should 
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discover in a heap of ruins the leg or arm of an antique Apollo, 
you would not be curious about the other parts, but content your- 
self with the assurance that they were all conformable to those of 
a god.” Though fourteen years had elapsed since this was written, 
I could perceive that it was far from being the language of mere 
enthusiasm. Whether you surveyed his face, open yet well-de- 
fined, dignified but not arrogant, thoughtful but benign; his 
frame, towering and muscular, but alert from its good proportion 
—every feature suggested a resemblance to the spirit it encased, 
and showed simplicity in alliance with the sublime. The im- 
pression, therefore, was that of a most perfect whole; and though 
the effect of proportion is said to be to reduce the idea of magni- 
tude, you could not but think you looked upon a wonder, and 
something sacred as well as wonderful—a man fashioned by the 
hand of Heaven, with every requisite to achieve a great work. 
Thus a feeling of awe and veneration stole over you. 

In conversation his face had not much variety of expression: a 
look of thoughtfulness was given by the compression of the mouth 
and the indentation of the brow (suggesting an habitual conflict 
with and mastery over passion) which did not seem so much 
to disdain a sympathy with trivialities as to be incapable of de- 
noting them. Nor had his voice, so far as I could discover in our 
quiet talk, much change, or richness of intonation, but he always 
spoke with earnestness, and his eyes (glorious conductors of the 
light within) burned with a steady fire which no one could mis- 
take for mere affability; they were one grand expression of the 
well-known line: “I am a man, and interested in all that con- 
cerns humanity.” In our hour and a half’s conversation he 
touched on every topic that I brought before him with an 
even current of good sense, if he embellished it with 
little wit or verbal elegance. He spoke like a man who 
had felt as much as he had reflected, and reflected more 
than he had spoken; like one who had looked upon society 
rather in the mass than in detail; and who regarded the 
happiness of America but as the first link in a series of universal 
victories; for his full faith in the power of these results of civil 
liberty which he saw all around him led him to foresee that it 
would, ere long, prevail in other countries, and that the social mil- 
lennium of Europe would usher in the political. When I men- 
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tioned to him the difference I perceived between the inhabitants of 
New England and of the Southern States he remarked, “I esteem 
those people greatly; they are the stamina of the Union and its 
greatest benefactors. They are continually spreading themselves 
too, to settle and enlighten less favored quarters. Dr. Franklin 
is a New Englander.” When I remarked that his observations 
were flattering to my country, he replied, with great good-humor, 
“Yes, yes, Mr. Bernard, but I consider your country the cradle of 
free principles, not their arm-chair. Liberty in England is a sort 
of idol; people are bred up in the belief and love of it, but see 
little of its doings. They walk about freely, but then it is between 
high walls; and the error of its government was in supposing that 
after a portion of their subjects had crossed the sea to live upon 
a common, they would permit their friends at home to build up 
those walls about them.” A black coming in at this moment, 
with a jug of spring water, I could not repress a smile, which the 
general at once interpreted. “This may seem a contradiction,” he 
continued, “but I think you must perceive that it is neither a 
crime nor an absurdity. When we profess, as our fundamental 
principle, that liberty is the inalienable right of every man, we do 
not include madmen or idiots; liberty in their hands would be- 
come a scourge. ‘Till the mind of the slave has been educated to 
perceive what are the obligations of a state of freedom, and not 
confound a man’s with a brute’s, the gift would insure its abuse. 
We might as well be asked to pull down our old warehouses before 
trade had increased to demand enlarged new ones. Both houses 
and slaves were bequeathed to us by Europeans, and time alone 
can change them; an event, sir, which, you may believe me, no 
man desires more heartily than I do. Not only do I pray for it, on 
the score of human dignity, but I can clearly foresee that nothing 
but the rooting out of slavery can perpetuate the existence of our 
union, by consolidating it in a common bond of principle.” 

I now referred to the pleasant hours I had passed in Philadel- 
phia, and my agreeable surprise at finding there so many men of 
talent, at which his face lit up vividly. “I am glad to hear you, 
sir, who are an Englishman, say so, because you must now per- 
ceive how ungenerous are the assertions people are always making 
on your side of the water. One gentleman, of high literary stand- 
ing—I allude to the Abbé Raynal—has demanded whether 


34 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


America has yet produced one great poet, statesman, or philoso- 
pher. The question shows anything but observation, because it 
is easy to perceive the causes which have combined to render the 
genius of this country scientific rather than imaginative. And, 
in this respect, America has surely furnished her quota. Frank- 
lin, Rittenhouse, and Rush are no mean names, to which, without 
shame, I may append those of Jefferson and Adams as politicians; 
while I am told that the works of President Edwards of Rhode 
Island * are a text-book in polemics in many European colleges.” 

Of the replies which I made to his enquiries respecting England, 
he listened to none with so much interest as to those which de- 
scribed the character of my royal patron, the Prince of Wales. “He 
holds out every promise,” remarked the general, “of a brilliant 
career. He has been well educated by events, and I doubt not 
that, in his time, England will receive the benefits of her child’s 
emancipation. She is at present bent double, and has to walk 
with crutches; but her offspring may teach her the secret of re- 
gaining strength, erectness, and independence.” In reference to 
my own pursuits he repeated the sentiments of Franklin; he feared 
the country was too poor to be a patron of the drama, and that 
only arts of a practical nature would for some time be esteemed. 
The stage he considered to be an indispensable resource for set- 
tled society and a chief refiner; not merely interesting as a com- 
ment on the history of social happiness by its exhibition of man- 
ners, but an agent of good as a school for poetry, in holding up to 
honor the noblest principles. “I am too old and too far removed,” 
he added, “to seek for or require this pleasure myself, but the 
cause is not to droop on my account. There’s my friend, Mr. 
Jefferson, has time and taste; he goes always to the play, and I'll 
introduce you to him,” a promise which he kept, and which proved 
to me the source of the greatest benefit and pleasure. 

As I was engaged to dine at home, I at length rose to take my 
leave, not without receiving from the general a very flattering re- 
quest to call on him whenever I rode by. I had the pleasure of 
meeting him once after this in Annapolis, and I dined with him on 
a public occasion at Alexandria, my impressions each time improv- 
ing into a higher degree of respect and admiration. 

I have never heard of but one jest of Washington’s, which was 


* Bernard means Jonathan Edwards of the College of New Jersey. 
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related to me by his aide-de-camp, my good friend, Colonel 
Humphreys. The general, rather priding himself on his riding, 
the colonel was induced, one day when they were out hunting to- 
gether, to offer him a bet that he would not follow him over one 
particular hedge. The challenge was accepted, and Humphreys 
led the way and took the leap boldly, but, to his consternation, 
discovered that he had mistaken the spot, and was deposited, up 
to his horse’s girths, in a quagmire. The general either knew the 
ground better, or had suspected something, for, following at an 
easy pace, he reined up at the hedge, and, looking over at his en- 
gulfed aide, exclaimed, “No, no, colonel, you are too deep for 
me!” 
Life in the Old Dominion, 1799 


The summer of 1799 I passed in Virginia, my professional visits, ” 
alternating between Richmond and Norfolk, being relieved by ex- 
cursions to various parts of the state, at the invitation of that truly 
hospitable race—the planters. Among these I met men of high 
intelligence and even refinement, whose conviviality not making 
its agent its end, could be, like their own summers, as radiant as 
it was warm. No class of persons that I know of has been so 
harshly judged as the planters, the sins of the fathers having been 
visited upon the tenth generation. Abroad and at home, worthy 
persons whose hearts throw a mist round their brains have con- 
founded the necessity of the present with the evil of the past, have 
let the crimes of a few discolor the many, and the iniquity of a 
system vouch for that of individuals. Herein has lain the error 
and the wrong. Unless a man has been willing to break up this 
system at the cost of his own utter ruin he has been pronounced 
a selfish barbarian, a loathsome maggot complacently fattening 
on corruption. In nine cases out of ten the supporters of the 
system have been its greatest victims. I do not hesitate to say 
they have been among its sincerest detesters. It certainly is no 
enviable lot when a man, happening to be born on a particular 
spot which is cursed with an indisposable legacy, can be put in a 
pillory by every enthusiast who makes feeling, not fact, his rule 
of reasoning. I do not remember a single instance of a planter 
defending the origin of his possessions, or one who defended the 
continuance of slavery by other than this single argument; that 
human agency is required in the cultivation of the Southern soil, 
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while the extreme heat is not to be supported save by Africans or 
natives. The negro, if manumitted and paid for his labor, can 
live upon so little that he would not do half that is required; and, 
till the country becomes so populated that work shall become 
scarce, the white will never take his place. 

As to the planters, . . . in their manners they have ever been 
austere to their inferiors, and, when abroad, reserved with their 
equals; but all frost vanished the moment you crossed their 
threshold. That was a minute but instantaneous division between 
the frigid and the torrid zone; a warmth—truly Irish—succeeded, 
and you were welcomed to a land of liberty. In all their do- 
mestic arrangements the taste was evidently French, with some 
local modifications which were not displeasing. Though deficient 
in architectural beauty or stability, many of their dwellings were 
internally palaces. Their furniture, pictures, and musical instru- 
ments were all imported from Europe. But this did not surprise 
me so much as the tone of their conversation. Their favorite 
topics were European, and I found men leading secluded lives in 
the woods of Virginia, perfectly au fait as to the literary, dramatic, 
and personal gossip of London and Paris. But the mystery was 
soon explained: they had all been educated in France or England, 
(a practise which ceased at the Revolution), had made a tour of 
the Continent, and maintained a voluminous correspondence ever 
since. At one house I met with a gentleman who had participated 
in my revels at the London clubs. His memory was a storehouse 
of anecdote which he flavored by a peculiarly happy faculty of 
imitation, the rapturous manner in which the company recognized 
the originals often making me look round to see if I was not once 
more snugly ensconced over the piazza at Covent Garden. 

Of the planters’ ladies I must speak in terms of unqualified 
praise; they had an easy kindliness of manner, as far removed 
from rudeness as from reserve, which being natural to them (for 
they mixed with no society) was the more admirable. In a 
woman I would always have the heart to be the chief source of 
her fascination. The one thing I did not quite approve of was 
the juvenile period at which they bloomed and decayed. A lady 
here was in the habit of marrying nearly ten years earlier than a 
European, so that at twenty, if she had proved a fruitful olive, 
her husband’s table was surrounded with tall shoots sufficient to 


JOHN BERNARD 37 


supply him with shade for the remainder of his days. At thirty 
—the glowing summer of an English dame—she had fallen into 
“the sere leaf”; and at forty—the autumn fulness of a royal taste, 
the bel age of St. James’s—the faces of these matrons of the West 
are cut up into as many lines as a map of Europe. Nevertheless, 
to the influence of their society I chiefly attribute their husbands’ 
refinement, and, in proof, I cannot, perhaps, more amuse the 
reader than by showing the contrast of a planter’s life some 
twenty years previous, when, marriage being made a mere mode 
of conveying property, every woman was looked on as an animal, 
and every house was a harem. 

During summer he used to rise about nine, when he exerted 
himself to walk as far as his stables to look at the stud which he 
kept for the races; at ten he breakfasted on coffee, eggs, and hoe- 
cake, concluding it with the commencement of his diurnal pota- 
tions—a stiff glass of mint-sling—a taking disorder peculiar to 
the South. He then sought the coolest room and stretched himself 
on a pallet in his shirt and trousers, with a negress at his head 
and another at his feet to keep off the flies and promote reflection. 
Between twelve and one his throat would require another emul- 
sion, and he would sip half a pint of some mystery termed bumbo, 
apple-toddy, or pumpkin flip. He then mounted a pony, and, 
with an umbrella over his head, rode gently round his estate to 
converse with his overseers. At three he dined, and drank every- 
thing—brandy, claret, cider, Madeira, punch, and sangaree, then 
resumed his pallet, with his negresses, and meditated until tea- 
time—though he was not particular about tea, unless friends with 
womenkind dropped in. The inflammation in his throat returned 
about dusk, and he prescribed for himself cooling washes until 
bedtime.* From this detail the reader will surmise that a planter 
was a reptile only to be preserved in spirits; but I must guard 
against the error that he was by choice a solitary toper. On 
the contrary, he strained every nerve to pick up companions, 
and it was only when in utter despair of obtaining this pleasure 


*See Winterbotham’s “Historical, Geographical, Commercial, and 
Philosophical View of the United States” (1796), III, 275, for a similar 
description of the day of a typical Georgia planter. The Georgian rose 
at six, drank a glass of bitters, rode forth to tour his estate, and returned 
at eight o’clock for breakfast. Afterwards he rode to the nearest village 
or public house, to talk of prices and horse-racing, make trades, and play 
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that he gave himself up to bumbo, Dinah, a mattress, and 
meditation. Many humorous instances were related to me of 
the plans he adopted to draw guests to his convivial roof in 
the untracked woods of the interior. One of the most striking 
was the following: 

On the morning of “a clear day’—a decided scorcher—he 
would order a wagon to be packed with a tub containing bottles 
of every compound in his closets—sling, nog, flip, and toddy, 
together with their elements, spirits, lemons, sugar, etc.; a 
pair of rifles, shot, and powder; a fishing-rod and tackle; soap, 
towels, clean linen, and nankeens; and a canvas awning with 
poles and cords to support it. He then took his seat in the 
vehicle, and, attended by a train of blacks, was driven slowly 
to the nearest highway, along which he proceeded till he came 
to a clear, clay-bottomed pond. The wagon was then backed 
into the water where the depth was breast-high, the poles were 
firmly driven into the bottom, the awning stretched over them, 
and the horses being turned into the woods, the proprietor dis- 
arrayed himself and descended into this local bath. After 
amusing himself with a few minutes’ splashing, a board was 
slid down from the wagon to support him in a recumbent posi- 
tion, and the tub, like a richly freighted West-Indiaman, was 
committed to the deep and moored beside him. Arrangements 
were now made for the business of the day: while one ebony 
was placed in charge of the cattle, another carried out a line 
from his floating fishing-rod, standing ready to give him notice 
of a bite; a third placed his rifles on the tub, that he might 
pop at the first bird that offered; and two others were des- 
patched in opposite directions to watch if travellers were ap- 
proaching. Thus combining the four staple enjoyments of 
bathing, drinking, shooting, and fishing, this Western Sardanapa- 
lus marked the furnace in the skies burn away, but not with 
a contented heart. He sighed for a victim; his toils were spread 
and he hungered for his prey. In the deep solitude that reigned 
around, his ear was triply alive to human sounds; the creak of 


cards, and came back at four o’clock with some friends for dinner, which 
was prolonged till sunset. After dinner the occupation varied with the 
weather. Sometimes it was hunting deer by torchlight, sometimes more 
cards and conversation. Like the Virginian, the Georgia planter left 
nearly all work to overseer and slaves—or so Winterbotham states. 
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a cartwheel had more music for him than the finest notes of a 
thrush, and the sight of any person, not a negro, more beauty 
than the loveliest landscape. If at length the form of a stranger 
appeared, he sprang from his plank and shouted an invitation 
to alight and take a drop of something sociable. If the traveller 
refused, up went the rifle to his shoulder, and compliance was 
demanded in the tone of a European footpad. The stranger now 
saw that pleasure was policy, however urgent might be his busi- 
ness; but if he were so unguarded as to yield to his next request 
to “strip and take a swim,” he speedily found himself irretrievably 
in the clutches of this human alligator. The planter fixed in him 
all the claws of nog, flip, sling, and toddy, until the brain of the 
victim became so confused that the grinning negroes had no diffi- 
culty in stowing him into the wagon, whereupon the poles were 
struck, the horses buckled in, and the delighted planter returned 
home with his prize, whom he probably cooped up in a back- 
room with a chevaux-de-frise of bottles, until, by some desperate 
effort, the captive made his escape. 

Another and more civilized plan was to send the negroes round 
at nightfall to the nearest inn (here very properly termed 
“ordinaries”), with a note to any lady or gentleman putting up 
there, stating that if they did not like their accommodation, Mr. 
would be happy to see them at his house close by, to which 
a black with a lantern would conduct them. This system was 
often successful; for, in the old times, all you could obtain at 
these places were eggs and bacon, hoe-cake, and peach-brandy; 
a bed stuffed with shavings, on a frame that rocked like a cradle, 
and in a room so well ventilated that a traveller had some diffi- 
culty in keeping his umbrella erect, if endeavoring, under this 
convenience, to find shelter from the rain while in bed. But as 
the planter’s hospitality proved such an antagonist to the land- 
lord’s interests, the latter always had it made up to him in pres- 
ents, so that all parties were well content; and, probably, the 
only sufferer in the end was the cerebellum of the guest. Whether 
the decline of such a spirit may be deplored or not, it is not to 
be wondered at. As emigrants began to pour into the woods a 
planter had seldom occasion to lift his rifle to his shoulder in 
demanding their society, but, on the contrary, he probably soon 
obtained those who required some such gesticulation to be got 
rid of. 
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I was much amused by a story I once heard of a proprietor 
sending to an inn one evening, when he was in unusually good 
spirits, to desire the company of any stray gentleman who would 
so far favor him; and his sable Mercury returning with a New 
England preacher who was journeying on a crusade against slav- 
ery, and who immediately commenced tracing a comparison be- 
tween the planter and Beelzebub, which lasted until daylight. 


Virginia Racing and Hunting 

At the time of which I am writing, racing was still the ruling 
diversion. To the credit of their taste and feeling, that vulgar 
brutality, cockfighting, had long fallen into neglect. While of 
sling, under proper circumstances, namely, a certain time of life 
and time of night, I must declare my unqualified approbation, 
with their racing, also, I was highly pleased. I attended their 
principal course at Williamsburg, and better order and arrange- 
ment I had never seen at Newmarket. Horses of all ages ran 
for subscription purses, two out of three four-mile heats won £100 
the first day, and £50 every other, the races generally lasting a 
week. The riders were chiefly their owners; and I was informed 
that their knowledge of the science of jockeyship was quite as 
profound as that of the English nobility. This is no small praise. 
To the eye of an ignoramus like myself everything seemed per- 
fectly fair, nor was my esteem for my acquaintances lessened by 
the position I saw them in, since, when the ride was over, they did 
not bring the stable into their houses. My attention was most 
attracted by their horses: such a variety of heights and shapes 
would have made an English turf-hunter stare. Imagine, beside 
the sleek, proud, well-trained, elegant-limbed English racer, just 
imported, and pawing the ground with the conscious dignity of 
an aristocrat, a low, long-backed, shaggy plebeian, undressed 
and dirty, his legs pillars and his monstrous head set upon a 
short, straight neck, poking the earth as if ashamed of his pre- 
sumption in venturing into such noble company. Judging with 
a common eye, I gave the republican no chance; indeed, I ven- 
tured upon a small bet that this four-legged Caliban, this outrage 
on all the rules of English stable-lore, would imagine that he had 
a cart at his tail, and not achieve the winning-post before sun- 
down. What, then, was my surprise when, on the signal for start- 
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ing, away this fellow went, all fire and spirits, not galloping or 
springing secundem artem, but scouring the earth like a demon of 
pestilence, his nose erect as if he snuffed a distant feed of corn, 
and his mane and tail floating like a pirate’s pennons. His rider, 
a tall man in red sleeves, whose only solicitude was to keep his 
seat, gave me an idea of AXolus, the god of storms, hurrying over 
the ocean to engulf a fleet. I need scarcely say that, to the shame 
of all science and propriety, this animal came in first, and with- 
out whip and spur. But he crowned his triumph with a real 
trait of magnanimity. When the noble Briton reached his neck 
with his usual air of high-breeding, the victor, heedless of the 
shouts about him, poked his nose again into the ground, as if only 
anxious to show that humility which ever marks the true hero. 
More fun, however, prevailed at another species of this diver- 
sion, peculiar to the interior, called “quarter-racing,” which was 
a match between a pair of horses to run a quarter of a mile in a 
straight direction. This feat usually took place near some tavern, 
in a field where a path was hedged in, about ten feet wide, for 
the competitors, the sides of which were generally lined by a mot- 
ley multitude of negroes, Dutchmen, Yankee pedlers, and back- 
woodsmen, among whom, with long whips in their hands to clear 
the ground, moved the proprietors and bettors, riding or leading 
their horses. The cattle for this contest were a peculiar breed, 
somewhat larger than ponies, shaggy as bears, but frisky as lambs. 
When the start was given they went off at full speed, so that 
the affair was over before you imagined it begun. The event was 
always proclaimed by a tornado or applause from the winner’s 
party, the niggers in particular hallooing, jumping, and clapping 
their hands in a frenzy of delight, more especially if the horses 
had happened to jostle and one of the riders been thrown off with 
a broken leg; whereupon the defeated owner, or some friend for 
him, always dealt out retribution with his whip, for the purpose, 
as he termed it, of maintaining order. Sometimes twenty of these 
whip syllabubs would take place in a day, and then the diversions 
would be wound up by trials at rifle-shooting, cock-fighting, and 
boxing; so that, what with the wrangling of the owners, the slang 
of the grooms, the fun of the niggers, and the diversities of other 
characters upon the ground—the muscular backwoodsmen con- 
trasting in frame and spirit with the lanky New Yorker, and the 
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quiet calculation of both with the epithetical jabber of the “Con- 
necticut chaps,”’—a scene of this sort was one of the most ani- 
mated and primitive I had the fortune to stumble on. 

The last and least frequent mode of passing time that I partook 
of in Virginia was hunting. It is a curious thing that, with few 
or none of the domestic tastes of the mother-country, the slave 
States alone were decidedly English in their public amusements. 
Whether the importation of these had been generally beneficial to 
so young a country is another question. The planters had wealth 
and leisure, two incentives to enjoyment, besides a greater than 
either—a warm climate. Climate, in fact, makes all the differ- 
ence. It is an easy thing to be a stoic in a cold one, the absence 
of temptation always leading a man to flatter himself into a 
belief of his superior goodness. However, hunting, unattended 
by the Bacchanalian climaxes of Lincolnshire, could not come 
under the ban of even the “Blue Laws.” It was a healthy recrea- 
tion and served to increase a man’s knowledge of topography— 
perhaps of geology also—for how many specimens of earth does 
a thorough Nimrod of any country bring home on his garments 
if, with the true martyr-like perseverance of his tribe, he turns 
neither to the right nor to the left in pursuit of his object. 

But hunting in Virginia, like every other social exotic, was a 
far different thing from its English original. The meaning of the 
latter is simple and explicit. A party of horsemen meet at an 
appointed spot and hour, to turn up or turn out a deer or a fox, 
and pursue him to a standstill. Here a local peculiarity—the 
abundance of game—upsets all system. The practise seemed to 
be for the company to enter the wood, beat up the quarters of 
anything, from a stag to a snake, and take their chance for a 
chase. If the game went off well, and it was possible to follow 
it through the thickets and morasses, ten to one that at every 
hundred yards up sprung so many rivals that horses and hunters 
were puzzled which to select, and every buck; if he chose, could 
have a deer to himself—an arrangement that I was told proved 
generally satisfactory, since it enabled the worst rider, when all 
was over, to talk about as many difficulties surmounted as the 
best. 

Frontier Inns of Carolina 


In order that the nature of a Carolina ordinary (or, as it ought 
properly to have been termed, extraordinary) may be accurately 
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apprehended, I will venture to depict one, as a sample of some 
dozen I was obliged to encounter during the journey in question. 
They were mostly log-huts, or a frame weatherboarded; the better 
sort consisting of one story and two rooms; the more numerous 
having no internal divisions, with a truly sociable character 
placing all upon a level, and forbidding the existence of parties. 
One corner of the room would be occupied by a “bunk,” contain- 
ing the family bed; another by a pine-wood chest, the family 
clothes-press and larder; a third would be railed off for a bar, 
containing a rum-keg and a tumbler. The rest of the furniture 
consisted of two chairs and a table, all in the last stage of palsy. 
Their external distinctions were few, but peculiar. You might 
always know an ordinary, on emerging from the woods, by an 
earthen jug suspended by the handle from a pole; the pipe of 
the chimney never rising above the roof; or a score of black 
hogs luxuriating in the sunshine and mud before the door. On 
pulling up at one you usually found the landlord gone to market, 
the landlady cutting wood in the swamp, “Joe” hoeing corn in 
a field, and only a squalling child upon the floor and a ferocious 
house-dog to receive you. On some of the family arriving, you 
were stared at as a God-send, destined to be made the most of. 
If hunger and fatigue compelled you to remain, a little Indian 
corn for your horse, and a blanket on the hearth, with your 
saddle for a pillow, to represent a bed, were the most you would 
obtain. In summer a man would sometimes vary his enjoyment 
by stretching himself outside near the pigs, under the said blanket 
stretched over four stakes, to keep off the dew and mosquitoes. 
As to edibles, whether you called for breakfast, dinner, or supper, 
the reply was one—eggs and bacon; but the meal brought not a 
gratification, but a task. Here the motto was—ultra independ- 
ence; every man his own servant. Ten to one you had to cook 
the meal yourself, while the landlady was searching for a 
trencher; and, when it was before you, you were sure of only 
one thing—to pay for it. No sooner were you seated than the 
house-dog (of the large wolf-breed) would arrange himself beside 
you, and lift his lank, hungry jaws expressively to your face. 
The young children, never less than a dozen (the women seeming 
to bear them in a litter in those regions), at the sight and smell 
of the victuals would set up a yell enough to frighten the 
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THE THREE CHIEF AMERICAN CITIES IN 1794* 
By HENRY WANSEY 


Henry Wansey, who was born in 1752 or 1753 and died in 1827, was 
a clothier of Warminster, England, who retired in middle life, and 
devoted himself to travel, reading, and antiquarian research. In 1789 
he was chosen a fellow of the Society of Antiquaries, and he gave 
many years to the co-authorship of a history of the hundred of War- 
minster. He also published pamphlets upon wool-growing, in which he 
was interested not only as a clothier, but as vice-president of the Bath 
and West of England Agricultural Society. Curiosity and “some occur- 
rences in business” led him to make his voyage to the United States in 
1794. He landed in Boston early in May, travelled as far south as 
Philadelphia, and returning to New York, set sail for England in July, 
taking with him copious notes upon all that he had seen, two tortoises, 
a flying squirrel, and many shrubs and plants. 

Wansey explains that he was enabled to write a volume of two hun- 
dred and fifty pages upon America after only two months’ stay because 
he had made a thorough preliminary study of works upon the young 
republic, and had drafted in advance all the questions for which he 
desired answers. He believed that a plain, matter-of-fact narrative was 
needed, because most of the recent accounts of the United States were 
prejudiced and inaccurate. Imlay, he said, had too much flattered the 
Americans, while the author of “Letters on Emigration” had viewed 
everything transatlantic with a hostile eye. Brissot’s “Travels” he made 
his vade mecum, and found to be tolerably accurate, though he criti- 
cizes it in certain details. His own judgment of American society was 
highly favorable. “In these States,” he sums up, “you behold a certain 
plainness and simplicity of manners, which bespeak temperance, equality 
of condition, and a sober use of the faculties of the mind—the mens sana 
in corpore sano.” He admitted that “the arts and improvements proceed 
very slow in America,” and that in the interior, many of the comforts 
of life were still lacking; but he still believed that for anyone not a man 
of luxury, America would afford a happy asylum. Politically, he pre- 
dicted a happy future for a nation “not founded on conquest, but on 
the sober progress and dictates of reason, and totally disencumbered of 
the feudal system, which has cramped the genius of mankind for more 
than seven hundred years past.” 


*From “An Excursion to the United States of North America in the 
Summer of 1794,” Salisbury, 1796, pp. 18-35, 57-66, 96-119. 
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Wansey’s small volume was published in Salisbury in 1796, and reached 
a second edition in 1798. It is given in diary form, the rough jottings 
of day to day travel. 


An Account of Boston 


ON our arrival, we enquired for the best house of entertainment; 
and were directed to the Bunch of Grapes, in State-Street, kept 
by Colonel Coleman. It is nothing unusual in America for army 
officers to keep taverns. A man with the title of Major some- 
times holds your horse, and Captains are digging by the road- 
side; it is a vestige of the Revolution. During the American 
war, a man’s promotion was not measured so much by his rank 
or fortune, as by his zeal and assiduity in the service of his 
country, and it was a cheap way of rewarding him for his 
services. 

In the year 1740, Boston was esteemed the largest town in 
America, now Philadelphia and New York rank before it; never- 
theless, it is a very flourishing place, full of business and activity. 
The merchants and tradesmen meet every day, from twelve to two 
o’clock, in State-street, as on an exchange. We enquired for a 
porter, to fetch our luggage from the ship to the tavern, and a 
free negro offered himself, for which service he required half a 
dollar. The negroes in this State are all free, and are a respect- 
able body of people. They have a freemasons’ club, into which 
they admit no white person. However, I believe they are not yet 
admitted to hold offices of state, though they vote for them. This 
town, or city, contains about eighteen thousand inhabitants. 
State-street is the principal one, about twenty yards wide, is near 
the centre of the town, and leads down to the long wharf. Corn- 
hill is another comfortable street for trade, but it put me in mind 
of Basingstoke. Their foot ways are not yet paved with flat 
stones, the horse and foot way being alike pitched with pebbles, 
with posts and a gutter to divide them, like the old-fashioned 
towns in England. The buildings likewise, are but indifferent; 
many of them, as well as their churches, are weather-boarded at 
the side, and all of them roofed with shingles. A very awkward 
looking railed enclosure, on the top of the houses, for drying 
clothes, gives them a very odd appearance. The part of the town 
called New or West Boston, is an exception this, for the houses 
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there are all neat and elegant, (of brick) with handsome entrances 
and door cases, and a flight of steps. 

At Colonel Coleman’s, which is more properly a lodging house 
than a tavern, we were but very indifferently accommodated as 
to beds; generally two in a room, and not very cleanly, for we 
were much pestered with bugs. At two o’clock dinner was an- 
nounced, and we were shewn into a room where we found a 
long table covered with dishes, and plates for twenty persons. 
We were served with salmon, veal, beef, mutton, fowl, ham, roots, 
puddings, &c, &c, each man had his pint of Madeira before him, 
and for this and our breakfast, tea, supper and bed, we paid five 
shillings currency, for they make no separate charges, nor do they 
abate of their charges, were you to dine out every day. There is 
no shyness in conversation, as at an English table. People of dif- 
ferent countries and languages mix together, and converse as 
familiarly as old acquaintances. Three or four of our company 
were French emigrants. On one side of me sat a Mr. Wash- 
ington, from Virginia, (no relation to the President, or very dis- 
tant), and on the other side a young man from Philadelphia, next 
to him a person from Newbury Port, three hundred and fifty 
miles north of Philadelphia. I found myself well entertained 
with their conversation, on many subjects new to me. In half an 
hour after the cloth was removed every person had quitted table, 
to go to their several occupations and employments, except the 
Frenchmen and ourselves; for the Americans know the value of 
time too well to waste it at the table. Here I met a Mr. Arm- 
strong, once a clothier at Corsham, in Wilts, near my native 
place. When we meet a countryman in a remote part of the 
world, we speak to him as an intimate acquaintance, though per- 
haps we have never seen each other before. This was the case 
at present. I took a walk with him to Bunker Hill and Brede’s 
Hill, the ground where the Americans, (June 17, 1775), first 
resisted the attack of the British. A Captain Greatan accom- 
panied us, who was an officer on the spot at the very time. He 
described the whole action, and shewed us the place where Dr. 
Warren fell; the point where the attack began, and the road by 
which the Americans retreated. The action was not fought on 
Bunker Hill, as is on record, but on Brede’s Hill. It was but a 
detachment of the main army which were in action. We fol- 
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lowed the same route the armies went, for two miles; we then 
filed off to the left, and came to the town of Cambridge, where 
the principal University in the State is established. It is called 
Harvard College, is an excellent institution, was founded about 
the year 1650, is well endowed; and supports three hundred stu- 
dents; two large handsome brick buildings separate from each 
other; a third has been taken down lately, to be rebuilt. We re- 
turned to Boston over the new bridge, a most prodigious work 
for so infant a country; a work, as Mr. Hobe observed, worthy 
the Roman Empire. It is a bridge over an arm of the sea, above 
one thousand eight hundred feet long, and about thirty-four wide, 
well lighted all the way into Boston, about a mile in length. This 
bridge is built entirely of wood, and cost about twenty-four thou- 
sand pounds, and marks the genius and spirit of the town of Bos- 
ton. It had been opened for about five months, when we passed 
it. About half way over the bridge, we observed two iron rings; 
Captain Greatan, by one of them, lifted up a trap door, and dis- 
covered a large room below, capable of holding two hundred men, 
to which we descended by stairs, and saw the machinery by which 
the drawbridge is lifted up for large vessels to pass. In hot 
weather, this must be a most delightful cool retreat, as well as 
an excellent place for bathing.* 

There are two other long wooden bridges leading from Boston, 
Mystic and Dorchester. The latter is built on the site of an 
ancient Indian bridge, part of the causeway of which still remains 
perfect; but these are not to compare with the new bridge. A 
very elegant theatre was opened at Boston about three months 
ago, far superior in taste, elegance, and convenience, to the Bath, 
or any other country theatre that I ever yet saw in England. 
Mr. Hobe and I were there with Mr. and Mrs. Vaughan. The 
play and farce were Inkle and Yarico, and Bon Ton; I paid a 
dollar for a ticket. It held about twelve hundred persons. One 
of the dramatis persone was a negro, and he filled his character 
with great propriety. The dress of the company being perfectly 
English, and some of the actors (Jones and his wife) being those 
I had seen perform the last winter at Salisbury, in Shatford’s com- 
pany, made me feel myself at home. Between the play and farce, 


*For the early Boston bridges see the Memorial History of Boston, 
ITI, 555. 
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the orchestra having played Ca Ira, the gallery called aloud for 
Yankee-doodle, which, after some short opposition, was complied 
with. A Mr. Powell is the manager of the playhouse.* Mr. 
Goldsmith, the ingenious architect of this theatre, has also lately 
built an elegant crescent, called the Tontine, about fourteen or 
sixteen elegant houses, which let for near two hundred pounds 
sterling a year. 

In Boston, they have forty hackney coaches, and for a quarter 
dollar you are carried to any part of the town. 

. . . I went twice with Mr. Vaughan’s family to the Unitarian 
chapel, the only one yet opened in America, and is a proof of the 
increased liberality of sentiment of the Bostonians. They have 
in a great measure lost that rigidity of manners, and vigilant way 
of keeping the Sunday, as to put people in the stocks who were 
seen walking in the streets during service. They no longer hang 
old women for witchcraft, as they did in the last century; yet 
at the same time they maintain a general sobriety of manners, 
and the places of public worship, of which I think they have 
eighteen, are all well attended. Mr. Freeman* is the minister of 
the Unitarians, who meet in what was called the King’s chapel, 
before the Revolution. It is one of the handsomest buildings in 
the town. He has a salary of about one hundred and fifty 
pounds a year, and the society is increasing. The clergy, how- 
ever, refused to give him ordination on account of his opinions; 
upon which, the principals of the congregation met and ordained 
him themselves. Their form of prayer is Dr. Clarke’s reformed 
liturgy, with no addition whatever; some part was left out, and 
a few alterations made. No creed preserved but that called the 
Apostle’s Creed; they have a baptismal confession for adult per- 
sons, and another for children. 

There are many beautiful scenes around the town, and many 
views of the sea, and the green mountains in the distant horizon 
westward form a beautiful ground to the landscape. 


* This theatre was built by a stock company, with a subscribed capital 
of £6,000, during 1793. An effort to present plays in 1792, in defiance 
of the State laws, had resulted in the arrest of a comedian, and in great 
public excitement; but the performances had soon been resumed. 

** James Freeman, 1759-1835, became pastor of King’s Chapel in 1783 
and soon converted this ancient Episcopal church into the first Unitarian 
church in America. 
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On the southwest side of the town, there is a pleasant prome- 
nade, called the Mall, adjoining to Boston Common, consisting 
of a long walk shaded by trees, about half the length of the Mall 
in St. James’s park. At one end you have a fine view of the sea. 
The common itself is a pleasant green field, with a gradual 
ascent from the seashore, till it ends in Beacon Hill, a high point 
of land, commanding a very fine view of the country... . 


New York City 


We moored our vessel at Burling slip at four in the morning, 
and after a little refreshment I landed, and enquired out the Ton- 
tine coffee-house. New York is much more like a city than Boston, 
having broad footways paved, with a curb to separate them from 
the road. The streets are wider, and the houses in better style. 
Boston is the Bristol, New York the Liverpool, and Philadelphia 
the London, of America. The Tontine tavern and coffee-house * 
is a handsome large brick building; you ascend six or eight steps 
under a portico, into a large public room which is the Stock Ex- 
change of New York, where all bargains are made. Here are two 
books kept, as at Lloyd’s, of every ship’s arrival and clearing out. 
This house was built for the accommodation of the merchants, by 
Tontine shares of two hundred pounds each. It is kept by Mr. 
Hyde, formerly a woolen-draper in London. You can lodge and 
board there at a common table, and you pay ten shillings currency 
a day, whether you dine out or not. No appearance of shop win- 
dows as in London; only stores, which make no show till you enter 
the houses. House rent is very dear; a hundred pounds sterling 
a year is a very usual price for a common storekeeper. 

Dined the first day with Mr. Comfort Sands, a considerable 
merchant, to whom I brought a letter from his son in London. In 
the evening called on Mr. Jay, brother to the Embassador, and 
took a walk with him and Mr. Armstrong, to the Belvidere, about 
two miles out of New York towards the Sound—an elegant tea 
drinking house, encircled with a gallery, at one story high, where 
company can walk round the building and enjoy the fine prospect 
of New York harbour and shipping. You have a delightful sea 

* The Tontine Coffee-house, which served as a merchants’ exchange, 


was erected in 1792 on the northwest corner of Wall and Water Streets, 
and was for two generations prominent in the city’s commercial history. 
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view from thence, commanding Staten, Long Island, and Gover- 
nor’s Island, Paulus Hook, Brooklyn and the Sound, names very 
familiar to us during the American war. There were also formerly 
fine orchards on the land side, but these were entirely cut down 
by the troops for winter firing. 

From hence we crossed the Boston road, to another tea drink- 
ing house and garden, the Indian Queen. This place was filled 
by Frenchmen with their families. Here they all wear the tri- 
coloured cockade, I observed, whether aristocrats or democrats. 

May 19. Dined with Mr. Jay, and in the evening went to the 
theatre with Mrs. Sands and her two daughters. Mrs. Cowley’s 
play, A Bold Stroke for a Husband, with the farce of Hob in the 
Well; the actors mostly from England; price of admittance to the 
boxes, one dollar. A very bad theatre; a new one is going to be 
built by subscription, under the direction of Hodgkinson, the 
present manager. Mrs. Wrighten, who used to sing at Vauxhall 
twenty years ago, and was afterwards an actress at Bristol, is one 
of their principal female performers; her voice is as clear and 
shrill as ever. I think them altogether far inferior to the Boston 
company. 

In 1740 there was but one printing press in New York; now 
there are near twenty, and some map engravers. The following 
newspapers are published at New York: the Daily Advertiser, 
American Minerva, Daily Gazette, Diary, Evening Post, Green- 
leaf’s New York Journal, published Wednesdays and Saturdays, 
price to subscribers three dollars, or thirteen shillings and sixpence 
per annum; and one other that I do not know the name of. 

At first my lodgings were at the Tontine coffee house, but after- 
wards I moved to more private lodgings, at Mrs. Loring’s, near 
the battery. This is the pleasantest situation imaginable. Our 
common sitting room was fifty feet by thirty, and twenty in 
height, with windows on two sides of it. As we sat at dinner, we 
could see the vessels, on one side the room, sailing out of the 
harbour; and on the other, the same turning up Hudson’s River, 
apparently sailing round the house, within fifty yards of us. We 
could also see Long Island, Governor’s, and Staten Islands, as well 
as the Narrows beyond them all, where every ship must first ap- 
pear, before it can make the harbour; and with our glasses we 
could descry them, oftentimes a day before they came in. It was 
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so much of sea, that we could see the porpoises roll and tumble 
about at no great distance from us. At this house lodged Mr. 
Genet, the late French Embassador; Mr. Joseph Priestley, waiting 
the arrival of his father; Mr. Henry, of Manchester; Captain 
Lindsey, formerly of his majesty’s ship, the Pearl frigate, and 
two or three gentlemen from Connecticut. 


May 23. Though the rain has ceased, it is still hot and close, 
and the night insupportable. I went this morning, with Mr. 
Priestly and Mr. Henry, to breakfast with General Gates, the hero 
of Saratoga.* He has a very pleasant country situation, about 
three miles from New York, on the borders of the Sound; from 
whence you have a good view of Long Island, and of the shipping. 
He received us very hospitably. His wife is a pleasant, chatty, fat 
little woman, of sixty; and described to us a visit paid to them 
by an Indian warrior, whose dignity of manners, and serious be- 
havior, were both engaging and respectable——Seeing a servant 
holding a silver waiter, and carrying the cups thereon, he ob- 
served, “the servant was putting it to a wrong use; a hole should 
have been drilled in it, and it should have been hung round the 
neck, for then it would have made an excellent breast plate.” He 
also remarked on the want of good judgment among the white 
people, in having their bed-rooms piled on the top of the others; 
“walking upwards is so unnatural, especially when there was so 
much room on the ground; besides, you were in that situation so 
easily surprised by the enemy, who could put a fire under you, 
and burn you, while you were asleep.” Many other observations, 
equally odd, he also made, all of which I make no doubt he was 
convinced were according to the true dictates of nature and com- 
mon sense, and the fitness and reason of things. 

The old general, upon finding I came from Wiltshire, called 
me countryman, and said he was born not far from me, near Tot- 
ness, in Devonshire. He is quite the uncle Toby; all his ideas and 
expressions are still military; at the same time so modest, as not 
to mention anything relating to Saratoga, or any of his own mili- 
tary achievements. We were speaking of the advance of land, 
and he informed us of a large tract within his own knowledge, 
bought five years ago, for three-pence an acre, and lately sold 

* General Gates lived in New York from 1790 until his death in 1806. 
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again at four shillings. Chancellor Livingston, who called on us 
at Mrs. Loring’s today, says that, on an average, in the last twelve 
months, they have doubled in value; that eighteen months ago, 
he was offered one hundred and twenty thousand acres at two 
shillings an acre; that a week after, when inclined to accept it, 
he found it had been sold at two shillings and sixpence; but that 
lately, it had been disposed of at sixteen shillings an acre. 

May 24, 1794. As I was getting up in the morning, I heard 
drums beating and fifes playing. I ran to the window, and saw a 
large body of people on the other side of the Governor’s House, 
with flags flying, and marching two and two towards the water- 
side. What, thought I, can the meaning of this be? The peaceful 
Americans with the ensigns of war? What! have the Americans a 
standing army too in time of peace? The sound of the drum is 
what I have not heard since I left England. I hastened down 
stairs, and the mystery was soon explained; it was a procession 
of young tradesmen going in boats to Governor’s Island, to give 
the State a day’s work. Fortifications are there erecting for 
strengthening the entrance to New York harbour; it is a patriotic 
and general resolution of the inhabitants of this city, to work a 
day gratis, without any distinction of rank or condition, for the 
public advantage, on these fortifications. Today, the whole trade 
of carpenters and joiners; yesterday, the body of masons; before 
this, the grocers, schoolmasters, coopers, and barbers; next Mon- 
day all the attorneys and men concerned in the law, handle the 
mattock and shovel, the whole day, and carry their provisions with 
them. How noble is this! How it cherishes unanimity and love 
for their country! How much does it tend to unite all ranks of 
people, and render the social compact firm and united! 


Philadelphia and President Washington 


We now came to a small township called Frankfort, five miles 
from Philadelphia; it is a place of small consequence, though one 
of the oldest in the state, being built by the Swedish and Dutch 
settlers, before William Penn came to America; two miles further, 
we passed Harrowgate Gardens on our right, where there are min- 
eral springs; it is a place of entertainment and relaxation, for 
the tradesmen of Philadelphia to partake of upon a Sunday, like 
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those in the vicinity of London. We had now a distant view of 
the spires and steeples of Philadelphia, and the country all around 
as flat and level as about London; the road nearly as good. We 
drove on at the rate of nine miles an hour, and entered Kensing- 
ton, a small village; then crossing Cohocksinck and Choquens- 
quock rivers, we arrived at Philadelphia, ninety-two miles from 
New York, a distance often run by mail stages in one day, al- 
though no turnpike any part of the way. We entered the city by 
Front street, and arrived at the City Tavern, in South-second- 
street, about noon. I slept at this house two nights, and met with 
my old tormentors, the bugs: it was a very unpleasant house to be 
lodged at; yet it was a principal tavern, where the books are kept 
of what ships arrive and clear out; and to this coffee-house the 
principal merchants resort every day; a public ordinary every day 
at two o’clock; about twenty of us dined there, but we could get 
hardly any attendance from the waiters, though we rang the 
bell incessantly. 

Finding the Congress were still sitting, and expected to ad- 
journ every day, I lost no time in going to hear the debates; after 
calling on a gentleman to whom I had a letter of introduction, I 
was accompanied by him, and heard an interesting debate on the 
political situation of the country in respect to Great Britain. 

On entering the House of Representatives, I was struck with 
the convenient arrangement of the seats for the Members; the 
size of the chamber was about one hundred feet by sixty; the seats 
in three rows formed semi-circles behind each other, facing the 
Speaker, who was in a kind of pulpit near the centre of the radii 
and the clerks below him; every member was accommodated for 
writing, by there being likewise a circular writing desk to each 
of the circular seats; over the entrance was a large gallery, into 
which were admitted every citizen, without distinction, who 
chose to attend; and under the gallery likewise were accommoda- 
tions for those who were introduced; but no person either in the 
gallery or under it, is suffered to express any marks of applause 
or discontent, at what is debated; it being understood they are 
present in the person of their representative: this has been a 
great error in the new French government; an attempt, however, 
was once made to introduce it here (in March last) by a clapping 
of hands, at a speech which fell from Mr. Parker; but the whole 
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house instantly rose to resent it, and adjourned their business, be- 
ing then in a committee, and the galleries were cleared. 


June 6. I had the honor of an interview with the President of 
the United States, to whom I was introduced by Mr. Dandridge, 
his secretary. He received me very politely, and after reading my 
letters, I was asked to breakfast. j 

I confess, I was struck with awe and veneration, when I recol- 
lected that I was now in the presence of one of the greatest men 
upon earth—the GREAT WASHINGTON—the noble and wise 
benefactor of the world! as Mirabeau styles him;—the advocate 
of human nature—the friend of both worlds. Whether we view 
him as a general in the field, vested with unlimited authority and 
power; at the head of a victorious army; or in the cabinet, as the 
President of the United States; or as a private gentleman, culti- 
vating his own farm; he is still the same great man, anxious only 
to discharge with propriety the duties of his relative situation. 
His conduct has always been so uniformly manly, honorable, just, 
patriotic, and disinterested, that his greatest enemies cannot fix 
on any one trait of his character that can deserve the least cen- 
sure. His paternal regard for the army while he commanded it; 
his earnest and sincere desire to accomplish the glorious object for 
which they were contending; his endurance of the toils and haz- 
ards of war, without ever receiving the least emolument from his 
country; and his retirement to private life after the peace, plainly 
evince, that his motives were the most pure and patriotic, that 
could proceed from a benevolent heart. His letters to Congress 
during the war, now lately published in England, as well as his 
circular letter and farewell orders to the armies of the United 
States, at the end of the war, shew him to have been justly ranked 
among the fine writers of the age. When we look down from this 
truly great and illustrious character, upon other public servants, 
we find a glaring contrast; nor can we fix our attention on any 
other great man, without discovering in them a vast and mortify- 
ing dissimilarity! 

The President in his person, is tall and thin, but erect; rather 
of an engaging than a dignified presence. He appears very 
thoughtful, is slow in delivering himself, which occasions some to 
conclude him reserved, but it is rather, I apprehend, the effect of 
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much thinking and reflection, for there is great appearance to me 
of affability and accommodation. He was at this time in his sixty- 
third year, being born February 11, 1732, O. S., but he has very 
little the appearance of age, having been all his life-time so ex- 
ceeding temperate. There is a certain anxiety visible in his coun- 
tenance, with marks of extreme sensibility. 

Notwithstanding his great attention and employment in the af- 
fairs of his well-regulated government, and of his own agricultural 
concerns, he is in correspondence with many of the eminent 
geniuses in the different countries of Europe, not so much for the 
sake of learning and fame, as to procure the knowledge of agricul- 
ture, and the arts useful to his country. 

I informed his Excellency, in the course of conversation, that I 
was a manufacturer from England, who, out of curiosity as well 
as business, had made an excursion to America, to see the state of 
society there; to inspect their various manufactories, and par- 
ticularly the woolen, with which I was best acquainted. The Gen- 
eral asked me what I thought of their wool? I informed him, that 
I had seen some very good and fine, at Hartford, in Connecticut, 
which they told me came from Georgia; but that in general it was 
very indifferent; yet from the appearance of it, I was convinced 
it was capable of great improvement. That, to my surprise, in the 
course of travelling two hundred and fifty miles, from Boston 
hither, I had not seen any flock of more than twenty or thirty 
_ sheep, and but few of these; from whence I concluded there was 
no great quantity grown in the states, so as to answer any great 
purposes for manufacture. His Excellency observed, that from his 
own experience, he believed it capable of great improvement, for he 
had been trying some experiments with his own flocks (at Mount 
Vernon); that by attending to breed and pasturage, he had so far 
improved his fleeces, as to have encreased them from two to six 
pounds apiece; but that since, from a multiplicity of other ob- 
jects to attend to, they were, by being neglected, gone back to half 
their weight, being now scarcely three pounds. I took this oppor- 
tunity to offer him one of my publications on the Encouragement 
of Wool, which he seemed with pleasure to receive. 

Mrs. Washington herself made tea and coffee for us. On the 
table were two small plates of sliced tongue, dry toast, bread and 
butter, etc., but no broiled fish, as is the general custom. Miss 
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Custis, her granddaughter, a very pleasing young lady, of about 
sixteen, sat next to her, and her brother George Washington Cus- 
tis, about two years older than herself. There was but little ap- 
pearance of form; one servant only attended, who had no livery; 
a silver urn for hot water, was the only article of expense on the 
table. She appears something older than the President, though, 
I understand, they were both born in the same year; short in 
stature, rather robust; very plain in her dress, wearing a very 
plain cap, with her grey hair closely turned up under it. She has 
routs or levees, (which ever the people chuses to call them) every 
Wednesday and Saturday at Philadelphia, during the sitting of 
Congress. But the Anti-federalists object even to these, as tend- 
ing to give a super-eminency, and introductory to the parapher- 
nalia of courts. 

After some general conversation, we rose from table, to view 
a model which a gentleman from Virginia, who had breakfasted 
with us, had brought for the inspection of the President. It was 
a scheme to convey vessels on navigable canals, from one lock to 
another, without the expense of having flood-gates, by means of 
a lever, weighted by a quantity of water pumped into a reservoir. 

The President has continual applications from the ingenious, 
as the patron of every new invention, which, good or bad, he with 
great patience listens to, and receives them all in a manner to 
make them go away satisfied. 

In the evening I went to the new theatre, to see Mrs. Inchbald’s 
Play, “Every One Has His Faults,” with the farce of “No Song No 
Supper.’ Mrs. Whitlock, sister to Mrs. Siddons, is the chief ac- 
tress; and, to my surprise, I recognized Darley, one of the actors, 
last winter at Salisbury, in the character of Crop. It is an elegant 
and convenient theatre, as large as that of Covent Garden; and, 
to judge from the dress and appearance of the company around 
me, and the actors and scenery, I should have thought I had still 
been in England. The ladies wore the small bonnets of the same | 
fashion as those I saw when I left England; some of chequered 
straw, etc., some with their hair full dressed, without caps, as 
with us, and very few in the French style. The younger ladies 
with their hair flowing in ringlets on their shoulders. The gentle- 
men with round hats, their coats with high collars, and cut quite in 
the English fashion, and many in silk striped coats. The scenery 
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of the stage excellent, particularly a view on the Schuylkill, about 
two miles from the cty. The greatest part of the scenes, however, 
belonged once to Lord Barrymore’s Theatre, at Wargrave. The 
motto over the stage is novel:—“The Eagle Suffers Little Birds 
to Sing... .” When it was in contemplation to build this Theatre, 
it was strongly opposed by the Quakers, who used all their influ- 
ence with Congress to prevent it, as tending to corrupt the man- 
ners of the people, and encrease too much the love of pleasure. 
It was, however, at length carried, and this motto from Shake- 
speare was chosen. It is applicable in another sense; for the State 
house, where Congress sits, is directly opposite to it, both being 
in Chestnut-street, and both houses are often performing at the 
same time. Yet the Eagle (the emblem adopted by the American 
government) is no way interrupted by the chattering of these 
mock birds with their mimic songs. 


BARBARISM OF THE VIRGINIA FRONTIER * 


By Tuomas ASHE 


Thomas Ashe, an adventurer, novelist, and writer of travels and mis- 
cellaneous works, was born in Ireland in 1770. After an indifferent 
education, he obtained a commission in the 83d foot regiment, purchased 
for him by his family, but soon gave it up. He then entered a counting 
house at Bordeaux, a position which he lost when he became involved in 
an intrigue with a French girl and had to fight a duel with her brother. 
In subsequent years, still a very young man, he travelled over much of 
Europe, and for a time lived as tutor to a noble family in Germany. 
Returning to England, he obtained a responsible position in the commis- 
sariat of the British forces operating in Ireland at the close of the cen- 
tury, but was forced to flee to America because of irregularities in his 
accounts. For a time he lived on a farm in Maryland, but he found 
opportunity to travel, did newspaper work, and was employed in the 
civil service under Jefferson. His “Travels in America” deals almost 
exclusively with the valleys of the Allegany, Monongahela, Ohio, and 
Mississippi, which he traversed with a view principally to archeological 
investigation. This narrative of adventures was long famous for its 
Munchausen-like exaggerations, of which his thrilling description of the 
falls of the Ohio near Louisville—an “awful scene” of waters pouring 
down in “horrid fury”—was perhaps the most artistic. Unfortunately, 
his account of the amusements of the frontier population in Charleston, 
Virginia, which is here reproduced, is not essentially improbable. 


Charleston, now lying in West Virginia, was then a town of some 250 
houses. 


A Gouging Match 


YESTERDAY two fellows drinking in a public-house, the conver- 
sation turned on the merit of their horses—two wretched animals 
they had ridden into town that morning, and which had remained 
fasting at a post. A wager, the consequence of every argument 
on this side of the mountains, was made, and the poor brutes 
were galloped off to the race-course. Two thirds of the population 
followed:—blacksmiths, shipwrights, all left work; the town ap- 


Sas “Travels in America, Performed in 1806,” New York, 1811, 
etter 11. 
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peared a desert. The stores were shut. I asked a proprietor why 
the warehouses did not remain open. He told me all good was 
done for that day: that the people would remain on the ground 
till night, and many stay till the following morning. I was de- 
termined to see this Virginian recreation, which caused such an 
abandonment of care and business. On my arrival on the ground, 
the original race had been won, and the price of a saddle was col- 
lecting to excite another course, and raise new opponents. This 
was soon effected; the course was cleared, and six poor devils 
were started for the saddle, and numerous bets laid by the owners 
and spectators. The number of persons interested in this affair, 
and some disputed points which occurred in the adjustment of it, 
gave rise to a variety of opinion; umpires were called in; their 
judgment was rejected, and a kind of general battle ensued. This 
affray over, the quarrel took a smaller circle, confined to two indi- 
viduals, a Virginian by birth, and a Kentuckian by adoption. A 
ring was formed, and the mob demanded whether they proposed 
to fight fair, or to rough and tumble. The latter mode was pre- 
ferred. Perhaps you do not exactly understand the distinction of 
these terms. Fight fair however is much in the English manner; 
and here, as there, anything foul requires interference; but when 
the parties choose to rough and tumble, neither the populace nor 
individuals are to intermeddle or hinder either combatant from 
tearing or rending the other on the ground, or in any other situa- 
tion. You startle at the words fear and rend, and again do not 
understand me. You have heard these terms I allow applied to 
beasts of prey, and carnivorous animals; and your humanity can- 
not conceive them applicable to man: it nevertheless is so, and 
the fact will not permit me the use of any less expressive term. 
Let me proceed. Bulk and bone were in favour of the Kentuck- 
ian; science and craft in that of the Virginian. The former prom- 
ised himself victory from his power, the latter from his science. 
Very few rounds had taken place, or fatal blows given, before the 
Virginian contracted his whole form, drew up his arms to his face, 
with his hands nearly closed in a concave, by the fingers being 
bent to the full extension of the flexors, and summoning up all his 
energy for one act of desperation, pitched himself into the bosom 
of his opponent. Before the effect of this could be ascertained, the 
sky was rent by the shouts of the multitude; and I could learn that 
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the Virginian had expressed as much beauty and skill in his retrac- 
tion and bound, as if he had been bred in a menagerie, and prac- 
tised action and attitude among panthers and wolves. The shock 
received by the Kentuckian, and the want of breath, brought him 
instantly to the ground. The Virginian never lost his hold, like 
those bats of the South who never quit the subject on which they 
fasten till they taste blood, he kept his knees on his enemy’s 
body; fixing his claws in his hair, and his thumbs on his eyes, 
gave them an instantaneous start from their sockets. The suf- 
ferer roared aloud, but uttered no complaint. The citizens again 
shouted with joy; and bets of three to one were offered on the 
Virginian. The Kentuckian not being able to disentangle his ad- 
versary from his face, adopted a new mode of warfare; and, in 
imitation of the serpent which crushes such creatures to death as 
it proposes for its food, he extended his arms around the Virgin- 
ian, and hugged him into closer contact with his huge body. The 
latter disliking this, cast loose the hair and convex eyes of his ad- 
versary, when both, folded together like bears in an embrace, 
rolled several turns over each other. The acclamations increased, 
and bets run that the Kentuckian “would give out,” that is, after 
being mutilated and deprived of his eyes, ears, and nose, he would 
cry for mercy and aid. The public were not precisely right. Some 
demon interposed for the biggest monster; he got his enemy 
under him, and in an instant snapped off his nose so close to his 
face that no manner of projection remained. The little Virginian 
made one further effort, and fastening on the under lip of his 
mutilator tore it over the chin. The Kentuckian at length gave 
out, on which the people carried off the victor, and he preferring 
a triumph to a doctor, who came to cicatrize his face, suffered 
himself to be chaired round the ground as the champion of the 
times, and the first rougher and tumbler. The poor wretch, whose 
eyes were started from their spheres, and whose lip refused its 
office, returned to the town, to hide his impotence and get his 
countenance repaired. 


A Backwoods Ball and Fight 


This spectacle ended, and the citizens refreshed with whiskey; 
and biscuit, sold on the ground, the races were renewed, and pos- 
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sibly other editions of the monstrous history I have just recited; 
but I had had sufficient of the sports of the day, and returned to 
my Quaker friend, with whom I had engaged to take my dinner. 
He was afflicted, but by no means surprised at the news I brought 
him, and informed me further, that such doings were common, 
frequently two or three times a week; and that twice a year, or 
at the spring and fall races, they continued for fourteen days 
without interruption, aided by the licentious and profligate of all 
the neighbouring States. As to the savage practise of fighting in 
the manner of wild beasts, my host entertained no hopes whatever 
of ever seeing it put down. It might be called a national taste, 
which the laws appeared afraid to violate; and therefore it reared 
its head above authority. Few nights elapsed without the exhibi- 
tion of this new gymnastic; few mornings appeared that did not 
bring to day a friend or acquaintance with the loss of an eye, or 
the mutilation of half his features. Alarmed at this account, I 
asked whether this kind of conduct spread down the river. I un- 
derstood that it did on the left hand side, and that I would do 
well to land there as little as possible; that many of the small 
inns on the Virginia and Kentucky shore, were held in solitary 
situations by persons of infamous character, driven from the in- 
terior and the headwaters, by the gradual encroachments made on 
them by morals, religion, and justice. At such taverns, there were 
always persons at no loss for a subject of quarrel. The invariable 
consequence of which was, the loss of sight, and sometimes of life, 
and the total confiscation of property, by the villians, who, on 
maiming, or murdering, the inoffensive party, rush out of the 
house, seize his boat, and descend the river, never more to be heard 
of—the landlord swearing he had never seen them before, or had 
any knowledge to what place they belonged. All the taverns, 
however, are not so bad. There was generally to be found one of 
a better sort in towns and villages where there was some sem- 
blance of law, or some apprehension of justice. I again demanded 
how a stranger was to distinguish a good from a vicious house of 
entertainment? I was answered, by previous inquiry, or, if that 
was impracticable, a tolerable judgment could be formed, from 
observing in the landlord, a possession, or an absence of ears; 
many of the proprietors of small inns being men who had left 
those members nailed to certain penitential market crosses in 
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Maryland, Pennsylvania, and the Carolinas, in lieu of certain 
horses and cattle of which they had from time to time become the 
illegal owners. Furnished with these useful instructions, I left 
my kind entertainer, and retired to my inn with a view of passing 
a peaceable night. It was not so ordained. It seems the store- 
keepers, and the principal citizens, knowing the people had no 
intention of returning to their avocations, had resolved to amuse 
themselves, and associated for the purpose of having a ball and 
supper at the principal inn. On my arrival the landlord, with 
much politeness, told me, that my quality of stranger and a gen- 
tleman, gave me a title to enter the public room. I benefited by 
this intimation, yet, notwithstanding the delicacy and hospitality 
it conveyed, I could not resist casting a glance, en passant, at the 
head of my host, to observe whether it was provided with ears. 
Pleased on perceiving these ornamental appendages, or, to follow 
up the Quaker’s idea, these indications of character and safety, 
I entered the ballroom, which was filled with persons at cards, 
drinking, smoking, dancing, etc. The music consisted of two 
bangies, played by negroes nearly in a state of nudity, and a 
lute, through which a Chickasaw breathed with much occasional 
exertion and violent gesticulations. The dancing accorded with 
the harmony of these instruments. The clamour of the card tables 
was so great, that it almost drowned every other; and the music 
of Ethiopia was with difficulty heard. A man should never judge 
of the principles of the entertainment of others, by his individual 
conceptions. This ball, considered a violent vulgar uproar by me, 
afforded the utmost delight to the assembly, and possibly would 
have concluded with infinite joy and satisfaction at an early hour 
next day, had not an unlucky wight of a drunken politician, 
seized a friend by the throat, and threatened to annihilate him, 
if he did not drink “Damnation to Thomas Jefferson.” A bustle 
and crowd collected about the parties; the ladies and the music 
made a precipitate retreat, and I quickly followed, and learned 
from the landlord, who sat by his fireside perfectly composed, 
that the ball was over—that a row had commenced, which was 
the signal for the retreat of the graces, and a general breakup. 
I hinted at the propriety of his interference, when he very coolly 
told me, that if there were any ruffians in company, it was fit 
they should be kicked out, and that bad as the place was, there 
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were always gentlemen at his balls who obligingly took that office 
on themselves. His words were soon verified. A cry of out, out; 
whip them all! issued from the room, immediately after a torrent 
rushed through the passage, and a noise of sticks and cries, and 
execrations of every shade, modulation, and sort. The door 
locked on the whole party, and silence again restored, we visited 
the theatre of the late effervescence, and found but one person 
stretched on the ground. I was proceeding to express some ap- 
prehension, when my host exclaimed, “O! it is Mr. , he is 
only drunk, he will remain here quietly till morning.” With that 
he drew him along the floor to a corner, and having placed a few 
chairs as a guard, considered that he had done much towards 
his accommodation. 


SUNDRY OBSERVATIONS UPON AMERICAN 
MANNERS * 


By JoHN MELISH 


John Melish, born in 1771, was a textile manufacturer of Glasgow, 
who early in 1806 sailed for Savannah with a consignment of his own 
goods, planning to make arrangements throughout the United States for 
a considerable export business. After traversing the coastal States from 
Savannah to New Hampshire and Boston, he returned home in the spring 
of 1807, greatly distressed by the commercial friction between Britain 
and America. Again having business in the United States, particularly 
in Georgia, where large sums were owed him by half-insolvent debtors, 
he sailed for this country in the autumn of 1809. He was in New 
York when the Non-intercourse Act of March, 1811, effectually destroyed 
his commercial business, and he employed the remainder of that year 
in a tour which carried him down the Ohio as far as Louisville, over 
much of the States of Ohio and Kentucky, and across the frontier at 
Niagara into Upper Canada. His “Travels in the United States of 
America, in the Years 1806 & 1807, and 1809, 1810, & 1811, Including an 
Account of Passages Betwixt America and Britain, and Travels through 
Various Parts of Great Britain, Ireland, and Upper Canada,” was pub- 
lished in two volumes in Philadelphia in 1812. 

Melish was a keen business man, and a strait-laced Scotchman in his 
outlook upon morals and manners. His chief interest was in economic 
conditions, and particularly in the growth of manufactures in America, 
and the state of trade. For the most part the style and matter of his 
work are exceedingly dry, for it abounds in elementary information— 
physical descriptions of the country, statistics of population and com- 
merce, and accounts of climate, soil, and government, noted down in the 
most humdrum fashion. His plan, he says, was to take Morse’s Gazetteer 
of the United States, and Arrowsmith’s map, to examine them carefully 
upon his arrival in a new locality, to confirm or*correct the information 
they gave by personal observation or interviews with informed persons, 
and to commit the results to paper as notes for his journal. Among 
those with whom he reports conversations were President Jefferson, who 


*From “Travels in the United States of America in the Years 1806 
and 1807, and 1809, 1810, and 1811.” Philadelphia, 1812. Volume I, p. 
31 ff.; volume II, pp. 69-74, 111-114, 247-248, 355-358, 368-360. 
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told him that he believed Norfolk would soon become the greatest sea- 
port in the United States save New Orleans, outstripping New York, 
stated that turnpike roads would be general throughout the country in 
less than twenty years, and offered some observations upon the “putrid 
effluvia” of stagnant water as a cause of malaria. He also saw President 
Madison for an hour in 1811, and chatted with him upon trade, manu- 
factures, and British relations. A long description is given of the Rap- 
pite community at Harmony, Pa., where he was greatly impressed by 
the order and prosperity of the German community on its 9,000-acre 
tract. Throughout the two volumes Melish evinces the warmest admira- 
tion of the United States. Its political system, he says, conferred “a 
degree of freedom to mankind unknown in Europe, and securing to indus- 
try the reward of its merit—peace and plenty.” He believed that “The 
contemplation of the subject is animating to the mind; it inspires confi- 
dence in the future destinies of the world; and calls forth sentiments of 
gratitude to the supreme Disposer of all events.” 


A Negro Burned 


Leavinc Hely’s [inn, near Savannah], we travelled two miles, 
when my fellow-traveller stopped to point out the spot where two 
negroes were executed for killing an overseer. The one was 
hanged, and the other was burnt to death. I was informed that 
this mode of punishment is sometimes inflicted on negroes, when 
the crime is very flagrant, to deprive them of the mental consola- 
tion arising from a hope that they will after death return to their 
own country. This may be good policy as respects the blacks; 
but, in mercy to the white people, I wish it could be avoided. 
When I looked at the scorched tree where the man had been tied, 
and observed the fragments of his bones at the foot of it, I was 
horror-struck; and I never yet can think of the scene without a 
pang. What feelings must have been excited in those who saw the 
execution! Thirteen miles beyond this we reached Berry’s tavern, 
28 miles from Savannah, and here we stopped for the night... . 
Saturday, 28th June, we rose at three o’clock, and settled our 
bill, which amounted to one dollar and thirty-one cents each... . 


Celebrating the Fourth at Louisville, Ga. 


This being the anniversary of American independence, the day 
was ushered in by the firing of great guns; and military companies 
had collected in Louisville, from the whole country round, On 
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my return to the tavern, I found a considerable number of the 
military assembled there. I was waited on by a committee of the 
artillery company, and received a very polite invitation to dine 
with them, which I accepted with pleasure, being anxious to ob- 
serve the mode of celebrating this day, so important in the annals 
of America. 

About 3 o’clock we sat down to dinner. The captain took his 
place at the head of the table, the oldest lieutenant at the foot; 
the committee gave the different orders, and all were on an equal 
footing. Several of the State officers dined with them. 

After dinner they drank Madeira wine to a series of toasts, 
one for each State, which had been previously prepared. Among 
the number were “The Day We Celebrate;” “The Land We Live 
In;” “The President of the United States;” “Memory of General 
Washington;” “Memory of Benjamin Franklin;” “Memory of 
John Peirce,” etc. Each toast was followed by a discharge of 
artillery, and the music played an appropriate air. A number of 
excellent songs were sung, and the afternoon was spent with great 
conviviality and good humour. 

Having several calls to make in the town, I left the table 
early, but returned again in the evening, when I found that the 
cordial drop had added greatly to the elevation of the animal 
spirits of the company. They had also received an addition to 
their number, by several military officers high in command, among 
whom was major-general Jackson. Having occasion to give a 
toast, I availed myself of that opportunity, to impress them with 
favourable sentiments towards my native country. America had 
been long regarded with a jealous eye by the councils of Britain, 
and an almost total alienation of affection was the consequence. 
T knew that Mr. Fox’s administration was favourably disposed 
towards America, and I was inclined, as far as I had opportunity, 
to impress the Americans with that belief. Accordingly, after 
thanking the company for the honour they had conferred upon me, 
and assuring them of my own friendly regard for the country, I 
proposed as a toast, “Mr. Fox, and the independent whigs of Brit- 
ain. May their joint endeavours with the government of the 
United States be the means of reconciling the differences between 
the two countries; and to the latest prosperity may Americans and 
Britons hail one another as brothers and as friends.” This was 
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cordially received, and drank accordingly; and immediately after 
I was introduced to and politely received by the visiting officers. 


The Rappites: Industry and Religion * 


At sun-rise next morning we heard the bell ring, and in a quar- 
ter of an hour thereafter, the people were at their respective em- 
ployments; all was bustle and activity. The inn-keeper accompa- 
nied us to see the society’s shepherds and sheep. We passed Con- 
asquensing Creek, by a wooden bridge, ornamented with flowers, 
and observed a low meadow on our left, which we were informed 
had been drained with a good deal of labour, and was now con- 
verted into excellent pasture ground; a pleasure garden called the 
labyrinth, and a botanic garden, being in the east end of it, right 
opposite to the bridge. Beyond this, on the side of the creek, were 
various houses for dying, fulling, and dressing cloth. The ground 
rises to a considerable elevation on the north side of the creek, 
and on our way up we perceived about 100 sheep, which we were 
told had just arrived from Washington, Pennsylvania, and had 
not yet been distributed among the main flock. On arriving at 
the sheep-pens, we found the flock to consist of about 1,000, and 
they were separated into three divisions. The first were all of the 
merino breed, the most of them full blooded; the second about half 
merinos and half common; and the third were all common, with 
some merino rams amongst them. They were under the charge of 
three shepherds, who sleep beside them all night in moveable 
tents; and a watchman from the town attends them during the 
night. We were informed that the society intended to increase 
the flock, as fast as possible, to 3000; and to progress with the 


* George Rapp, 1770-1847, came to the United States in 1803 from 
Germany to find a home for the peculiar religious community which he 
had established. He at once bought a tract of land in Butler County, 
Pennsylvania, where the following year some 600 supporters, nearly all 
people of the working classes, joined him. In 1805 the Harmony Society 
was formally organized as a Christian brotherhood, holding all property 
in common, and devoting themselves to preparation for the second coming 
of Christ, which Rapp believed to be imminent. After 1807, when a wave 
of religious enthusiasm swept the society, celibacy was strictly observed. 
Unsympathetic neighbours and visitors in Pennsylvania greatly annoyed 
the Rappites, and in 1814 they removed to a tract of 30,000 acres in 
Indiana. 
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manufacture of woolen cloth, which they found very lucrative, as 
fast as circumstances would permit. 

After breakfast we visited the different branches of manufac- 
ture. In the wool-loft, eight or ten women were employed in teas- 
ing and sorting the wool for the carding machine, which is at a 
distance on the creek. From thence the roves are brought to the 
spinning-house, in the town, where we found two roving billies and 
six spinning jennies at work. They were principally wrought by 
young girls, and they appeared perfectly happy, singing church 
music most melodiously. In the weaving-house 16 looms were at 
work, besides several warpers and binders. 

In our way through the town we observed shoe makers, taylors, 
and saddlers at work and we passed on to view the smith-work, 
which is very extensive. They have 4 or 5 forges for ordinary 
work, and one for nails, at which we were diverted by observing 
a dog turning a wheel for blowing the bellows. It brought to my 
recollection the remark’ on the English by Dr. Franklin’s negro 
boy: ‘“Dese people make ebery thing workee, only de hog.” 

From the blacksmith’s we passed to the barns, which, we were 
told, contained a stock of grain sufficient to last a year, and that it 
was the intention of the society to keep up that stock; but they 
did not mean to raise any grain for sale, their object being to ap- 
ply all the surplus labour of the society to manufactures. Con- 
tiguous to the barns is an orchard, containing about 25 acres of 
ground, well stocked with grafted fruit-trees, though they have 
not yet come to maturity. A hemp-brake, on a new construction, 
the model of which they got from Kentucky, was behind the 
barns. It is driven by two horses, and is found to answer re- 
markably well. In this neighbourhood is the brew-house; but it 
was not in operation when we saw it. It is a convenient building, 
and at the back of it is a hop-garden, and part of the hops were 
growing in at the windows. We likewise observed them growing 
very luxuriantly in most of the gardens in the town; so that the 
materials for beer and porter must be very abundant. We had 
some of the porter at the tavern, of as good a quality as I have 
ever tasted in London. 

After dinner we visited the soap and candle works; the dye 
works; shearing and dressing works; the turners, carpenters, and 
machine-makers; and, finally, we were conducted through the 
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warehouses, which we found plentifully stored with commodities; 
among others, we saw 450 pieces of broad and narrow cloth, part 
of it merino wool, and of as good a fabric as any that was ever 
made in London. We were told that they could sell the best broad 
cloth, as fast as made, at ro dollars per yard. 

From the warehouses we went to the Labyrinth, which is a most 
elegant flower-garden, with various hedge-rows, disposed in such 
a manner as to puzzle people to get into the little temple, emble- 
matical of Harmony, in the middle. Mr. Rapp abruptly left us 
as we entered, and we soon observed him over the hedge-rows, 
taking his seat before the house. I found my way with difficulty; 
but the doctor, whom I left on purpose, could not find it, and 
Mr. Rapp had to point it out to him. The garden and temple are 
emblematical. The Labyrinth represents the difficulty of arriv- 
ing at Harmony. The temple is rough in the exterior, showing 
that, at a distance, it has no allurements; but it is smooth and 
’ beautiful within, to show the beauty of harmony when once at- 
tained. 

From the Labyrinth we went to the Botanic Garden, which is 
well stored with valuable plants and herbs; and the two doctors 
pored over them more than an hour. We afterwards went to 
the doctor’s house, where he showed us an elegant collection of 
plants, all natives of Harmony, which he had carefully arranged 
agreeably to the Linnzan system. 

In the evening the society assembled to divine service, and we 
attended, accompanied by our innkeeper, who conducted us to a 
seat appropriated for strangers. The church was quite full, the 
number of persons being not less than 500. The women sat all 
in one end; the men in the other. They were singing a hymn, 
in which they all joined with one accord, and so simply, yet so 
sweetly, did they sing, that it brought to my recollection the pas- 
sage in Burns’ Cotter’s Saturday Night: 


They chaunt their artless notes in simple guise, 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim. 


After singing, they all knelt down to prayer. We followed their 
example; and never did I pray more devoutly . . . After prayer, 
Mr. Rapp delivered a sermon with great animation, to which all 
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the congregation paid the most devout attention; after which, 
with a short prayer and benediction, he dismissed the assembly. 

Our guide told us to remain a little, as they had, on our ac- 
count, requested the band of music to attend. They assembled 
before the pulpit with their various instruments, namely, three 
violins and a bass, a clarinet, a flute, and two French horns. On 
these they entertained us with a great variety of airs, the most of 
them of the solemn kind, and some of them accompanied by vocal 
music. 

After our return to the inn, we heard the night-watch calling, 
“Again a day is past, and a step made nearer to our end; our 
time runs away, and the joys of Heaven are our reward.” They 
repeat the latter sentence at 11, 12, 1, and 2 o’clock, and at 3 
they call, “Again a night is past and the morning is come; our time 
runs away, and the joys of Heaven are our reward.” 


A Backwoods Breakfast 


As I proposed to ride to New Philadelphia, 36 miles from 
Coshocton, and the road was altogether new to me, and often 
crossed the river, I was anxious to be gone as soon as possible, 
and urged the landlady to make all the haste she could. She said 
she would have the breakfast ready in a minute; but the first in- 
dication I saw of dispatch was a preparation to twist the necks 
of two chickens. I told her to stop, and she gave me a look of as- 
tonishment. ‘Have you any eggs?” said I. “Yes, plenty,” replied 
she, still keeping in a stooping posture, with the chicken in her 
hand. “Well,” said I, “just boil an egg, and let me have it, with 
a little bread and tea, and that will save you and I a great deal of 
trouble.” She seemed quite embarrassed, and said she never could 
set down a breakfast to me like that. I assured her I would take 
nothing else. “Shall I fry some ham for you along with the eggs?” 
said she. “No,” said I, “not a bit.” “Well, will you take a little 
stewed pork?” “No.” .. . “Preserve me, what will you take then?” 
“A little bread, and tea, and an egg.” ‘Well, you’re the most ex- 
traordinary man that I ever saw; but I can’t set down a table that 
way.” I saw that I was only to lose time by contesting the matter 
farther; so I allowed her to follow her own plan as to the cooking, 
assuring her that I would take mine as to eating. She detained 
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me about half an hour, and at last placed upon the table a profu- 
sion of ham, eggs, fritters, bread, butter, and some excellent tea. 
All the time I was at breakfast, she kept pressing me to eat; but 
I kept my own council, and touched none of the dishes, except 
the bread, tea, and an egg. She affected great surprise, and when 
I paid her the ordinary fare, a quarter of a dollar, she said it was 
hardly worth anything. I mention the circumstance to show the 
kind of hospitality of the landlady, and the good living enjoyed by 
the backwoods people. 


Down the Ohio from Marietta to Cincinnati 


September 3d, [1811]. We started at 6 o’clock; the morning 
was cloudy, the temperature of the air was 70°, of the water 
75°. The scenery is nearly similar to that before described, 
and the river about 700 yards broad. We had now got 
well accustomed to travelling by water, and we found it easy and 
agreeable. Our boatman, Peter, answered our purpose remarkably 
well, and could row about three miles an hour. The water was 
low, and we found the current assisted us very little. In order 
to relieve the boatman, and to give ourselves exercise, we fre- 
quently took a turn at the oars, and we generally made from 30 
to 36 miles a day. We had found by this time, that the settlers 
on the Ohio side were, by far, in the most comfortable circum- 
stances; and we never failed in an application for lodging or vict- 
uals on that side. On the Virginia side, we had of late made fre- 
quent attempts, but were always unsuccessful. On stopping there, 
we generally found a negro, who could give us no answer, or a 
poor-looking object in the shape of a woman, who, “moping and 
melancholy,” would say, “we have no way.” I never saw the 
bad effects of slavery more visible than in this contrast. On 
the Virginia side, they seemed generally to trust to the exertions 
of the negroes, and we found them, as might be expected, “‘miser- 
able, and wretched, and poor, and almost naked.’”’-—On the Ohio 
side, they trusted to the blessing of God, and to their own exer- 
tions; and “God helps them that help themselves,” as poor Rich- 
ard says, in his almanac. We found them encreasing in wealth, 
population, and domestic comfort; and we resolved hereafter to 
apply on the right bank only for accommodation, where the 
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reader will henceforth find us unless it is otherwise expressed. Our 
general rule was to look out for a settlement at sun-set, and stop 
at the first we came to thereafter; and it was hardly ever neces- 
sary to make a second call. As soon as we had engaged lodgings 
we ordered supper, and along with it two chickens to be cooked 
for next day’s fare. The boatman got supper along with us, and 
then returned to the skiff, where he slept all night. The French- 
man, who, I before noticed, was a humorsome character, went to 
bed immediately after supper, and often scolded me for not follow- 
ing his example; but having to write my notes, it was generally 11 
or 12 o’clock before I could retire to rest. I always found the 
people with whom we stopped very obliging, and ready to answer 
all my inquiries, so that it gave me real pleasure to travel on this 
delightful river, and to converse with the friendly settlers on its 
banks. Our travelling too was very cheap, for the whole did not 
amount to more than a dollar a day, boatman’s hire included. In 
the morning, when we started, we carried our broiled chickens, 
with some bread, cheese, and milk in the skiff; on which we made 
very comfortable repasts, without stopping. 

Having passed a remarkable tavern in a rock, called the Devil’s 
hole, and Shade river, we reached a pretty strong current, called a 
ripple, on which we found a floating-mill at work. Buffentin’s 
Island lay on the opposite side, and after passing it, we came up 
with an Irishman and his wife, travelling by a skiff, for Ken- 
tucky. They had stopped for breakfast. The woman had kindled 
a fire on the beach, to cook some eggs, and the man had gone up 
to a settlement to get some milk. Our Frenchman went on the 
same errand, but soon returned with the empty pitcher in his hand, 
saying that the wife would not sell him any, and he was as well 
pleased, for she was a dirty-looking hussy. At this time the keel- 
boats joined us, and one of the boatmen said that the house was 
Buffentin’s, and they were the most indiscreet, dirty people in all 
the country. “Well,” said our Frenchman, “we have always been 
well éveat hitherto, and though we have got a little rub from the 
dirty Buffentin’s, we must just put up with it.” On hearing this, 
the woman made her appearance from behind the trees, where she 
had been listening, who, putting her hands to her sides, exclaimed, 
“And what have you got to say to the Buffentin’s?” “Why,” re- 
plied the Frenchman, “madam, all that I have got to say, is, that 


JOHN MELISH 73 


they are a parcel of dirty hogs, and beneath our notice.” It is 
impossible to describe the rage that appeared in the woman’s 
countenance on this occasion, and I believe, if the Frenchman had 
been within reach of her talons, she would have 


“Sleiped the skin 0’ his cheeks our o’er his chin;” 


but we were in our boat in the river, and the Frenchman lay on his 
oars, and enjoyed her half-frantic gestures, while she unprofitably 
spent her rage among the trees. “Well, madam,” said the French- 
man, “you would be an excellent actress, and if you’ll come along 
with me to New Orleans, I’ll recommend you to the manager to 
perform the part of one of Macbeth’s witches.” ‘“O, you French 
rascal,” she said, “do you compare me to a witch?” “Not to 
every sort of witch, madam,” said he, “but to those dirty hags 
of witches, who steer the caldron in Macbeth’s play.” She was 
the picture of a fury, but she could not get near us, and vented her 
spleen in vulgar language. “Oh, ye eat-frog rascal,” said she. 
“Dirty Buffentin, dirty Buffentin,”’ said the Frenchman. The 
whole company in the other boats were in a roar of laughter. We 
moved on, but the antagonists had got hold of two words to their 
liking, and “eat-frog” and “dirty Buffentin” continued to sound 
in our ears, as long as they were in one another’s hearing. 


Tavern Manners in Upper New York 


On the afternoon of the 6th November [1811], the weather cool 
and cloudy, I took leave of Mr. Seymour’s agreeable family, with 
a view of travelling to Geneva [New York] that evening, distant 
16 miles; but the road was heavy, and I was obliged to stop at 
a tavern, six miles short of the village. 

The fire was not lighted in the parlour, and I sat down at the 
fire in the bar-room, and began to write my notes. But I did not 
long enjoy repose in this situation; a man came in and lighted his 
segar, and, turning his back-side to the fire, he whiffed away, 
at the end of every two or three puffs squirting a mouthful of 
saliva through the room. He was soon joined by a second and a 
third, when they made a little circle round the fire. They all 
had segars, and I was soon enveloped in smoke, and obliged to 
shut my papers. Three others came in and joined the party. One 
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took a large roll of tobacco out of his pocket, and taking an im- 
mense quid, he rolled it about in his mouth, and squirted about 
the saliva in all directions, without paying much regard to who 
might come in contact with it. Another pulled a pipe out of his 
pocket, and the third joined the segar-smokers. I never was so 
annoyed with smoking and spitting in my life. I like to see 
singular scenes occasionally, even though they should be rough 
ones; but this scene of smoking, and chewing, and spitting, was too 
rough. The smokers were also nasty in the highest degree, and 
seemed to pay no attention to where they spat, in the fire, on the 
hearth, or the floor; the face, the neck, or the pocket; it was all 
one. I withdrew from the scene, and, albeit it was a very cold 
night, I was fain to sit down in the furthest corner of the room, 
by a broken window. But this did not secure me against the 
smokers; two of them got up and marched through the floor, 
smoking and spitting, and I was finally obliged to abandon the 
scene and seek refuge elsewhere. By this time there was a fire in 
the supper-parlour, and, soon after, supper was announced. After 
supper, I.began to write up my notes, when two of the smokers 
lighted their segars beside me, and began to smoke and spit almost 
in my face. At last one of them perceived me making wry faces, 
and said, “I’m afraid the smoking disturbs you.” “A little,” said 
I, my face sufficiently indicative of my feelings. On which they 
very civilly withdrew, and left me in possession of a good clean 
parlour, the value of which was enhanced by the dirty scene I 
had endured. 


Advantages of the Poor American Over the Poor Briton 


Batavia [New York] consists of about 50 houses, a court-house, 
4 taverns, 4 stores, and a grist-mill. It was laid out in lots of 20 
rods in front, by 1 mile deep, and sold originally at 5 dollars per 
acre, the purchaser being bound to clear 5 acres in front the first 
year after the purchase. In consequence of the decay of so much 
vegetable matter, it was at first unhealthy in the summer and 
fall; but of late it has been healthy. This last summer, however, 
there were some cases of typhus fever, but not of a very fatal 
tendency, and it did not spread. 

Farmers and mechanics are best adapted to the country, and, 
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if they are industrious they are sure to succeed. A farmer can get 
a quarter section of land, 160 acres, for 560 dollars, with eight 
years to pay it. If he is industrious, he may have the whole 
cleared and cultivated like a garden by the end of that time; when, 
in consequence of the rise on property, by the encrease of popula- 
tion, and the cultivation by his individual industry, his land may 
be worth so dollars per acre, or 8,000 dollars; besides his stock 
of cattle, etc., which may be worth half as much more. Mechanics 
are well paid for their labour; carpenters have 1 dollar per day 
and their board; if they board themselves, 1 dollar 25 cents. Other 
trades have in proportion, and living is cheap. Flour is about 
5 dollars per barrel; beef 4 cents per lb.; fowls 12% cents 
each; fish are plenty and cheap. A mechanic can thus earn 
as much in two days as will maintain a family for a week, 
and by investing the surplus in houses and lots, in a judicious 
manner, he may accumulate money as fast as the farmer, and 
both may be independent and happy. Indeed, these two classes 
cannot too highly prize the blessings they enjoy in this country, 
nor be sufficiently grateful to the Almighty Disposer of all events, 
for casting their lot in a land where they have advantages so far 
transcending what the same classes have in any other. I know 
there are many who hold a different opinion, but I must take the 
liberty to dissent from it, and the reader who has travelled with 
me thus far, will allow that my opinion is not founded either 
on a partial or prejudiced view of the subject; it is deduced from 
plain, unvarnished facts, which no reasoning can set aside, nor 
sophistry invalidate. What would the farmers, and mechanics, 
and manufacturers in Britain give to be in the same situation? 
There (I speak particularly of Scotland) there a farmer pays from 
7 to 28 dollars per acre, yearly, for the use of his farm, besides 
the taxes and public burdens. He gets, in many instances, a lease 
of 19 years, and is bound to cultivate the ground in a certain way, 
prescribed by the tenure of his lease. If he improve the farm, 
the improvements are for another, not for him; and, at the end 
of the lease, if another is willing to give one shilling more than 
him, or if the proprietor has a favourite, or wishes to turn two or 
more farms into one, or has taken umbrage at his politics, or his 
religion, or any thing else regarding him or his family, he will 
not get a renewal of the lease. Many a family have I known, who 
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have been ruined in this way. Being turned out of the farm, 
they retire to a town or city, where their substance is soon spent, 
and they pine away in poverty, and at last find a happy relief in 
the cold grave. Nor is there any remedy; the lands are nearly 
all entailed on the great families, and the lords of the soil are the 
lords of the laws; they can bind the poor farmer in all cases what- 
soever. 

Compare this with the situation of the American farmer. He 
cultivates his own soil, or if he has none, he can procure it in 
sufficient quantity for 200 or 300 dollars. If he has no money, 
he can get credit, and all that is necessary to redeem his credit, 
is to put forth his hand and be industrious. He can stand erect 
on the middle of his farm, and say, “This ground is mine; from the 
highest canopy of heaven, down to the lowest depths, I can claim 
all that I can get possession of within these bounds; fowls of the 
air, fish of the seas, and all that pass through the same.” And, 
having a full share of consequence in the political scale, his equal 
rights are guaranteed to him. None dare encroach upon him; he 
can sit under his own vine, and under his own fig tree, and none 
to make him afraid. 

Look at the mechanic and manufacturer; in America they can 
earn from 6 to 9 dollars per week, and have provisions so reason- 
able, that they have their wheat-bread and roast-beef, or roast- 
pork, or fowl every day, and accumulate property for old age and 
their offspring. In Britain they can earn from a dollar and a half 
to three dollars per week, and pay at the rate of 14 or 1 5 dollars 
for a barrel of flour, and from 16 to 22 cents per lb. for beef. But, 
why do J talk of flour and beef? Small, indeed, is the portion of 
these that fall to their lot. No; they are doomed to drag out a 
miserable existence on potatoes and oat-meal, with this farther 
curse entailed upon them, that, by the mandate of the powers 
that be, they are bound to the soil; they cannot, they DARE NOT 
leave their country, except by stealth! 


NEW SETTLERS IN AMERICA, 1817 * 


By Henry B. FEARON 


Henry Bradshaw Fearon, born in 1770, was sent to America in 1817 
by thirty-nine English families who were considering removing to the 
New World, and wanted a fuller knowledge of conditions and prospects 
in America than they could obtain from books. He tells us that they 
were all educated and intelligent people, and that the flow of population 
from the British Isles to the United States was assuming a new char- 
acter. “It was no longer merely the poor, the idle, the profligate, or the 
worldly speculative, who were proposing to quit their native country; 
but men also of capital, of industry, of sober habits and regular pursuits; 
men of reflection, who apprehended approaching evils; men of upright 
and conscientious minds, to whose happiness civil and religious liberty 
were essential; and men... who wished to provide for the future 
support and prosperity of their offspring.” He landed in New York in: 
August, 1817, and sailed for home again in May, 1818. In the intervening 
period, Fearon had travelled through New England, the Middle States, 
and the Western country—Ohio, Kentucky, and Illinois. Though he 
made a trip down the Mississippi to Natchez and New Orleans, he says 
almost nothing of the South in his volume, evidently feeling that his 
friends would not wish to settle in a slaveholding region. 

Fearon was an unprejudiced, intelligent, and conscientious observer, 
the first part of whose volume, though often superficial, contains much 
of value. He told his friends that the United States was a far better 
place for the unskilled labourer and for most mechanics than England— 
that it was “the poor man’s country”; but that shopkeepers would do no 
better than in London, though as well, and that professional men, espe- 
cially doctors and lawyers, would do worse. He spoke favourably of 
the government. Before he completed his tour, he was recalled to 
England because the publications of Morris Birkbeck regarding the 
Illinois country—“Notes on a Journey in America,” and “Letters from 
Illinois”—induced many of the thirty-nine families to invest money in 
the Illinois colony. Fearon was piqued, and his later letters were devoted 
largely to attacks upon Birkbeck’s writings, which were indeed somewhat 
injudiciously favourable to the Western prairies and abounded in rash 


* From “A Narrative of a Journey of Five Thousand Miles Through 


America.” London, 1818, pp. 148 ff., 183-196. 
7d, 
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promises. Contrary to Birkbeck’s statements, Fearon declared that the 
American farmer was but “scantily remunerated.” Upon returning to 
London he collected his letters in book form. 


Poor “Redemptioners” at Philadelphia 


A PRACTISE which has often been referred to in connection with 
this country, naturally excited my attention. It is that of indi- 
viduals emigrating from Europe without money, and paying their 
passage by binding themselves to the captain, who receives the 
produce of their labour for a certain number of years. 

Seeing the following advertisement in the newspapers, put in 
by the captain and owners of the vessel referred to, I visited the 
ship, in company with a boot-maker of this city: 


THE PASSENGERS 


On board the brig Bubona, from Amsterdam, and who are willing to 
engage themselves for a limited time, to defray the expenses of their 
passage, consist of persons of the following occupations, besides women 
-and children, viz.: 13 farmers, 2 bakers, 2 butchers, 8 weavers, 3 taylors, 
I gardener, 3 masons, I mill-sawyer, 1 white-smith, 2 shoe-makers, 3 
cabinet-makers, I coal-burner, I barber, 1 carpenter, 1 stocking-weaver, 
I cooper, I wheelwright, 1 brewer, 1 locksmith—Apply on board of the 
Bubona, opposite Callowhill-street, in the river Delaware, or to W. Odlin 
and Co. No. 38, South Wharves, 

Oct. 2. 


As we ascended the side of this hulk, a most revolting scene of 
want and misery presented itself. The eye involuntarily turned 
for some relief from the horrible picture of human suffering, which 
this living sepulchre afforded. Mr. enquired if there were 
any shoe-makers on board. The captain advanced; his appear- 
ance bespoke his office; he is an American, tall, determined, and 
with an eye that flashes with Algerine cruelty. He called in the 
Dutch language for shoe-makers, and never can I forget the scene 
which followed. The poor fellows came running up with un- 
speakable delight, no doubt anticipating a relief from their loath- 
some dungeon. Their clothes, if rags deserve that denomination, 
actually perfumed the air. Some were without shirts, others had 
this article of dress, but of a quality as coarse as the worst pack- 
ing cloth. I enquired of several if they could speak English. They 
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smiled and gabbled, “No Engly, no Engly,—one Engly talk ship.” 
The deck was filthy. The cooking, washing, and necessary depart- 
ments were close together. Such is the mercenary barbarity of 
the Americans who are engaged in this trade, that they crammed 
into one of those vessels 500 passengers, 80 of whom died on the 
passage. The price for women is about 70 dollars, men 80 dollars, 
boys 60 dollars. When they saw at our departure that we had not 
purchased, their countenances fell to that standard of stupid 
gloom which seemed to place them a link below rational beings. 
From my heart I execrated the European cause of their removal, 
which is thus daily compelling men to quit the land of their fath- 
ers, to become voluntary exiles in a foreign clime;—yet Americans 
can think and write such sentiments as the following: “We rejoice 
with the patriotic Hollanders at the return of the illustrious house 
of Orange to their first magistracy, and do not wonder at their 
enthusiastic joy upon the occasion, when they remember that this 
ancient family have been always the gallant and zealous defenders 
of the rights and liberties of the Dutch people.” 

An interesting occurrence is said to have taken place the other 
day, in connection with the German Redemptioners (as by a 
strange misnomer the Dutch are denominated). A gentleman of 
this city wanted an old couple to take care of his house;—a man, 
his wife, and daughter were offered to him for sale;—he purchased 
them.—They proved to be his father, his mother, and sister!!! 


Emigration Crossing the Alleghanies 


The farmers in Pennsylvania are many of them rich; some re- 
side in first-rate houses, and are possessed of most of the conven- 
iences of life. Those remote from a market generally distil 
their grain, finding whiskey to be the most convenient and profit- 
able form under which to carry and dispose of their stock. The 
great body of these men are Germans, or of German stock. They 
are excellent practical farmers, very industrious, very mercenary, 
and very ignorant. The condition of the labourer is similar to 
that in other parts of the United States. 

The towns of Lancaster, Harrisburgh, and Carlisle, through 
which I passed, are all of them considerable in extent and in popu- 
lation. They each contain a large proportion of excellent brick 
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buildings, and the usual erections of market houses, gaols, and 
churches; all evincing an extent of national prosperity, and an 
advancement towards European establishments truly extraordi- 
nary, when we recollect that this is a country which may be said 
to be but of yesterday. The German character is very prevalent 
throughout this State. The original language is still preserved, 
and there are even native Pennsylvanians who cannot speak the 
English language. 

Arrived at Chambersburgh, 157 miles from Philadelphia, I 
went to the inn where the stages from Baltimore and Philadelphia 
to Pittsburgh usually stop. These stages are two days in arriving 
here from the latter, and one from the former city. I secured a 
place, for which I paid 14 dollars (three guineas), distance 140 
miles. This town contains about 240 houses, of all sorts, two or 
three churches, a gaol and courthouse. 

October.—The stage started at three o’clock in the morning. 
A Mr. Flower, connected with Mr. Birkbeck, left Chambersburgh 
a few days previous, on his return from Illinois to England. What 
his views of this country are I have not learned, though I should 
conclude, from the reported statements of an acquaintance, with 
whom he conversed at Chambersburgh, that his estimation of 
America is highly favourable. 

Arrived at eight o’clock at Loudon, at the foot of the north 
mountain, one of the Allegany ridges. There are here 17 log 
and 20 frame or brick houses. We were not allowed to breakfast 
at the tavern in this town, as one of the proprietors of the coach 
had a house at M’Connel’s Ville. The tavern at Loudon is cheer- 
less and dirty; a number of waggoners were breakfasting. The 
election was a topic of violent debate; bets, and as a usual ac- 
companiment, choler, ran high. We brought the latest intelligence 
of the returns. All had their hopes and fears. The landlord, who 
is of Dutch descent, was, as a matter of course, a Heisterite, be- . 
cause he was descended from a countryman. The Irish party, for 
similar reasons, supported Findlay. We were saluted by each at 
our departure, “Huzza for Heister!” ‘“Huzza for Findlay!” My 
fellow-travellers were citizens of the world: they huzzaed for each 
with true philanthropic liberality. The final return throughout 
the State elected Mr. Findlay with a majority of 7,000. I counted 
thirty regular stage-waggons engaged in the transportation of 
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goods to and from Pittsburgh. They are drawn by four strong 
well-fed horses, are made upon the model of English waggons, but 
about one-third less in size. They are from 20 to 35 days in ef- 
fecting their journey. The articles sent from Philadelphia are 
hardware, and what are denominated “dry goods.” This term in- 
cludes all articles of woolen, linen, cotton, and silk. Those re- 
turned from Pittsburgh are farming produce, chiefly flour. It is 
necessary to understand that the road I am travelling is the only 
trading waggon route to the whole western country. This circum- 
stance being taken into consideration, in addition to the fact that 
there is no water carriage, the number of conveyances, though 
great, is by no means extraordinary. 

Proceeded up the north mountain, over a most excellent piece 
of road, which is part of the new national turnpike, proposed to 
extend from the head of the Potowmac to Wheeling, and when 
completed will be of immense importance to the western country, 
and indeed the whole Union, the connection of the old and new 
sections being at present materially impeded by excessively bad 
roads. At 11 o’clock, when near the summit of the mountains, 
we enjoyed a most extensive view of a large and beautiful valley, 
which must contain tens of thousands of acres that have not yet 
known the hand of the cultivator. The prospect, combining some 
grand mountain scenery, was the most magnificent I had ever be- 
held. The interest of the scene was also not a little heightened 
by the prospect of M’Connel’s Ville, which we were approaching. 
This apparently delightful little town appeared secluded from the 
rest of the world, and one might have imagined it another Eden, 
cut off by means of woods and trackless wilds, and mountain 
snows, from the vices and the corruptions which, in every other 
quarter, visit and torment mankind. , 

M’Connel’s Ville contains 40 houses, chiefly log. Beef is now 
ro cents a pound (54 d.); sometimes it is only 7 (334 d.); mut- 
ton is not consumed; fowls are 6s. od. per dozen; charge for 
breakfast, 2s. 3d.—Passed several travellers on foot from Massa- 
chusetts, going with an intention of viewing the western country, 
and, if satisfied, of selecting a settlement previous to the emigra- 
tion of their families; they fairly excelled our stage in expedition. 
Came up with 20 small family waggons; two of these were broken 
down, and the horses of all in a very bad condition; they were 
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chiefly from Massachusetts, Jersey, and Connecticut. One of these 
was the joint property of a Dutch and an American family. My 
companions seemed to know at first sight, from what State the 
emigrants travelled. The New Englanders were evidently better 
fitted for the great and unavoidable fatigues of removal, than the 
natives of Jersey and Maryland. I thought I could even discover 
in the white inhabitants the effects of residing in free and in slave 
States. The genuine Yankies (New Englanders) are ignorant 
of slavery; they have been necessitated to labour with their own 
hands; they have not been demoralized by familiarity with a sys- 
tem that establishes a barrier between fellow-beings on account of 
their colour; they have not been taught that because their neigh- 
bour’s face was (to use their own phrase) a grade darker than 
their own, he was therefore of an inferior species (as I am sorry to 
see contended for even by Mr. Jefferson); they have relied on 
their own resources, and the consequence is, that they are more 
enterprising, more healthy, more enlightened, and altogether better 
suited to cultivate the wilderness with success, than their slave- 
holding neighbours. Even the women from New England were 
walking before their waggons, while the others were either riding 
or lagging behind. 

These emigrants preferred travelling in companies, forming a 
oneness of interest, and securing an interchange of assistance when 
necessary. In difficult parts of this tract their progress was so 
slow as to be hardly perceivable. Ropes were attached to each 
side of the waggons, at which, while some were pulling, others 
were most unmercifully, though necessarily, whipping the horses, 
which dragged the waggons five yards at an effort. The getting 
these waggons and families over the mountains appeared little less 
than a continuance of miracles. I was prepared to expect much, 
but the reality has increased my ideas of the difficulty of this emi- 
gration a thousand fold. 

Crossed the Juniatta—arrived at Dickenson’s Tavern—pro- 
ceeded to Bloody-run, where we arrived at half-past eleven, ex- 
cessively fatigued—charge for supper and bed, 4s. 6d. In the 
latter part of this stage nothing could exceed the badness of the 
roads; yet the understanding between the driver and horses was 
so perfect, that we proceeded, though with almost broken bones, 
with the exactness of mechanism. A London coachman would in 
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half an hour have dashed the strongest English stage to pieces, and 
probably broken the necks of his passengers. 

Second day—Started at three o’clock in the morning: ther- 
mometer ten degrees above zero; at nine arrived at Bedford, 
where we were not allowed to breakfast, as a stage-proprietor lived 
farther on. We all crossed over to the orchard of a farm house 
and stole some frozen apples, which our keen appetites caused 
us to enjoy.—Passed over the Dry Ridge, upon which were great 
numbers of family and stage waggons; some of the former were 
from the district of Maine, and had been out 80 days. The 
progress of our stage was so slow and painful, that I preferred 
walking; this afforded me an opportunity of entering into the 
views and little histories of fellow-travellers. No person here need 
feel backward in asking questions, and all answer without hesi- 
tation or reserve. The women I found the most communicative; 
their husbands being chiefly engaged in dragging along their 
wretched nags. The first I conversed with was from Jersey, out 
32 days; she was sitting upon a log, which served for the double 
purpose of a seat and a fire; their waggon had broken down the 
day before; her husband was with it at a distant blacksmith’s; 
she had been seated there all night; her last words went to my 
heart: “Ah! Sir, I wish to God we had never left home.” 

The view from the summit of Dry Ridge even exceeds the one 
before described. The scenery is bolder, and marked with a 
character of increased magnificence. The eye takes in at one 
glance, the various ridges called the South, the Blue, the Cove, 
and the more extended chain, peculiarly denominated the Alle- 
gany. The calm serenity of the numerous valleys formed a pleas- 
ing contrast with the more stupendous works of nature with which 
we were so profusely surrounded. Although there is here much 
barren country, there is a good deal of fine fertile land. The most 
prevalent trees are the beech, black, red, and white oaks. Clay 
slate appears, thus far, to characterize these mountains.—We con- 
tinued to overtake emigrants’ waggons from Maryland, Jersey, 
Pennsylvania, Connecticut, Massachusetts, and district of Maine. 
One of the families was that of the brother-in-law and sister of 
Captain Riley, whose work, detailing his shipwreck and conse- 
quent captivity in Africa, has been reprinted in England, and at- 
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tracted such general and well-deserved attention. This family 
were in great distress. 

At five o’clock in the evening we reached the top of the Alle- 
ganies. Our stage was far behind. This day I had walked about 
sixteen miles; and, as was the case the day before, we were not al- 
lowed to stop for dinner, there being no coach proprietor upon the 
road. “The Fountain Inn” is a miserable log-house, or what you 
would call a dog-hole; it was crowded with emigrants. I asked 
for something to eat, but could only obtain for answer, “I guess 
whiskey is all the feed we have on sale.” I have met with several 
similar instances, when I have asked, “Have you any meat?” 
“No.”—“Either cold or hot will make no difference to me.” “I 
guess I don’t know.”—“Have you any fowls?” “No.”—“Fish?” 
“No.” “Ham?” “No.”—“Bread?” ‘“No.”—‘Cheese?” ‘No.”— 
“Crackers (biscuits)?” ‘No.”—“I will pay you any price you 
please.” “I guess we have only rum and whiskey feed.” 

The character of the mountain inhabitants appears cold, friend- 
less, unfeeling, callous, and selfish. All the emigrants with whom 
I conversed complained of the enormous charges at taverns. Log- 
houses are the only habitations for many miles. They are formed 
of the trunks of trees, about twenty feet in length, and six inches 
in diameter, cut at the ends, and placed upon each other. The 
roof is framed in a similar manner. In some houses there are 
windows; in others the door performs a double office. The chim- 
ney is erected outside, and in a similar manner to the body of the 
house. Some have clay in their chimneys, which is a precaution 
very necessary in these western palaces. In some the space be- 
tween the logs remains open; in others it is filled with clay. The 
hinges are generally wood. Locks are not used. In some there 
are two apartments; in others but one, for all the various opera- 
tions of cooking, eating, sleeping, and, upon great occasions, wash- 
ing. The pigs also come in for their due share of the log residence. 
—By eleven o’clock at night we safely arrived at Somerset, 237 
miles from Philadelphia. 

Started at 3 o’clock on our third day’s journey: thermometer 
6° above zero.—Crossed Laurel Hill. A family from Massa- 
chusetts had “camped out” during the night. At five o’clock 
we found them cooking potatoes for breakfast; they very, 
freely offered us a portion of their homely fare. Perhaps in Es- 
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sex I should have thought this no treat—on Laurel Hill it was 
a most acceptable one; so naturally does our inclination adapt it- 
self to our circumstances. This family consisted of ten persons; 
an old lady, her son and his wife, with seven children, of both 
sexes, from two to sixteen years of age; all in excellent health, 
and full of life and spirits; despising difficulties, and anticipating 
a rich reward when they arrived in the “land of Canaan.” 

The vegetation on this ridge appears superior to that of the Al- 
legany; it is considered to take its name from the calma latifolia, 
which grows here profusely. The mountain called Little Chesnut 
Ridge, succeeds that of Laurel Hill, the difficulties of the road 
increasing; though those which we experienced were “light as air,” 
compared with those which the poor families were exposed to. 
The inconveniences of travelling principally arise, not from the 
mere height of these mountains, but from the abundance of enor- 
mous stones and of mud-holes. The road is not turnpike after the 
small space described previous to arriving at M’Connel’s Ville. 
The trees on Chestnut Ridge are chiefly oak and chestnut; the 
soil appears chalky. This morning, after a walk of four hours, 
we halted for the coach to come up; though the pain of riding 
exceeded the fatigue of walking, yet the having it as a place of 
final resort was desirable; it refreshed us by varying the weariness 
of our bodies. At half-past ten at night we arrived at Greens- 
burgh, a town only 36 miles from Pittsburgh. I was delighted 
with the near prospect of a few days’ cessation from fatigue. 

Started, the fourth day, at four o’clock in the morning, with the 
high treat of a turnpike-road; but the advantages arising from 
this were but of short continuance. We had to descend Turtle 
Creek Hill, which, in consequence of recent rains, had become, if 
possible, even worse than Laurel Hill. We all got out, and, up to 
our knees in mud, took our turns in holding up the stage. This 
tract bore decided evidence of being imbedded with coal. At 
the foot of the hill I came up with a woman and girl, with two in- 
fants in their arms, who came, to use their own language, “vrom 
Zomerzetzhire in Hingland.” Collecting from my remarks that 
I had been in their country, they spoke of it with heartfelt at- 
tachment; were sorry that they had ever been persuaded to leave 
it; they had been told that this was the first place in the world, 
but they had experienced nothing but difficulties since they had 
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set their foot upon it. The husband was behind, dragging on their 
little all. I assisted them over a brook, and endeavoured to com- 
fort them with the hopes that when they once got settled they 
would be well repaid for all their toil. 

Passed through M’Nair’s Town, a new log settlement; also 
Eastern Liberty Town, containing some brick-houses, an hotel, 
and a large steam grist mill. At two o’clock we arrived at Hunt- 
er’s hotel in Pittsburgh. The town was enveloped in smoke. The 
condition of the people from Chambersburgh to Greensburgh is 
that of an absence of wealth and of the conveniences of life, with, 
however, the means of obtaining a sufficient quantity of food. 
Their habitations, in our ideas, are extremely wretched; but in 
theirs, the contrary. The blacksmith and the tavern-keeper are 
almost the only occupations; the former earns from 20s. 6d. to 
27s. per week; the profits of the latter must be great, judging 
from the high charges and bad quality. From Greensburgh to 
Pittsburgh, the improvement, in size and quality of the houses, is 
evident; and the cultivation and condition of the land are much 
superior. Many places bear the evident marks of wealth; the 
criterion for ascertaining which is, in this country, very tangible. 
Recurring to my old plan of estimation, I passed on the road from 
Chambersburgh to Pittsburgh, being 153 miles, one hundred and 
three stage-waggons, drawn by four and six horses, proceeding 
from Philadelphia and Baltimore to Pittsburgh,—seventy-nine 
from Pittsburgh to Baltimore and Philadelphia,—sixty-three wag- 
gons, with families, from the several places following: twenty 
from Massachusetts,—ten from the district of Maine,—fourteen 
from Jersey,—thirteen from Connecticut,—two from Maryland, 
—one from Pennsylvania,—one from England,—one from Hol- 
land,—and one from Ireland; about two hundred persons on 
horse-back,—twenty on foot,—one beggar, one family, with their 
waggon, returning from Cincinnati, entirely disappointed—a cir- 
cumstance which, though rare, is by no means, as one might sup- 
pose, miraculous. 


ENERGY AND PROSPERITY OF AMERICAN FARMERS * 


By WILii1AM CoBBETT 


William Cobbett, who won distinction as an author, politician, and 
farmer, was born in Surrey in 1766, the son of a small farmer. In his 
boyhood he worked in the fields, and as a gardener in the grounds of the 
Bishop of Winchester, but found means to educate himself. Enlisting 
as a soldier at the age of eighteen, he used his leisure, both in England 
and in New Brunswick, where he was stationed 1785-91, in mastering all 
the books upon which he could lay hands. His energy and his taste 
for writing raised him to the rank of sergeant-major and won him the 
esteem of his superiors. Leaving the army, and marrying in New 
Brunswick, after a hurried visit to France he emigrated in the autumn 
of 1792 to the United States. Here his true career immediately began. 

Cobbett’s first sojourn in America endured eight years and left him a 
figure of national importance. At the outset he made a slender living 
at Wilmington, Delaware, by teaching English to the French refugees 
there. But when Joseph Priestley reached America in 1794, driven from 
his home in Birmingham by a mob, and was received with enthusiasm 
by the Republicans, who seized the opportunity to abuse England and 
eulogize France, Cobbett turned to his pen to defend his native land. 
His first pamphlet, signed “Peter Porcupine,” and called “Observations 
on the Emigration of a Martyr to the Cause of Liberty,” attracted wide 
attention by the vigour of its style, and the virulence with which it 
abused Priestley and his admirers. Cobbett was at once drawn into the 
profession of journalism and pamphleteering. 

He wrote many more essays over the same signature, and his attacks 
on the Republican party and its doctrines were highly effective. He 
defended Jay’s Treaty, assailed Edmund Randolph over the Fauchet 
Affair, and abused the French leaders; his satire on the Jeffersonian 
doctrine of the equality of all men has been compared with Swift. In 
his excess of zeal he castigated some of the best American institutions, 
and did not spare even the Federal Constitution. At the same time, he 
praised Great Britain and British policy. Such a course was certain to 
raise up powerful enemies against him. In Porcupine’s Gazette, as he 
called the newspaper he had started, Cobbett angrily reviled the Spanish 
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Minister De Yrujo—“Don Yarico”—and various American statesmen. 
Libel suits followed. Three times, moreover, he was called into court to 
answer to a suit for libel grounded on his famous charge that Dr. 
Benjamin Rush had killed most of his patients by excessive blood-letting. 
On the third trial, at the close of 1799, Cobbett was fined $5,000, and 
the following year he returned to England. 

Here his career was quite as turbulent as in America. Regarded at 
first as the champion of monarchy and the existing Tory Ministry, he 
was honored by some of the party leaders, and introduced to Pitt. But 
he stubbornly opposed the Peace of Amiens in 1802, he soon began using 
his bludgeon in every direction, and his attacks on the government of 
Ireland again brought him into the courts. He was fined £1,000, and 
in 1803 began taking the radical side in politics, remaining for many 
years one of the ablest journalists of that party. In 1809, for his denun- 
ciation of the harsh punishment of some mutinous militiamen, he was 
again fined £1,000, and imprisoned two years. But from jail he managed 
still to edit his Weekly Political Register, and to superintend the affairs 
of his Hampshire farm. In 1817, having accumulated immense debts, 
said to exceed £34,000, he fled to America, where he at once acquired 
a small farm at Hyde Park, near North Hempstead, on Long Island. 
Here for two years he farmed and wrote, and “A Year’s Residence in 
the United States” was one of the fruits of his stay. 

In this book, which was intended chiefly as a guide for emigrant 
farmers, Cobbett describes American farms, weather, and farming; 
recounts his experiments in introducing rutabaga culture; and offers his 
general observations on the character of the American people, whom he 
found to be industrious, prosperous, independent-spirited, hospitable, re- 
markably free from crime or beggary, materialistic, and a little given 
to tippling. The volume is in Cobbett’s characteristic style, clear, direct, 
forcible, but without delicate lights or shades. In May, 1819, his house 
burned down, and he returned to England, bearing the bones of Thomas 
Paine with him. In subsequent years he entered Parliament, but had 
little influence there. He died in 1835, on his much-loved farm. 


Land, Labour, and Implements 


Land is of various prices, of course. But as I am, in this 
chapter, addressing myself to English farmers, I am not speaking 
of the price of land either in the wildernesses, or of land in the 
immediate vicinage of great cities. The wilderness price is two © 
or three dollars an acre; the city price is four or five hundred. 
The land at the same distance from New York that Chelsea is 
from London, is of higher price than the land at Chelsea. The 
surprising growth of these cities, and the brilliant prospect before 
them, give value to everything that is situated in or near them. 
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It is my intention, however, to speak only of farming land. 
This, too, is of course affected in its value by the circumstance 
of distance from market; but the reader will make his own calcu- 
lations as to this matter. A farm, then, on this Island, anywhere 
not nearer than thirty miles off, and not more distant than sixty 
miles from, New York, with a good farmhouse, barn, stables, 
sheds, and styes; the land fenced into fields with posts and rails, 
the woodland being in the proportion of one to ten of the arable 
land, and there being on the farm a pretty good orchard; such a 
farm, if the land be in a good state, and of an average quality, is 
worth sixty dollars an acre, or thirteen pounds sterling; of course, 
a farm of a hundred acres would cost one thousand three hundred 
pounds. The rich lands on the necks and bays, where there are 
meadows and surprisingly productive orchards, and where there 
is water carriage, are worth, in some cases, three times this price. 
But, what I have said will be sufficient to enable the reader to 
form a pretty correct judgment on the subject. In New Jersey, 
in Pennsylvania, everywhere the price differs with the circum- 
stances of water carriage, quality of land, and distance from 
market. 

When I say a good farmhouse, I mean a house a great deal 
better than the general run of farmhouses in England. More 
neatly finished on the inside. More in a parlour sort of style, 
though round about the house, things do not look so neat and 
tight as in England. Even in Pennsylvania, and amongst the 
Quakers too, there is a sort of out of doors slovenliness, which is 
never hardly seen in England. You see bits of wood, timber, 
boards, chips, lying about, here and there, and pigs and cattle 
tramping about in a sort of confusion, which would make an 
English farmer fret himself to death; but which is here seen with 
great placidness. The outbuildings, except the barns, and except 
in the finest counties of Pennsylvania, are not so numerous, or so 
capacious, as in England, in proportion to the size of the farms. 
The reason is, that the weather is so dry. Cattle need not cover- 
ing a twentieth part so much as in England, except hogs, who 
must be warm as well as dry. However, these share with the rest, 
and very little covering they get. 

Labour is the great article of expense upon a farm; yet it is 
not nearly so great as in England, in proportion to the amount 
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of the produce of a farm, especially if the poor rates be, in both 
cases, included. However, speaking of the positive wages, a good 
farm labourer has twenty-five pounds sterling a year and his board 
and lodging; and a good day-labourer has, upon an average, @ 
dollar a day. A woman servant, in a farmhouse, has from forty 
to fifty dollars a year, or eleven pounds sterling. These are the 
average of the wages throughout the country. But then, mind, 
the farmer has nothing (for really, it is not worth mentioning) to 
pay in poor-rates ; which in England must always be added to the 
wages that a farmer pays; and, sometimes, they far exceed the 
wages. 

It is, too, of importance to know, what sort of labourers these 
Americans are; for, though a labourer is a labourer, still there is 
some difference in them; and, these Americans are the best I ever 
saw. They mow four acres of oats, wheat, rye, or barley in a day, 
and, with a cradle, lay it so smooth in the swarths, that it is tied 
up in sheaves with the greatest neatness and ease. They mow 
two acres and a half of grass in a day, and they do the work well. 
And the crops, upon an average, are all, except the wheat, as 
heavy as in England. The English farmer will want nothing more 
than these facts to convince him, that the labour, after all, is not 
so very dear. 

The cause of these performances, so far beyond those in Eng- 
land, is first, the men are fall and well-built; they are bony rather 
than fleshy; and they live, as to food, as well as man can live. 
And secondly, they have been educated to do much in a day. 
The farmer here generally is at the head of his “boys,” as they, 
in the kind language of the country, are called. Here is the best 
of examples. My old and beloved friend, Mr. James Paul, used, 
at the age of nearly sixty, to go at the head of his mowers, though 
his fine farm was his own, and though he might, in other respects, 
be called a rich man; and, I have heard, that Mr. Elias Hicks, the 
famous Quaker Preacher, who lives about nine miles from this . 
spot, has this year, at seventy years of age, cradled down four 
acres of rye ina day. I wish some of the preachers of other de- 
scriptions, especially our fat parsons in England, would think a 
little of this, and would betake themselves to “work with their 
hands the things which be good, that they may have to give to 
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him who needeth,” and not go on any longer gourmandizing and 
swilling upon the labour of those who need. 

Besides the great quantity of work performed by the American 
labourer, his skill, the versatility of his talent, is a great thing. 
Every man can use an axe, a saw, and a hammer. Scarcely one 
who cannot do any job at rough carpentering, and mend a plough 
or a waggon. Very few indeed, who cannot kill and dress pigs 
and sheep, and many of them Oxen and Calves. Every farmer 
is a meat butcher; a butcher for market; and, of course, “the 
boys” must learn. This is a great convenience. It makes you so 
independent as to a main part of the means of housekeeping. 
All are ploughmen. In short, a good labourer here can do any- 
thing that is to be done upon a farm. 

The operations necessary in miniature cultivation they are 
very awkward at. The gardens are ploughed in general. An 
American labourer uses a spade in a very awkward manner. They 
poke the earth about as if they had no eyes; and toil and muck 
themselves half to death to dig as much ground in a day as a 
Surrey man would dig in about an hour of hard work. Banking, 
hedging, they know nothing about. They have no idea of the 
use of a billhook, which is so adroitly used in the coppices of 
Hampshire and Sussex. An gx is their tool, and with that tool, at 
cutting down trees or cutting them up, they will do ten times as 
much in a day as any other men that I ever saw. Set one of these 
men on upon a wood of timber trees, and his slaughter will aston- 
ish you. A neighbour of mine tells me a story of an Irishman, 
who promised he could do anything, and whom, therefore, the. 
employer sent into the wood to cut down a load of wood to burn. 
He stayed a long while away with the team, and the farmer went 
to him fearing some accident had happened. The man was hack- 
ing away at a hickory tree, but had not got it half down; and 
that was all he had done. An American, black or white, would 
have had half a dozen trees cut down, cut up into lengths, put 
upon the carriage, and brought home, in the time. 

So that our men, who come from England, must not expect, 
that, in these common labours of the country, they are to sur- 
pass, or even equal, these “Yankees” who, of all men that I ever 
saw, are the most active, and the most hardy. They skip over 
a fence like a greyhound. They will catch you a pig in an open 
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field by racing him down; and they are afraid of nothing. This 
was the sort of stuff that filled the frigates of Decatur, Hull, and 
Bainbridge. No wonder that they triumphed when opposed to 
poor pressed creatures, worn out by length of service and ill- 
usage, and encouraged by no hope of fair play. My Lord 
Cochrane said, in his place in Parliament, that it would be so; 
and so it was. Poor Cashman, that brave Irishman, with his 
dying breath, accused the government and the merchants of Eng- 
land of withholding from him his pittance of prize money! Ought 
not such a vile, robbing, murderous system to be destroyed? 

Of the same active, hardy, and brave stuff, too, was composed 
the army of Jackson, who drove the invaders into the Gulph of 
Mexico, and who would have driven into the same Gulph the 
army of Waterloo, and the heroic gentleman, too, who lent his 
hand to the murder of Marshal Ney. This is the stuff that 
stands between the rascals, called the Holy Alliance, and the 
slavery of the whole civilized world. This is the stuff that gives 
us Englishmen an asylum; that gives us time to breathe; that 
enables us to deal our tyrants blows, which, without the existence 
of this stuff, they never would receive. This America, this scene 
of happiness under a free government, is the beam in the eye, the 
thorn in the side, the worm i’ the vitals, of every despot upon the 
face of the earth. 

An American labourer is not regulated, as to time, by clocks 
and watches. The sun, who seldom hides his face, tells him when 
to begin in the morning, and when to leave off at night. He has 
a dollar, a whole dollar, for his work; but then it is the work of 
a whole day. Here is no dispute about hours. “Hours were made 
for slaves,” is an old saying; and, really, they seem here to act 
upon it as a practical maxim. This is a great thing in agricultural 
affairs. It prevents so many disputes. It removes so great a 
cause of disagreement. The American labourers, like the tavern- 
keepers, are never servile, but always civil. Neither boobishness 
nor meanness mark their character. They never creep and fawn, 
and are never rude. Employed about your house as day labourers, 
they never come to interlope for victuals or drink. They have 
no idea of such a thing. Their pride would restrain them if their 
plenty did not; and, thus would it be with all labourers, in all 
countries, were they left to enjoy the fair produce of their labour. 
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Full pocket or empty pocket, these American labourers are always 
the same men; no saucy cunning in the one case, and no base 
crawling in the other. This, too, arises from the free institutions 
of government. A man has a voice because he is a man, and not 
because he is the possessor of money. And, shall I never see our 
English labourers in this happy state? 

Let those English farmers, who love to see a poor wretched 
labourer stand trembling before them with his hat off, and who 
think no more of him than of a dog, remain where they are; or, 
go off, on the cavalry horses, to the devil at once, if they wish 
to avoid the tax-gatherer; for, they would here meet with so 
many mortifications that they would, to a certainty, hang them- 
selves in a month. 

There are some, and even many, farmers who do not work 
themselves in the fields. But, they all attend to the thing, and 
are all equally civil to their working people. They manage their 
affairs very judiciously. Little talking. Orders plainly given in 
a few words, and in a decided tone. This is their only secret. 

The cattle and implements used in husbandry are cheaper than 
in England; that is to say, lower priced. The wear and tear not 
nearly half so much as upon a farm in England of the same size. 
The climate, the soil, the gentleness and docility of the horses 
and oxen, the lightness of the waggons and carts, the lightness 
and toughness of the wood of which husbandry implements are 
made, the simplicity of the harness, and, above all, the ingenuity 
and handiness of the workmen in repairing, and in making shift: 
all these make the implements a matter of very little note. Where 
horses are kept, the shoeing of them is the most serious kind of 
expense. 


American Plenty 


The first business of a farmer is, here, and ought to be every- 
where, to live well: to live in ease and plenty; to “keep kos- 
pitality,” as the old English saying was. To save money is a 
secondary consideration; but, any English farmer, who is a good 
farmer there, may, if he will bring his industry and care with 
him, and be swre to leave his pride and insolence (if he have any) 
along with his anxiety, behind him, live in ease and plenty here, 
and keep hospitality, and save a great parcel of money too... . 
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That anxious eagerness to get on, which is seldom unaccom- 
panied with some degree of envy of more successful neighbours, 
and which has its foundation first in a dread of future want, and 
next in a desire to obtain distinction by means of wealth, this 
anxious eagerness, so unamiable in itself, and so unpleasant an 
inmate of the breast, so great a sourer of the temper, is a stranger 
to America, where accidents and losses, which would drive an 
Englishman half mad, produce but very little agitation. 

From the absence of so many causes of uneasiness, of envy, of 
jealousy, of rivalship, and of mutual dislike, society, that is to say, 
the intercourse between man and man, and family and family, 
becomes easy and pleasant; while the universal plenty is the 
cause of universal hospitality. I know, and have ever known, but 
little of the people in the cities and towns of America; but, the 
difference between them and the people in the country can only 
be such as is found in all other countries. As to the manner of 
living in the country, I was, the other day, at a gentleman’s 
house, and I asked the lady for her bill of fare for the year. I saw 
fourteen fat hogs, weighing about twenty score apiece, which were 
to come into the house the next Monday; for here they slaughter 
them all in one day. This led me to ask, “Why, in God’s name, 
what do you eat in a year?” The bill of fare was this, for this 
present year: about this same quantity of hog-meat, four beeves; 
and forty-six fat sheep! Besides the sucking pigs (of which we 
had then one on the table), besides Jambs, and besides the prod- 
uce of seventy hen fowls, not to mention good parcels of geese, 
ducks, and turkeys, but not to forget a garden of three quarters 
of an acre, and the butter of ten cows, not one ounce of which is 
ever sold! What do you think of that? Why, you will say, this 
must be some great overgrown farmer, that has swallowed up half 
the county; or some nabob sort of merchant. Not at all. He has 
only 154 acres of land (all he consumes is the produce of this 
land), and he lives in the same house that his English-born grand- 
father lived in. 


JEFFERSON: NORTHERN AND SOUTHERN TRAVEL, 
1816-17 * 


By LI£zEuTENANT Francis Hatt 


Francis Hall, a lieutenant of the 14th Light Dragoons, landed in New 
York City at the beginning of March, 1816, travelled north up the Hudson 
and made a tour of Canada, returned through western New York and 
Pennsylvania to Philadelphia, and went on through Baltimore, Wash- 
ington, and Richmond to Charleston, whence he sailed for England in 
February, 1817. Except for his denunciation of “the spirit of speculation, 
in all professions of life,” and his warm condemnation of slavery, his 
views of the American nation were highly favourable. He had lofty 
hopes for the future of “this transatlantick republic, great in extent of 
territory, in an active and well-informed population; but above all, in 
a free government, which not only leaves individual talent unfettered, 
but calls it into life by all the incitements of ambition most grateful to 
the human mind.” Though he considered the manners of Americans to 
be stiff and ungracious, he saw that beneath the surface the people had 
a rough friendliness. “With this feeling,” he writes, “I have often been 
tempted to consider the farmers of the backwoods the politest class of 
people in the States, because their manners spring from the true source, 
their feelings.” In Washington he met Commodore Decatur, and attended 
one of Dolly Madison’s levees, where he wondered at the extraordinary 
stature of the western members—“the room seemed filled with giants’— 
but apparently did not see President Madison. The crowning event of 
his tour was his visit to Jefferson at Monticello, where he stayed over 
night. 

For a work by a military man a few years after the War of 1812, 
Hall’s book was remarkably friendly. He thought that the United States 
was trying to act amicably toward Great Britain, and that the British 
should respond in kind. He was greatly pleased when an Elmira store- 
keeper offered to advance him money to go to New York without any 
other security than a British officer’s word. His travels ended, Hall 
recorded his conviction that the political institutions of the United States 
generated “intelligence, or a quick perception of utility, both general and 
individual; ... energy, and perseverance in carrying their plans into 
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effect; . . . gravity of manner and deportment, because they are habit- 
ually occupied upon matters of deep interest; taciturnity, which is the 
offspring of thought.” He published his “Travels” in London in 1818, 
and the volume was immediately reprinted in Boston. 


A Day at Monticello 


Havinc an introduction to Mr. Jefferson, I ascended his little 
mountain on a fine morning, which gave the situation its due 
effect. The whole of the sides and base are covered with forest, 
through which roads have been cut circularly, so that the wind- 
ing may be shortened or prolonged at pleasure. The summit is 
an open Jawn, near to the south side of which, the house is built, 
with its garden just descending the brow: the saloon, or central 
hall, is ornamented with several pieces of antique sculpture, 
Indian arms, mammoth bones, and other curiosities collected from 
various parts of the Union. I found Mr. Jefferson tall in person, 
but stooping and lean with old age; thus exhibiting that fortunate 
mode of bodily decay, which strips the frame of its most cumber- 
some parts, leaving it still strength of muscle and activity of 
limb. His deportment was exactly such as the Marquis de Chas- 
tellux describes it, above thirty years ago: “At first serious, nay 
even cold,” but in a very short time relaxing into a most agree- 
able amenity; with an unabated flow of conversation on the most 
interesting topics, discussed in the most gentlemanly and _philo- 
sophical manner. I walked with him round his grounds, to visit 
his pet trees, and improvements of various kinds; during the walk, 
he pointed out to my observation a conical mountain, rising 
singly at the edge of the southern horizon of the landscape: its 
distance, he said, was forty miles, and its dimensions those of the 
greater Egyptian pyramid; so that it accurately represents the 
appearance of the pyramid at the same distance; there is a small 
cleft visible on its summit, through which, -the true meridian of 
Monticello exactly passes; its most singular property, however, 
is that on different occasions it looms or alters its appearance, 
sometimes becoming cylindrical, sometimes square, and some- 
times assuming the form of an inverted cone. Mr. Jefferson had 
not been able to connect this phenomenon with any particular 
season, or state of the atmosphere, except that it most commonly 
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occurred in the forenoon; he observed, that it was not only un- 
accounted for by the we of vision, but that it had not yet 
engaged the attention of philosophers so far as to acquire a name; 
that of Jooming, being in fact, a term applied by sailors, to ap- 
pearances of a similar kind at sea. The Blue Mountains are also 
observed to loom, though not in so remarkable a degree. 

It must be interesting to recall and preserve the political senti- 
ments of a man who has held so distinguished a station in public 
life as Mr. Jefferson. He seemed to consider much of the freedom 
and happiness of America, to rise from local circumstances: “Our 
population,” he observed, “has an elasticity, by which it would 
fly off from oppressive taxation.” He instanced the beneficial 
effect of a free government, in the case of New Orleans; where 
many proprietors who were in a state of indigence made the 
dominion of Spain, have risen to sudden wealth, solely by the rise 
in the value of the land, which followed a change of government. 
Their ingenuity in mechanical inventions, agricultural improve- 
ments, and that mass of general information to be found among 
Americans of all ranks and conditions, he ascribed to that ease of 
circumstances, which afforded them leisure to cultivate their 
minds, after the cultivation of their lands was completed.—In 
fact, I have frequently been surprised to find mathematical and 
other useful works in houses which seemed to have little preten- 
sion to the luxury of learning. Another cause, Mr. Jefferson 
observed, might be discovered in the many court and county 
meetings, which brought men frequently together on public busi- 
ness, and thus gave them habits, both of thinking and of express- 
ing their thoughts on subjects, which in other countries are con- 
fined to the consideration of the privileged few. Mr. Jefferson 
has not the reputation of being very friendly to England: we 
should, however, be aware, that a partiality in this aspect, is not 
absolutely the duty of an American citizen; neither is it to be 
expected that the policy of our government should be’ regarded 
in foreign countries, with the same complacency with which it is 
looked upon by ourselves: but whatever may be his sentiments 
in this respect, politeness naturally repressed any offensive ex- 
pression of them: he talked of our affairs with candour, and 
apparent good will, though leaning, perhaps, to the gloomier side 
of the picture. He did not perceive by what means we could be 
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extricated from our present financial embarrassments, without 
some kind of revolution in our government: on my replying, that 
our habits were remarkably steady, and that great sacrifices 
would be made to prevent a violent catastrophe, he acceded to 
the observation, but demanded, if those who made the sacrifices, 
would not require some political reform in return. His _repug- 
nance was strongly marked to the despotic principles of Bona- 
‘parte, and he seemed to consider France under Louis XVI as 
scarcely capable of a republican form of government; but added, 
that the present generation of Frenchmen had grown up with 
sounder notions, which would probably lead to their emanci- 
pation. ... 

The conversation turning on American history, Mr. Jefferson 
related an anecdote of the Abbe Raynal, which serves to show 
how history, even when it calls itself philosophical, is written. 
The Abbe was in company with Dr. Franklin and several Amer- 
icans at Paris, when mention chanced to be made of his anecdote 
of Polly Baker, related in his sixth volume, upon which one of 
the company observed, that no such law as that alluded to in the 
story, existed in New England; the Abbe stoutly maintained the 
authenticity of his tale, when Dr. Franklin, who had hitherto 
remained silent, said, “I can account for all this; you took the 
anecdote from a newspaper of which I was at that time editor, 
and, happening to be very short of news, I composed and inserted 
the whole story.” “Ah! Doctor,” said the Abbe, making a true 
French retreat, “I had rather have your stories, than other men’s 
truths.” 

Mr. Jefferson preferred Botta’s Italian History of the American 
Revolution, to any that had yet appeared, remarking, however, 
the inaccuracy of the speeches. Indeed, the true history of that 
period seems to be generally considered as lost. A remarkable 
letter on this point, lately appeared in print, from the venerable 
Mr. John Adams, to a Mr. Niles, who had solicited his aid to 
collect and publish a body of revolutionary speeches. He says: 
“Of all the speeches made in Congress, from 1774 to 1776 inclu- 
sive of both years, not one sentence remains, except a few periods 
of Dr. Witherspoon, printed in his works.” His concluding sen- 
tence is very strong: “In plain English, and in a few words, Mr. 
Niles, I consider the true history of the American Revolution, 
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and the establishment of our present Constitution, as lost forever; 
and nothing but misrepresentations, or partial accounts of it, will 
ever be recovered.” 


Early Steamboating on the Hudson 


IT embarked on the oth of March, in the Paragon steam- 
packet, from New York to Albany. The winter had been less 
severe than usual, which induced the captain to attempt making 
his way up the Hudson earlier than is customary. These steam- 
boats are capable of accommodating from 2 to 300 passengers; 
they are about 120 feet in length, and as elegant in their con- 
struction as the awkward-looking machinery in the centre will 
permit. There are two cabins, one for the ladies, into which no 
gentleman is admitted without the concurrence of the whole com- 
pany. The interior arrangements, on the whole, resemble those 
of our best packets. I was not without apprehension, that a 
dinner in such a situation, for above 150 persons, would very 
much resemble the scramble of a mob; I was however agreeably 
surprised by a dinner handsomely served, very good attendance, 
and a general attention to quiet and decorum. “Truly,” thought 
I, “these republicans are not so barbarous.” Indeed when the 
cabin was lighted up for tea and sandwiches in the evening, it 
more resembled a ballroom supper, than, as might have been 
expected, a stage-coach meal. The charge, including board, from 
New York to Albany, 160 miles, is seven dollars. 

We started under the auspices of a bright frosty morning. The 
first few minutes were naturally spent by me in examining the 
machinery, by means of which our huge leviathan, with such 
evident ease, won her way against the opposing current: but more 
interesting objects are breaking fast on the view; on our right 
are the sloping sides of New York Island, studded with villas, 
over a soil from which the hand of cultivation has long since 
rooted its woodland glories, substituting the more varied decora- 
tions of park and shrubbery, intersected with brown stubble and 
meadows; while on our left, the bold features of nature rise, 
as in days of yore, unimpaired, unchangeable; grey cliffs, like 
aged battlements, tower perpendicularly from the water’s edge 
to the height of several hundred feet. Hickory, dwarf oak, and 
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stunted cedars, twist fantastically within their crevices, and 
deepen the shadows of each glen into which they occasionally 
recede; huge masses of disjointed rocks are scattered at intervals 
below; here the sand has collected sufficiently to afford space for 
the woodman’s hut, but the narrow waterfall, which in summer 
turns his sawmill, is now a mighty icicle glittering to the morning 
sun; here and there a scarcely perceptible track conducts to the 
rude wharf, from which the weather-worn lugger receives her load 
of timber for the consumption of the city. A low white monument 
near one of these narrow strands marks the spot on which the 
good and gallant Hamilton offered the sacrifice of his life to those 
prejudices, which noble minds have so seldom dared to despise. 
He crossed from the State of New York to evade the laws of his 
country, and bow to those of false shame and mistaken honour. 
His less fortunate adversary still survives in New York, as obscure 
and unnoticed as he was once conspicuous. 

Evening began to close in as we approached the highlands. The 
banks on either side towered up more boldly, and a wild tract of 
mountain scenery rose beyond them. The river, which had been 
gradually widening, now expanded into a capacious lake, to which 
the eye could distinguish no outlets; flights of wild fowl were 
skimming over its smooth surface to their evening shelter, and 
the last light of day rested faintly on a few white farm houses, 
glimmering at intervals from the darkening thickets. Verplank’s 
Point shuts the northern extremity of this first basin. The River 
continues its course within a cliff-bound channel, until, after a 
few miles, it again opens out amid the frowning precipices of 
West Point. Here are the same features of scenery as at Ver- 
plank’s Point, but loftier mountains skirt the lake; and cliffs 
of a more gigantic stature almost impend above the gliding sail.* 
The moon was riding in a cloudless sky, and as her silver col- 
ouring fell on the grey cliffs of the left banks, the mountains on 
the other side projected their deepened shadows, with increased 
solemnity, on the unruffled waters. 

This was the land of romance to the early settlers; Indian tra- 
dition had named the Highlands the prison within which Manetho 


*The average of these heights is probably 800 feet; the highest is 
reckoned at 1,100—[Hall’s note.] 
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confined the spirits rebellious to his power, until the mighty 
Hudson, rolling through the stupendous defiles of West Point, 
burst asunder their prison house; but they long lingered near the 
place of their captivity, and as the blasts howled through the 
valleys, echo repeated their groans to the startled ear of the soli- 
tary hunter, who watched by his pine-tree fire for the approach 
of morning. The lights, which occasionally twinkled from the 
sequestered bay, or wooded promontory, sufficiently told that 
these fancies, like the Indians who had invented or transmitted 
them, must by this time have given way to the unpoetic realities 
of civilized life. 

Masses of floating ice, which had, at intervals through the eve- 
ning, split upon the bow of our ark, became so frequent imme- 
diately on our passing West Point, as to oblige us to come to 
anchor for the night; a pretty sure prognostick that there was 
nearly an end to our feather-bed travelling. The next morning 
we found ourselves lying close to the flourishing little settlement 
of Newburgh, on the right bank of the river. Our captain hav- 
ing concluded to terminate his voyage here, moved over to Fish- 
kill, on the opposite shore, to give us means of accommodating 
ourselves with conveyances, in the best way we could. 


From Richmond South to Charleston 


A glance at the foregoing table [a list of stopping places, with 
such names as Percival’s Tavern, Gholson’s Tavern, and Adcock’s 
Tavern] indicates the state of the country. The stages are no 
longer marked by towns and villages, but by solitary taverns and 
stage-houses. The best part of the country lies betwixt Peters- 
burg and Fayetteville, being within the limits of the granite 
ledge: the soil is a mixture of sand and clay, tolerably fertile: 
the woods are generally of oak, hickory, and walnut, with here 
and there pine-barrens and swamps:—but I can say little of the 
state or appearance of the Carolinas, for at Richmond I ex- 
changed my convenient Dearborn for a seat in the mail, to be 
conveyed at its discretion to Charleston. 

~In New England they have adopted the fashion of our stage- 
coaches; but the primitive “democratical machine” is still used 
in the Southern States; to embark in one of which is no light 
service, for they break down on an average twice a week, so that 
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the wrecks and the maimed are always to be found on the road. 
Betwixt Richmond and Petersburg all was well: the weather was 
fine, and our horses ran away but twice, killed but one pig, and 
lamed but one passenger: but on the morning of the 18th the 
wind came from south to northwest, and brought down the ther- 
mometer to 14°, with a heavy fall of snow, in which we set off in 
the dark, packed in every posture of purgatory, with trunks, 
packages and elbows, squeezing and distorting our shivering 
limbs, while we were, at the same time, cheered with the antici- 
pation of being upset among the holes and swamps, which, now 
concealed by snow, were to be guessed at in the dark by our 
negro coachman, who, to do him justice, managed the matter 
with what seemed to me, miraculous dexterity. I was not sorry 
to halt at Warrenton, and await the next day’s mail; but in one 
night the Roanoke was frozen over, and the ferry stopped, so I 
went on to Fox’s tavern, near Louisburg, in a private conveyance 
with a gentleman I fell in with at the tavern. 

I had occasion, during this part of my journey, to feel the 
truth of a common remark, that one suffers more through cold 
in a temperate, or even warm climate, than in a cold one. The 
cold in Canada is so completely subdued by stoves within, and 
furs without doors, that it seldom causes inconvenience; whereas 
in Carolina, where I expected to have escaped its dominion, it 
made travelling highly disagreeable. The houses are all built of 
scantling, and are worse than anything in the form of dwellings, 
but the negro huts; for they are penetrable at every crevice; 
while, from the usual mildness of the weather, doors have become 
altogether released from the duty of being shut. Indeed they 
have seldom a latch, and Mr. Fox, to whom I was deploring this 
neglect, observed, that they generally considered a door’s being 
shut as a sign nobody was at home. It must, however, be no- 
ticed, that they had not, for many years, experienced such a 
severe cold as the present. The crew of a schooner, on Lake 
Pontchartrain, was frozen to death on the 18th. On the same 
day the mercury descended, at Baltimore, to 6° below zero, a 
more intense cold than was ever remembered to have been felt 
there. At Charleston it was down to 17°, and I found all the 
orange trees with their fruit looking as if seared by fire. Near 
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Raleigh a man was frozen to death on the roth, yet, when I was 
there, on the 21st, the thermometer rose to 71°. 

Raleigh is the capital of North Carolina, and seems a clean, 
little country town. At one end of the principal, or rather, only 
street, stands the Governor’s brick-house, and at the other the 
senate, or court-house, surrounded by a grass plot neatly laid 
out. The houses are small, and built of scantling. Some of 
them have their foundations of the talcous granite of the ledge, 
which is the only stone in the country. The total want of lime- 
stone, and scarcity of brick earth, render it extremely difficult 
and expensive, to give buildings any degree of stability. The 
stage stops half a day at Raleigh, which enabled me to have a 
morning’s quail shooting with two gentlemen, one of whom had 
fallen in love with my pointer, on my alighting at the tavern; 
and if any conclusion can be drawn from two chance specimens, 
society at Raleigh is by no means in a pitiable condition. 

At Fayetteville the road again crosses the granite ledge, and 
traverses a desolate tract of swamp and sandy pine-woods in 
Georgetown. In all this distance, Lumberton is the only clump 
of houses to which courtesy can apply the name of a village: 
the tavern here is kept by a general of militia, who seemed, indeed, 
to have more of the spirit of the soldier than of the landlord, 
for he declined taking payment for the refreshment he very civilly 
prepared for me. A tract of country like the above can have 
little variety of scenery; the heavy dreariness of the pine-barrens 
was, however, sometimes relieved by the verdure of the swamps, 
which were covered with bright evergreens, through which the 
road frequently ran for some distance, as through a park shrub- 
bery. 

Our passage of the Pedee was picturesque enough, but the col- 
ouring was something too sombre to be beautiful: we approached 
the river at night; several creeks were previously to be crossed; 
a heavy shower had fallen and frozen in its descent, so that every 
branch and twig was incased in ice; the banks of these creeks 
were high; the bridges consisted merely of pine logs laid cross- 
ways, without parapet or railing; they were now as slippery as 
glass, and the horses, as is usual in these sandy roads, had no 
shoes. I was dozing in the dark when I was awakened by the 
voice of the driver, vowing that nothing should tempt him to 
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encounter a danger like that he had just escaped. He had passed 
one bridge, another remained, and he kept his vow: but what 
was to be done to escape sleeping in the woods? The bridge 
might be avoided by an old road through a swamp, supposed to 
be impassable: here, however, we were to make the attempt. 
Branches of pine were cut and lighted for torches, and we pro- 
ceeded through the woods. After some mistakes and more oaths 
we found the bog, which indicated we were in the right way— 
“to be upset,” I said to myself; but we dashed through it up to 
the traces, with crash, whip, and halloo. Such an equipage, in 
such a place, with the torches, and negroes, and harsh sounds, 
more resembled a vehicle for the transport of the damned to their 
infernal dwelling, than a stage-coach in a rational country. Nor 
was the resemblance diminished when we arrived at the river 
brink: a fire was kindled, and gleamed redly on the black-looking 
stream below; and after many blasts of the horn, an old canoe, 
steered by a shivering negro, wrapt in a blanket, came to ferry 
us over: “Nochier della livida palude.”’ With difficulty we 
stowed ourselves into his wet, crazy bark, and were landed in the 
mud on the opposite shore, whence we scrambled to the ferry- 
house and tavern. It was now four in the morning; a sharp- 
visaged old woman was waiting our arrival, and had prepared 
a meal of no tempting aspect, which she chose to call supper, 
and which it was expected passengers should pay for, if not eat. 
The driver’s man, who had crossed with us, now wanted to return: 
the old woman began to rouse the negro, who, shivering in the 
cold fit of an ague, had crept to his hut; he replied to her shrill 
tones that he was too ill to come out, and should die if she forced 
him; “You can die but once,” said the beldame, “so come you 
must.” This man was an African, and could scarcely speak 
English intelligibly; doubtless, however, he felt the blessed ex- 
change from his own barbarous country to a land of reason . . 
liberty. 


Charleston Hospitality 


Streets unpaved and narrow, smal! wooden houses, from among 
which rise, in every quarter of the town, stately mansions, sur- 
rounded from top to bottom with broad verandas, and standing 
within little gardens full of orange trees, palmettoes, and mag- 
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nolias, are features which give Charleston an expression belonging 
rather to the south of Europe, than to the Teutonic cities of 
the north. Perhaps, taking into view its large black population 
and glowing temperature in January, it is not very unlike some 
of the cities on the Mediterranean coast of Africa. In other re- 
spects it is a noble monument of what human avarice can effect: 
its soil is a barren burning sand; with a river on either side, over- 
flowing into pestilential marshes, which exhale a contagion so 
pernicious as to render sleeping a single night within its influ- 
ence, during the summer months, an experiment of the utmost 
hazard. Even the town is no place of refuge during the hottest 
parts of the season: all the inhabitants who can afford it, then 
fly to a barren sandbank in the harbour, called Sullivan’s Island, 
containing one well, and a few palmettoes: here they dwell in mis- 
erable wooden tenements, trembling in every storm, lest (as very 
frequently happens), their hiding places should be blown from 
over their heads, or deluged by an inundation of the sea. But 
what will not men do, and bear, for money? These pestilential 
marshes are found to produce good rice, and the adjacent alluvions 
cotton; true it is, no European frame could support the labour 
of cultivation, but Africa can furnish slaves, and thus, amid con- 
tagion and suffering, both of oppressors and oppressed, has 
Charleston become a wealthy city—nay, a religious one, too; to 
judge by the number of churches built, building, and to be built. 

I inquired the cause of what seemed to me an anomaly in the 
history of planters, and was informed, that this devotional access 
came on about the period of the French revolution, in conse- 
quence of very serious alarm at the danger to which religion and 
social order were exposed. The Carolinians proceeded in conse- 
quence to amend their lives, not as a mere moralist might have 
imagined, by amending their slave code, by providing for the 
instruction, and paving the way for the total emancipation of 
the many thousands of their fellow-creatures, whom they held 
in stripes and bondage. This, indeed, would have been, to a cer- 
tain extent, imitating the revolutionists themselves; they there- 
fore took, not only an easier course, but one they had reason to 
think much more acceptable, because a more personal compliment 
to the Deity whom they professed to serve; they built, and fre- 
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quented many churches, heard, and read many sermons, and 
bought and sold their brethren as before. 

Charleston has a great reputation for hospitality, a virtue very 
generally conceded to the Americans, even by those who are 
willing to deny them every other: in my judgment, their fame 
in this respect, as much exceeds their deserving, as in most other 
cases it falls below it. Hospitality, in the true sense of the word, 
means that liberal entertainment, which spreads a couch and 
table for the stranger, merely because he is a stranger: this was 
the hospitality of the ancients, and is still that of the Arabs, Tar- 
tars, and uncorrupted Indian tribes; it was also that of the 
Americans themselves in a less advanced state of society: Mr. 
Jefferson told me, that in his father’s time, it was no uncommon 
thing for gentlemen to post their servants on the main road, 
for the purpose of amicably way-laying, and bringing to their 
houses any travellers who might chance to pass. Of such vio- 
lence not a particle is now to be apprehended, at least in the old 
States. When I was in the north, I was constantly told of the 
hospitality of the south: At Philadelphia, I found it ice-bound, 
at Baltimore there was indeed a thaw, but at Washington the 
frost, probably from the congenial influence of politicks, was 
harder than ever; the thermometer rose but little at Richmond, 
and, when I arrived at Charleston, I was entertained, not with 
its own hospitality, but with an eulogium upon that of Boston. 
—I did not retrace my steps, to put the matter to proof.—The 
experience of an individual would not be very conclusive, were 
hospitality a discriminating virtue; but its essence is prodigality, 
and the name of stranger, the only requisite passport to its favour. 
Of such hospitality, the traveller will find nothing, except, indeed, 
his rank or character should be such, as to give an éclat to his 
entertainers. The ordinary pilgrim must be content, if his let- 
ters of introduction procure him, as they certainly will, a courte- 
ous reception, and a dinner. He will also find a ready and 
polite admission into general society. And this ought to satisfy 
him. As long as there are taverns open he has no claim, and 
every civility is a matter of grace. The human mind, is, how- 
ever, slow to discard an opinion it has once cherished. Hospi- 
tality is still talked of, both by Americans and strangers, as if it 
were still alive. The free reciprocation of civilities betwixt citi- 
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zens of different states, when connected by commercial or other 
ties, fosters the delusion. The New York merchant is liberally 
entertained at Charleston, and he of Charleston receives an ade- 
quate return of civilities at New York. This is not hospitality, 
but a mutual exchange, founded on mutual convenience. Let 
not, however, a change of customs be considered a reproach. 


PART II 
TRAVELLERS OF THE SECOND PERIOD, 1825-1845 


TRAVELLERS OF THE SECOND PERIOD, 1825-45; TORY 
CONDESCENSION 


Tuat the tone of British criticism changed sharply just before 
the third decade of the century was in part attributable to a 
change in the type of British traveller. Instead of men from 
the middle and working classes, there now came men from the 
upper and professional classes; instead of seekers after a liv- 
ing, there came seekers after new sights and experiences. The 
first steamship made her initial voyage across the Atlantic in 
1819. heretofore the passage had often been an interminable 
journey, as long as or longer than that of Faux, who left London 
on Christmas Day, 1818, and did not reach Boston until April 4, 
1819; a journey on short rations of mouldy food, in quarters 
cramped, comfortless, dirty, and verminous, with little or no heat, 
and foul water. Within a few years of that experience, the 
traveller could count on a comparatively quick and comfortable 
crossing. He need fear nothing worse than the stormy head- 
winds which Dickens so vividly described, to many an added 
zest rather than a hardship. Thanks to the increasing ease of 
travel, and to the increasing value of America as a source of 
literary material, the professional authors and commentators 
like Miss Martineau, Captain Marryat, Dickens, and Lyell began 
to supplant the men who came to farm, like Birkbeck, to run 
newspapers, like Cobbett, to act, like Bernard, or to trade, like 
Melish. 

Another pronounced influence was the activity of the great 
Tory reviews. The Quarterly, edited by the deformed and sav- 
age Gifford, was reinforced in 1817 by the establishment of 
Blackwood’s, edited by Wilson and John G. Lockhart. The for- 
mer magazine had been dealing blows both foul and fair in 

behalf of all Toryism, political, literary, economic, and religious; 
the latter now began squirting vitriol in an even more brutal 
III 
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way. Their attacks in 1818 and the subsequent years upon 
Keats, Shelley, Hazlitt, Leigh Hunt, and Byron are famous in 
literary history for their grossness and dastardliness. It was 
well said by Hazlitt that the Quarterly was “a receptacle for the 
scum and sediment of all the prejudice, bigotry, ill-will, igno- 
rance, and rancor afloat in the kingdom.” Naturally, they could 
not neglect America, the world’s great object-lesson in democracy 
and liberalism, the refuge of Cobbett and Priestley from English 
persecution, and the spot where Coleridge and Southey had 
dreamed of founding their ideal Pantisocracy. The Quarterly as 
early as 1814 had indulged in an angry assault upon America. 
In its first issue for 1819 it reviewed Fearon and Bristed in two 
articles which grossly exaggerated the unfavorable portions of 
both, suppressed what was favorable, and added new charges 
of astonishing recklessness. Immoral, irreligious, illiterate, 
brutal, dirty—this was the character of Americans, and it was 
“the natural consequence of that spirit of republicanism on which 
she prides herself.” Blackwood’s also began the year 1819 with 
articles which rejected America’s claims to any degree of educa- 
tion, asserted that all the books she had produced might be 
burnt without loss, and added that “there is nothing to awaken 
fancy in that land of dull realities.” In 1820 the Edinburgh 
made room for Sydney Smith’s famous article asking to know 
who read an American book or looked at an American picture. 
This hue and cry, in which lesser periodicals joined, was likely 
insensibly to affect the judgment of even the fairest and most 
liberal of the travellers in America. 

The eagerness of conservative or reactionary men to rush to 
the defence of old English institutions by an attack on American 
democracy was intensified by the crisis which gave birth to the 
Reform Bill of 1832. To the old-school Briton of the Canning 
stamp it seemed by 1830 that his countrymen were following 
false political lights into a bottomless bog. Captain Marryat, 
although willing to admit that democracy was the best form of 
government for America as it existed at the time, bitterly op- 
posed any imitation of it by Great Britain, and avowed that “my 
great object has been to do serious injury to the cause” of that 
democracy in the Old World. His definition of our brand of 
republicanism was mob-rule, and he tried to convince his readers 
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that the American public selected second-rate men to occupy 
office, and insisted that they should act not independently, but 
as the agents of the majority, “who are as often wrong as right.” 
Similar convictions were held by Capt. Thomas Hamilton, whose 
pen had been trained by fiction-writing, and whose “Men and 
Manners in America” was a very entertaining bit of portraiture. 
“When I found the institutions and experiences of the United 
States deliberately quoted in the reformed Parliament as afford- 
ing safe precedents for British legislation,” wrote this confirmed 
Tory, “and learned that the drivellers who uttered such nonsense 

. . were listened to with patience and approbation by men as 
ignorant as themselves, I certainly did feel that another work 
on America was wanted, and at once determined to undertake a 
task which inferior considerations would probably have induced 
me to decline.” His book is not an attack upon America, how- 
ever, and does not illustrate its avowed thesis. The same may 
be said of the volume by that well-meaning, stolid London bar- 
rister, Godfrey T. Vigne, called “Six Months in America.” He 
liked the American people, admired their material progress, and 
admitted that their government “is admirably adapted to a new 
country.”” When, therefore, he predicted that the nation would 
fall to pieces “probably within a half century by its own weight,” 
he was plainly contradicting his own evidence. But he was 
alarmed by the radical movement in England, and he also wished 
to raise a warning voice against democracy. 

In short, it became easy and profitable for gentlemen of con- 
servative minds to visit America at the very period in which the 
clamor of the Tory press, the storm that swept away the rotten 
boroughs, the rising Chartist agitation, and other phenomena, 
were inflaming these gentlemen against both the American re- 
public and the English democratic movement. When a Chartist 
leader of England declared that “every workingman in the land 
has a right to a good coat, a good hat, a good dinner, no more 
work than will keep him in health, and as much wages as will 
keep him in plenty,” he was referring to a condition very like 
that which Cobbett, Melish, and Birkbeck had pictured as actually 
existing under our free government. A “refutation” of these 
writers became desirable. Moreover, we must bear in mind that 
the new travellers came to a country whose manners had changed 
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for the worse, upon the whole, since the time of Wansey and 
Cooper. It was the era of Jacksonian democracy, and the fron- 
tier had given a relaxed tone to the habits and speech of a large 
part of our population. Earlier travellers had found the careful 
gentility of Federalist days still in existence, and had confined 
their peregrinations largely to the Eastern seaboard, where social 
refinement was most in evidence. Now the newcomers were ex- 
pected to go as far west as did Dickens, who penetrated to St. 
Louis, and outside the old-settled communities they saw a society 
with many unmannerly traits—the tobacco-chewing steamboat 
passengers, the quick-feeding hotel guests, the tavern keepers 
who thought that a man must be an invalid if he objected to 
sleeping two in a bed, the illiterate, drawling, impertinent loafers 
at every new stop. They had a careful look at these “men with 
the bark on,” and formed a dislike for their uncouth ways which 
many an American of today, could he be taken back to that en- 
vironment, would heartily share. And whereas the inexpert pen 
of an Ashe had made little impression, Americans writhed under 
the sure descriptive vividness of Dickens and Marryat. 

One of these books of travel surpassed all others in violence. 
Of Mrs. Trollope it can only be said that she was a censorious 
harridan, determined at all costs to vent an unreasonable preju- 
dice against us. Unreasonable, but not inexplicable. It was the 
misfortune of this lady that she went first to the yet uncouth, 
undisciplined town of Cincinnati, and there formed impressions 
which a subsequent acquaintance with the best parts of the East 
should have caused her to revise. Cincinnati she found a place 
of about the size of Salisbury, with just enough bustle to make it 
noisy and uncomfortable, a terrific odor from the pork-packing 
plants, and a complete absence of attractive architecture or of 
cultural institutions. Here she had to stay while her business, 
meant to be the mainstay of her impractical husband as well as 
herself, excited general ridicule and sank into decay. When she 
departed it was first to visit Maryland and Virginia, where the 
indolent ways of the people and the existence of slavery offended 
her. It is not strange that she regarded us with hostility. 

Mrs. Trollope defined the chief distinction between England 
and the United States as the latter country’s total want of re- 
finement. The best literary conversation she enjoyed in Cin- 
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cinnati was with a strait-laced ignoramus who attacked Byron 
for his immorality, thought that Pope’s “Rape of the Lock” was 
inadmissible to any family circle because of the very title, had 
never heard of Massinger or Ford, and declared of Shakespeare: 
“Shakespeare, madam, is obscene, and thank God, we are suf- 
ficiently advanced to have found it out!’’ The Cincinnatians, 
like all their countrymen, then delighted in the Barnum type of 
museum. The chief of the two institutions of this kind in the 
town boasted of wax-works, and a representation of hell with 
lakes of fire, mountains of ice, and imps of ebony, with other 
weird exhibits; but to really scientific collections the people were 
indifferent. They were woefully restricted as to amusements. 
Billiards and cards were forbidden by law, public balls were 
unknown except at Christmas, and there were no concerts or 
dinner-parties. The chief public diversion, beyond any doubt, 
was the frequent revivals, and Mrs. Trollope was justly shocked 
—like other British travellers before and afterwards—at the 
hysteria, coarseness, and irreverence which these religious orgies 
exhibited. She gives many instances, some of them overdrawn, 
of the boorishness of the citizens. The most striking was a col- 
loquy she heard between a rough greasy fellow and President 
Jackson when the latter, filled with grief over the recent loss of 
his wife, passed down the Ohio on a steamboat: 


“General Jackson, I guess?” 

The General bowed assent. 

“Why, they told me you was dead.” 

“No! Providence has hitherto preserved my life!” 

“And is your wife alive too?” 

The General, apparently much hurt, signified the contrary, upon which 
the courtier concluded his harangue by saying, “Aye, I thought it was 
the one or t’other of ye.” 


Much that was exceedingly offensive in Mrs. Trollope’s book 
had at the time a large degree of truth in it, and Americans, as 
the poet-editor Bryant said, would have done well to take it to 
heart. In her pages we find our best account of that affected 
delicacy to which so many visitors of the period allude. At 
Cincinnati a young German gentleman of good manners came 
to her in great anxiety because he had offended one of the leading 
families by pronouncing the word “corset” in the presence of 
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ladies, and did not know how to apologize. At a public garden 
there, a signboard representing a Swiss peasant girl holding a 
scroll evoked the anger of the ladies because the ankles of the 
figure were exposed, and a painter was hastily summoned to add 
a flounce. When Mrs. Trollope visited the Pennsylvania Acad- 
emy in Philadelphia, she found that the gallery of antique statues 
was ordinarily entered by alternate groups of males and females, 
never by the two sexes together, and that the attendant would 
have been horrified if she had gone in when men were present. 
What she says of the emotional excess of camp-meetings; of the 
vapidity, unsociability, and comfortlessness of boarding-house 
life; of the premature aging of laborers’ wives under the burden 
of housework and child-bearing; of the frequency of sharp dealing 
in business; of the lack of interest in literary subjects—“I am 
much mistaken if a hundred untravelled Americans could be 
found, who have read Boileau or La Fontaine”; of American 
boastfulness and lawlessness—all this was founded on just and 
precise observation. Not long after the appearance of her vol- 
ume, the cry of “A Trollope! A Trollope!” was sufficient to 
reduce any ill-mannered person in a theatre or other public place 
to order. 

It is the unfounded and thoroughly malevolent generalizations 
of Mrs. Trollope’s volume which most condemn her judgment. 
She said of Americans that “I do not like their principles, I do 
not like their manners, I do not like their opinions,” and she jus- 
tified herself by making the most egregiously sweeping misstate- 
ments. “I never,” she declared, “saw an American man stand 
or walk well.” “In England the laws are acted upon, in America 
they are not.” “Long, disabling, and expensive fits of sickness 
are incontestably more frequent in every part of America than 
in England.” “Persecution [religious] exists to a degree un- 
known, I believe, in our well-ordered land since the days of Crom- 
well.” “The want of warmth, of interest, of feeling, upon all 
subjects which do not immediately touch their concerns, is uni- 
versal.” “T very seldom, during my whole stay in the country, 
heard a sentence elegantly turned, and correctly pronounced.” 
“In no rank of life do you meet with young women in that de- 
lightful period of existence between childhood and marriage.” 
These are typical utterances, and the few compliments which she 
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paid to the United States weigh as nothing in the balance. She 
thought New York one of the finest cities in the world. She ad- 
mitted that one element of our boasted equality was undeniable— 
that the son of poverty could rise to a position as high as that 
of the son of wealth. She acknowledged that in material well- 
being, the average American was well in advance of the average 
European. The neatness, cleanliness, and attractiveness of 
Philadelphia she genuinely admired. But even her compliments 
were paid in a tone that grates upon the ear. How conspicuous 
was the chip she everywhere carried on her shoulder is evident 
from an incident she relates of travel in New York: 


The coach stopped to take in “a lady” at Vernon; she entered, and 
completely filled the last vacant inch of our vehicle; for “we were 
eight” before. 

But no sooner was she seated, than her beau came forward with a most 
enormous best-bonnet box. He paused for a while to meditate the possi- 
bilities—raised it, as if to place it in our laps—sunk it, as if to put it 
beneath our feet. Both alike appeared impossible; when, in true Yankee 
style, he addressed one of our party with, “If you'll just step out a 
minute, I guess I’ll find room for it.” 

“Perhaps so. But how shall I find room for myself afterwards?” 

This was uttered in European accents, and in an instant half a dozen 
whiskey drinkers stepped from before the whiskey store, and took the 
part of the beau. 

“That’s because you'll be English travellers, I expect, but we have 
travelled in better countries than Europe—we have travelled in America 
—and the box will go, I calculate.” 

We remonstrated on the evident injustice of the proceeding, and I 
ventured to say, that as we had none of us any luggage in the carriage, 
because the space was so very small, I thought a chance passenger could 
have no right so greatly to incommode us. 

“Right !—there they go—that’s just their way—that will do in Europe, 
maybe; it sounds just like English tyranny, now—don’t it? but it won’t 
do here.” And thereupon he began thrusting in the wooden box against 
our legs, with all his strength. 

“No law, sir, can permit such conduct as this.” 

“Law!” exclaimed a gentleman very particularly drunk, “we makes 
our own laws, and governs our own selves.” 

“Law!” echoed another gentleman of Vernon, “this is a free country, 
we have no laws here, and we don’t want no foreign power to tyrannize 
over us.” 

I give the words exactly. It is, however, but fair to state, that the 
party had evidently been drinking more than an usual portion of whiskey, 
but, perhaps, in whiskey, as in wine, truth may come to light. At any 
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rate the people of the Western Paradise follow the Gentiles in this, that 
they are a law unto themselves. 

During this contest, the coachman sat upon the box without saying a 
word, but seemed greatly to enjoy the joke; the question of the box, 
however, was finally decided in our favor by the nature of the human 
material, which cannot be compressed beyond a certain degree. 


After reading such a passage—and there are a dozen such— 
we can understand the unholy joy many Americans must have 
taken in treading upon this lady’s toes. 

Although she found America in arms against Basil Hall’s book, 
and vehemently denying that it contained a single word of truth, 
it is actually a mild and flattering treatise compared with her 
own. Hall assured his readers that he had crossed the Atlantic 
with preconceptions wholly favorable to the United States; and 
so they were, except in one regard. His political convictions 
led him to believe that the American system was radically im- 
perfect as a model for Great Britain. Our type of democracy 
placed no sufficient check upon the blind will of the majority, 
which made the men it elected to office mere tools, not leaders 
—so he said, with what seems to us an amazing disregard of the 
salient political fact of the Jacksonian period, the hero-wor- 
shipping implicitness with which the majority trusted its destinies 
to “Old Hickory.” All his prejudices were aristocratic, and with 
remarkable fatuity he deplored our abolition of primogeniture as 
vulgarizing our society, and argued that our separation of the 
church from the state was the destruction of “the fly-wheel in a 
great engine.” 

The political chapters are thus the poorest part of Hall’s work, 
and he undoubtedly let his prejudices color his observations in 
this field. With keen curiosity, he attended a session of the New 
York Legislature, having been told that the members were chiefly 
farmers, shop-keepers, and country lawyers. A debate upon the 
revision of the State code confirmed his belief that such men 
had no statesmanship. “The whole discussion, indeed, struck 
me as being rather juvenile. The matter was in the highest 
degree commonplace, and the manner of treating it still more so.” 
Yet he thought he saw the inveterate Yankee spirit of brag seize 
upon even this weak exhibition, for he reports one Assemblyman 
as saying, “with a chuckling air of confident superiority, but in 
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perfect good humor,—‘Well, sir, what do you think of us? Don’t 
we tread close on the heels of the mother country?’” It is likely 
that the traveller mistook the tone of this query. To Capt. 
Hall, Washington was simply another Albany upon a larger scale. 
Though he differed from Mrs. Trollope as to the decorum of 
Congress, thinking it excellent, he was bored by the looseness of 
the discussion, and “the long-winded, rambling style of the 
speeches.” Certain real faults of our political system he saw 
clearly enough. He justly condemned the constant injection of 
national politics into our local elections, noting that for the most 
insignificant offices men would stand, not upon their own quali- 
fications, but as Adams men or Jackson men. The partial sub- 
serviency of our State judiciary to the popular caprice also 
offended him, and rightly, though much else that he said about the 
State governments was erroneous. 

In perfect good humor, Capt. Hall mentioned several amusing 
instances of that studied cultivation of hostility to Great Britain 
which English travellers have continued to regret down to recent 
times. He heard some boys spouting furious philippics against 
the mother country at a high school oratorical exhibition. “Grati- 
tude! Gratitude to England!” vociferated one. “What does 
America owe to her? Such gratitude as the young lion owes to 
its dam, which brings it forth on the desert wilds, and leaves it 
to perish there. No! We owe her nothing! For eighteen hun- 
dred years the world had slumbered in ignorance of liberty, and 
of the true rights of freemen. At length America arose in all her 
glory, to give the world the long-desired lesson!”—and so on. 
How, Hall reasonably inquired, could the two lands be on good 
terms while such instruction lasted? 

The social observations of Capt. Hall, as distinguished from 
the political, were on the whole honest, considerate, and above 
all, sagacious. It is true that he liked to make English practise 
his touchstone; that the tendency of democracy seemed to him, 
as to Mrs. Trollope, to lower the level of intellectual attainment, 
and that he asserted, like Matthew Arnold later, that it was 
inimical to distinction of mind or art. But he was never con- 
temptuous or lacking in good will. His picture of Charleston and 
the surrounding region needs only to be compared witb that of 
Faux to be recognized as tolerant and kindly. He thought the 
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American prison system in advance of the British, commenting 
upon the productive labor of the inmates, their better discipline, 
and their educational opportunities. His remarks upon the 
superficiality and lack of thoroughness met in Americans were 
quite fair. In that busy country, he explained, nobody has leisure 
to push any task to meticulous perfection. Instead, they always 
and naturally stop “at that point, where the business in hand 
has reached that condition which is most certain of procuring 
for it a ready market—that is, when it has reached the degree 
of excellence suited to the average taste of the customers.” He 
greatly admired our enterprise in such fields as the distribution 
of ice. In Boston he was told that as much as 3,000 tons an- 
nually were frequently sent to the South. In winter, with a brisk 
north wind, not a pound would be lost before the unloading at 
Charleston began, while in summer, if the ship ran into a hot wave, 
all her cargo had to be pumped overboard before she had passed 
the Virginia Capes. The captain went out of his way to praise 
“the enthusiasm and the talents” enlisted in America in the 
cause of education. 

One of his worst faults was that he was a bad traveller, unable 
to accept the hardships incident to a new country philosophically. 
Taking a steamboat down the Chesapeake to Baltimore, he was 
distressed when night fell to learn that only one passenger in 
three could have a berth, and that they would draw lots for 
sleeping-places. Luckily, the lottery gave him a prize, and he 
did not have to stretch himself, like many others, on the lockers 
or deck. But, oh, he moaned: 


Oh, the misery of a long night on board of a crowded steamboat! 
In the middle of the cabin blazed and smoked a red-hot stove, the fer- 
ruginous vapors of which were mixed with such a steaming and breathing 
of brandy, gin, and tobacco as, for my sins, I have seldom encountered 
before. These miseries were made worse by the half-whispered prosings 
of sundry berthless passengers—interminable personages, who would 
neither sleep themselves, nor allow others to sleep. At last, when I had 
reached a most distracting pitch of restlessness, I got up and tried the 
open deck—but a nipping frost soon drove me below again. The tremor 
from the machinery, the puffing from the waste-pipe, the endless thumping 
from the billets of wood on their way to the furnace, the bawling of the 
engineers, the firemen, the pilots, the captains, stewards, and stewardesses, 
to say nothing of children crying, and the irritating pat-pat-pattering of 
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the paddle-wheels, altogether formed an association of head-rending 
annoyances. . 


So, too, when he travelled by stage from Fredericksburg to 
Richmond, paying $5 for a trip of 66 miles, he first grumbled 
over the early hour for starting, and induced the stage driver to 
defer it from two a.m. to five. The party accompanying Hall 
crowded the vehicle, and he paid for an extra place to keep it 
vacant. It rained, causing more grumbling. “Your feet get 
wet; your clothes become plastered with mud from the wheel; 
the trunks—generally placed with mischievous perversity on their 
edge—drink in half a gallon of water apiece; the gentlemen’s 
coats and boots steam in the confined space; the horses are 
dragged and chafed by the traces; the driver gets his neckcloth 
saturated with moisture;—while everybody’s temper is tried and 
found wanting!” The native Virginian passengers on this trip, 
two planters, fortified themselves at ten separate stops during the 
seventeen hours which the journey required with ten mint juleps 
apiece, but Hall had no taste for such decoctions. The roads, 
as this pace of four miles an hour testifies, were execrable. Still 
another grievance of the Englishman was the poor meals he 
sometimes had to devour. Thus after jolting all day over a 
corduroy road south of Winton, N. C., he was set down, as he 
relates, at a wretched inn table: 


There was no bread, except some lumps of paste, resembling in color, 
weight, and flavor so many knobs of pipe-clay, but got up expressly for 
us by those obliging people as wheaten cakes. Their own corn bread 
was probably very good of its kind, and for those who like it, I dare 
say excellent. There was also fried eggs and bacon, and a dish which 
looked like apple-fritters ; but when the coatings of batter were removed, 
the joints of a small, half-starved hen made their appearance, the whole 
dish forming but one reasonable mouthful. We had brought tea with 
us, fortunately, and with some difficulty we got a little milk for the 
child; but, upon the whole, a worse meal we thought it impossible to 
find—till dinner time came round, and showed us the extent of our 
miscalculations. 


Yet only rarely did Capt. Hall evince that disposition to put 
the worst interpretation on everything he saw which marked Mrs. 
Trollope’s writings. He shook his head over the tippling which 
went on all about him, and states that it was customary in America 
to take a dram during breakfast, another after it, and so on at 


122 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


intervals of from half an hour to two hours a day. But he did 
us the justice to remark that we seldom went beyond tippling to 
drunkenness. A good deal of fault was found by American read- 
ers with his remarks upon the relations here between the two 
sexes. Like Mrs. Trollope and Francis Hall, he deplored the 
excessive strictness of the line drawn to separate men and women. 
It was the same at church, at a cattle fair.in New England— 
though it is hard to see why he should expect women to attend 
a cattle fair—and in the drawing-room. “I seldom observed 
anything in America but the most respectful and icy propriety 
upon all occasions when young people of different sexes were 
brought together. Positively I never once, during the whole 
period I was in that country, saw anything approaching, within 
many degrees, to what we should call a flirtation.” The good 
captain cannot have been very observant; and he should have 
admitted that propriety, even if icy, is better than impropriety. 
But there is no reason to doubt his central assertion that the in- 
fluence of women in American society was not so great as in the 
best English society. Again, while he condemned slavery, and 
declared that when slaves fell under the control of drunken or 
naturally cruel masters, the results were horrible, he had the fair- 
ness to add that in all quarters of the globe, on ships of war, in 
English regiments, and in schools, he had witnessed scenes of as 
revolting tyranny as any Southern planter could well exercise. 
His most interesting passage upon slavery is his picture of a slave 
sale in Washington. 


After various delays, the slave was put up to auction, at the end of 
the passage, near which four or five persons had by this time collected. 
There was a good deal of laughing and talking amongst the buyers, and 
several jests were sported on the occasion, of which their little victim 
took no more notice than if he had been a horse or a dog. In fact, he 
was not a chubby shining little negro, with a flat nose, thick lips, and 
woolly hair, but a slender, delicate-looking youth, more yellow than 
black, with an expression every way suitable, I thought, with the forlorn 
situation in which he was placed—for both his parents, and all his brothers 
and sisters, he told me, had been long ago sold into slavery, and sent to 
the Southern States, Florida or Alabama, he knew not where! 

“Well, gentlemen,” cried the Deputy-Marshal, “will you give us a bid? 
Look at him—as smart a fellow as ever you saw—works like a tiger!” 

One of the spectators called out, “Come, I’ll say 25 dollars”; another 
said 35—another said 4o—and at last 100 dollars were bid for him, 
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From the spot where I was standing, in the corner, behind the rest of 
the party, I could see all that was passing. I felt my pulse accelerating 
at each successive offer, and my cheek getting flushed—for the scene 
was so very new that I almost fancied I was dreaming. 

The interest, after a time, took a different character, to which, how- 
ever, I by no means wished to give utterance, or in any shape to betray; 
but at this moment the Deputy-Marshal, finding the price to hang at 
100 dollars, looked over to me and said, “Do give us a bid, sir—won’t 
you?” 

My indignation was just beginning to boil over at this juncture, and I 
cried out, in answer to this appeal, with more asperity than good sense 
or good breeding—‘“No! no! I thank God we don’t do such things in 
my country!” \ 

“And I wish, with all my heart,” said the auctioneer, in a tone that 
made me sorry for having spoken so hastily, “I wish we did not do such 
things here.” 

“Amen!” said several voices. 

The sale went on. 


Both this little incident and the manner in which it is related 
do credit to the heart of Capt. Hall. Outside the political sphere, 
he made an honest and tactful effort to learn the truth concerning 
American conditions, bustling about at every stop, questioning 
everybody, taking notes, and making sketches with the aid of 
a Camera Lucida. Nor did he regard his own views as infallible. 
He frankly acknowledged in his book that “I have often been so 
much out of humor with the people amongst whom I was wan- 
dering that I have most perversely derived pleasure from meeting 
things to find fault with’—a perversity that all travellers know, 
but few confess. 

The best of all works of American travel, from a literary point 
of view, is to be found in most homes which possess even a mod- 
est collection of books, and should be familiar to most educated 
American adults. It is a little difficult now to comprehend the 
mortification which seized the continent upon the publication of 
Dickens’s “American Notes.”” Undoubtedly a great deal of this 
pain arose from a sense on the part of Americans that their hos- 
pitality had been ill-requited. Enthusiasm during Dickens’s stay 
knew no bounds, and the young author whom the country loved 
as the creator of Pickwick, Oliver Twist, Nicholas Nickleby, and 
Little Nell, was treated as if he had been some great sovereign. 
In Boston his hotel was crowded with deputations from city after 
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city, State after State, begging him for the honor of a visit. In 
New York the ceremonial Dickens dinner, at which Irving pre- 
sided and Bryant spoke, was the greatest event of its kind since 
the Lafayette tour, while the Boz Ball caused more excitement 
than any similar occasion until the visit of the Prince of Wales. 
Tickets for the public receptions to Dickens sold at fabulous 
prices. The press chronicled every movement he made. Presi- 
dent Tyler entertained him at a reception, and the President’s 
daughter-in-law was in ecstasies later to think that he and Irving 
had been speaking to her at the same time. When it was known 
that the novelist was to write a book on his experiences, expecta- 
tion was on tiptoe. Nineteen hours after a copy had reached 
New York it had been reprinted and was on sale. Within two 
days the New York publishers had sold 50,000 copies, and the 
3,000 copies first consigned to Philadelphia were exhausted in 
half an hour. After such lavish hospitality, such worship of his 
genius, Dickens’s criticisms seemed a woful breach of good 
manners. 

But part of the anger caused by the “American Notes” also 
arose from its sure touch upon actual abuses. The three criti- 
cisms which Dickens chiefly emphasized, and by which he most 
hurt our feelings, were upon the subjects of slavery, copyright, 
and our penal system; and upon all three his censures have been 
justified by time. It took the republic exactly half a century 
to accept his contention that it was little better than highway 
robbery in us to allow Tom, Dick, or Harry to steal the fruit 
of an Englishman’s brain by publishing his books without pay- 
ment; but we finally did accept it by our copyright legislation 
of 1892. Many Philadelphians assailed Dickens rancorously be- 
cause he denounced their system of solitary imprisonment as 
inhuman, and declared that the men administering that system 
did not fully realize what they were doing, but within a generation 
more liberal ideas were sweeping the system away. Intelligent 
Southerners of today must honor Dickens for the vigor of his 
reply to the current statement that public opinion would always 
prevent any real cruelty to the slaves: 


; Public opinion ! _Why, public opinion in the slave States is slavery, is 
it not? Public opinion, in the slave States, has delivered the slaves over 
to the gentle mercies of their masters. Public opinion has made the 
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laws, and denied them legislative protection. Public opinion has knotted 
the lash, heated the branding iron, loaded the rifle, and shielded the mur- 
derer. Public opinion threatens the abolitionist with death, if he ven- 
tures to the South; and drags him with a rope about his middle, in broad 
unblushing noon, through the first city in the East. Public opinion has, 
within a few years, burned a slave alive at a slow fire in the city of 
St. Louis; and public opinion has to this day maintained upon the bench 
that estimable Judge who charged the jury, impanelled there to try his 
murderers, that their most horrid deed was an act of public opinion, and 
being so, must not be punished by the laws the public sentiment had 
made. Public opinion hailed this doctrine with a howl of wild applause, 
and set the prisoners free, to walk the city, men of mark, and influence, 
and station, as they had been before. 


And what an enormous number of flattering, kindly, cheery 
compliments Charles Dickens, who himself had been a poor boy 
of the slightest formal education, who by hard work as well as 
genius had raised himself to be the idol of two nations, and who 
was a thorough democrat, paid the continent which lionized and 
féted him! In Boston, where he landed, he was all praise for 
the courtesy and attention of the Custom House officers, so dif- 
ferent from the similar functionaries at home; for the Tremont 
House, a hostelry which he found hardly smaller than Bedford 
Square; for the hospitality of the many citizens who offered him 
their church-pews and other kindnesses; for the brightness, clean- 
ness, and general attractiveness of the city and its suburbs; and 
for the intellectual refinement of Boston and Cambridge alike. 
He declared that “the public institutions and charities of this 
capital of Massachusetts are as nearly perfect, as the most con- 
siderate wisdom, benevolence, and humanity can make them.” 
He had no words too high for Dr. S. G. Howe’s work with the 
dumb and blind. When he visited the factories at Lowell, and 
compared them with the mills of Manchester, he admired the 
superior health, dress, and manners of the working girls, the 
pleasantness of the workrooms, the company hospitals, and the 
amusements of the employees, amusements that in Europe would 
be deemed “above their class.” The contrast between their lot 
and that of the English factory girls, he said, was a contrast 
“between the Good and the Evil, the living light and deepest 
shadow.” 

Few visitors have spoken more admiringly of the neat rural 
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scene of New England than Dickens. Coming to New York 
city, he found more to criticize. He had a severe word for the 
Tombs prison, where the inmates were without proper exercise 
or light, and another for the swine which still wandered the 
streets, gaunt, ugly brutes with blotched, diseased-looking hides, 
long legs, and such tremendous snouts that they hardly looked 
like hogs at all. But he had also many good words for the energy 
of the community, the gay dress of the people, and the deep 
leafy green squares. Philadelphia was ‘“‘a handsome city,” with 
a wonderful water system, and what he saw of Philadelphia soci- 
ety, he avowed, “I greatly liked.” So much for the three leading 
municipalities of the country. He ventured to offer few gen- 
eralizations upon the United States, his book being almost wholly 
descriptive, and very little analytic. Some of these are unflat- 
tering, to say the least; for he thought that the Americans had 
a dull and gloomy character, that they were too suspicious and 
jealous of one another, that they had a weakness for “smart” 
business transactions, and that their devotion to trade stifled 
their interest in the refinements, both cultural and social, of life. 
Yet he also declared that “they are, by nature, frank, brave, cor- 
dial, hospitable, and affectionate,” and asserted that he had never 
in England been so won upon by new acquaintances as he had 
been here by the educated Americans. He throws out in passing 
many such agreeable comments as the following: 


By the way, whenever an Englishman would cry “All right!” an Amer- 
ican cries “Go ahead!” which is somewhat expressive of the national 
character of the two countries. 


It was the West that came off worst from Dickens’s pen, and 
yet, if we keep only the “American Notes” in mind, without 
thinking of “Martin Chuzzlewit,” we cannot call it shockingly 
severe treatment. The spitting was no doubt just as bad as he 
describes it in his account of the Pennsylvania canal-boat—“a 
perfect storm and tempest of spitting.” There were no doubt 
many Westerners just as impertinently curious as the man who 
insisted on knowing where Dickens had bought his fur overcoat, 
and what he had paid for it, and what it weighed, and whether 
his watch was French, and where he had acquired it, and so on, 
The dirty loafers whom the novelist saw lounging at roadside 
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inns along the stage route in Ohio could be duplicated now at 
the railway stations of Ohio villages. If Dickens misrepresented 
a typical log inn of northern Ohio by speaking of its “bugs,” 
then scores of other British and American guests at like inns have 
lied. He thought the prairies monotonous, and so they were; 
he thought the Mississippi a frowsy, muddy stream, with low, 
unhealthy-looking banks, and so it was. But it ought also to be 
remembered that he spoke well of many of his fellow-travellers, 
and that his idyllic picture of one little mother who met her hus- 
band at St. Louis was thought by the critic Jeffrey to be the 
finest page he ever wrote. He testified that never once, during 
his American travels, did he see a woman “exposed to the slightest 
act of rudeness, incivility, or even inattention.” Pittsburgh 
(“beautifully situated”), Cincinnati (“a beautiful city; cheerful, 
thriving, and animated”), and Columbus (“clean and pretty’’) 
have reason to treasure the kind statements Dickens made of 
them and the surrounding country. 

After all, Dickens’s chief mistake, as Andrew Lang said, was 
his failure to manifest that kind of tact which is simply a gentler 
word for cowardice. An older, shrewder, and less self-assertive 
man than he would have been as non-committal as was Thackeray 
after his American tour; and we should be thankful that he was 
not so worldly-wise as to restrain his pen. The resentment of 
Americans was the greater from their knowledge that he was 
perfectly honest, and that he had the ear of the world and of 
posterity. President Felton of Harvard admitted that our 
prowess in tobacco-spitting was quite as appalling as Dickens 
represented it to be, and a well-known passage in Thoreau’s “Cape 
Cod” bears him out; but the America of 1840 did not want the 
fault advertised to the world. Our best newspapers said of Con- 
gress just what Dickens said, that although it contained statesmen 
as eminent as Clay and Webster, it also contained many profli- 
gate politicians who owed their seats to corrupt party machines. 
His comments upon the pigs of Broadway were decidedly less 
scorching than those in which editors had been indulging since 
the very beginning of the century. What he said of our rowdy 
press harmonized precisely with the comments which religious 
bodies and sober citizens were making upon the Herald, and with 
the bitterness against James Gordon Bennett which made him an 


128 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


outcast from the best society during his whole life. He illus- 
trated his remarks upon our too-frequent duels and assassinations 
with excerpts from the current newspapers which spoke for them- 
selves. But for Dickens to praise Niagara, or the Alleghanies, 
or Irving, or the decorum of a White House reception enthusi- 
astically, as he did, could not earn him the forgiveness of men 
who writhed under his immortal indictment of our faults. 

A feeble and impertinent reply to Dickens was made in 1843 
in an anonymous pamphlet called “Change for American Notes,” 
which undertook to draw an acid picture of the evils flourishing 
in John Bull’s Island. Asa matter of fact, of course, no one had 
more sharply attacked English abuses—the workhouses, the 
wretched boarding schools, the slums, the election bribery, the 
debtors’ prisons—than the novelist himself; “what English insti- 
tution has he spared from the highest to the lowest that con- 
tained abuses?” asked the National Quarterly Review a little 
later. The “Change for American Notes” deserves a place on 
the considerable shelf of American replies to British criticism 
published in these years, some of which displayed marked con- 
troversial ability. Prominent among these efforts were J. K. 
Paulding’s “The United States and England” (1815), Robert 
Walsh’s “Appeal from the Judgments of Great Britain” (1818), 
Paulding’s “John Bull in America” (1824), Cooper’s “Notions of 
the Americans” (1828), and Irving’s tactful essay, “English 
Writers on America,” in the “Sketch Book.” Basil-Hall’s book 
evoked an able anonymous essay, known to be written by Richard 
Biddle, in the North American Review, a magazine that con- 
sistently and effectively defended the United States from its 
English assailants. 

The one writer of this period besides Mrs. Trollope who was 
grossly prejudiced was the Rev. Isaac Fidler, an Anglican divine 
of stiff, pompous, impracticable temper, who came to America 
in 1832 unwilling to abate a jot of his English accent, manners, 
or other anfractuosities, and with the ridiculous belief that he 
would instantly fall into a fat benefice. His disappointment 
soured his temper, already sufficiently crabbed. The chief inter- 
est of his book lies in its unconscious absurdity. When offered 
a situation in Ohio, he declined any such “exile,” saying that 
the manners of the people were bad enough in the East, and that 
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he knew they could not be improved by contiguity to forests, 
bears, and Indians. In Boston he called upon the well-known 
German-American scholar and liberal, Francis Lieber, and 
straightway fell into a heated quarrel with him about Basil Hall 
and the comparative state of the arts in England and America. 
Shaking his fist under Dr. Lieber’s nose, vociferating that “I am 
greatly mistaken if any first-rate professional man exists in all 
America,” and that “There is hardly any village in England 
which does not possess residents of greater learning than in almost 
any large town in the United States,” Dr. Fidler bounced out of 
the house in a rage. A few days later we find him at the home 
of the affable lawyer and linguist, John Pickering. He distin- 
guished himself there by telling a boy of sixteen, a friend of the 
Pickering family, that he ought to be caned for the laziness and 
negligence he had shown in his Sanscrit studies, quarreling with 
two other guests of the house, and dashing back to his lodgings 
to write the astonished Mr. Pickering a note in which he de- 
clared: ‘England, as a nation, is among the nations what her 
aristocracy is among the aristocracies of the earth; she stands 
supreme, and will do so for generations. . . . The native Ameri- 
cans sit wrapped up in self-complacency, and inhale the grateful 
fragrance of slavish adulation.” 

Not much offence could be taken from the jeremiads of this 
priest who wrote himself down an ass in every paragraph in which 
he attacked us. Fidler loved such bits of Christian charity as 
the verdict, “There is no dependence to be placed upon the prom- 
ises or friendships of any person in this country.” He loved 
such veracious statements as that in Boston “the soldiers were 
brutally insulted and stoned by the American rabble, previous 
to any bloodshed in revolutionary battles.” As a climax, he states 
that the Americans carry their principle of every man for him- 
self to such an extent that in the great cholera epidemic of 1835 
in New York, which he witnessed, the very doctors abandoned 
their stricken patients to hasten from the city. In short, Fidler 
makes up with Faux, Ashe, and Mrs. Trollope a quartette that 
happily stood alone until Sir Lepel Griffin arrived. 

A varying but always considerable degree of amiability was 
evinced by Captain Marryat, Thomas Hamilton, and Charles 
Augustus Murray. The first-named gave voice to a variety of 
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wrongheaded Tory opinions, such as that the absence of an estab- 
lished church conduced to irreligion; while he made the ludicrous 
mistake of predicting that in twenty or thirty years, if let alone 
by the wretched Abolitionists, most of the South would volun- 
tarily become free soil. But he found some surprising objects 
for commendation. Unlike the generality of British travellers 
of that day, he pronounced Washington “an agreeable city, full 
of pleasant, clever people,” while his account of Philadelphia, 
with its Sabbath-like quiet, shining cleanliness, and an array of 
libraries, museums, and other institutions “very superior to those 
of any other city or town in America, Boston not excepted,” was 
equally generous. While he gives some amusing instances of 
bad manners among the Americans, he lays no extreme emphasis 
upon our spitting, our city piggeries, and our other more deplor- 
able faults. Probably the worst of these illustrations is an inci- 
dent which occurred while he was travelling from Louisville to 
Baltimore. He stopped at an inn, quite worn out, and two hours 
later was aroused by a man who entered his room without knock- 
ing, and demanded whether he was Captain Marryat. The novel- 
ist assented: 


“Well, now,” said he, giving a jump and coming down right upon the 
bed in his great coat, “I'll just tell you; I said to the chap at the bar, 
‘Ain’t the Captain in your house?’ ‘Yes,’ says he. ‘Then where is he?’ 
says I. ‘Oh,’ says he, ‘he’s gone into his own room, and locked himself 
up; he’s a d—d aristocrat, and won’t drink at the bar with other gentle- 
men.’ So thought I, I’ve read Marryat’s works, and I’ll be swamped if 
he is an aristocrat, and by the ’tarnal I’ll go up and see; so here I am, 
and you’re no aristocrat.” 

“I should think not,” replied I, moving my feet away, which he was 
half sitting on. 

“O, don’t move; never mind me, Captain, I’m quite comfortable. And 
how do you find yourself by this time?” 

“Very tired, indeed,” replied I. 

“I suspicion as much. Now, d’ye see, I left four or five good fellows 
down below who wish to see you; I said I’d go up first and come down 
to them. The fact is, Captain, we don’t like you should pass through 
our town without showing you a little American hospitality.” 

So saying he slid off the bed, and went out of the room. In a minute 
he returned, bringing with him four or five others, all of whom he intro- 
duced by name, and reseated himself on my bed, while the others took 
chairs. 


“Now, gentlemen,” said he, “as I was telling the Captain, we wish to 


INTRODUCTION: SECOND PERIOD 131 


show him a little American hospitality; what shall it be, gentlemen; 
what d’ye say—a bottle of Madeira?” 

An immediate answer not being returned he continued, 

“Yes, gentlemen, a bottle of Madeira; at my expense, gentlemen, 
recollect that; now ring the bell.” 


“I shall be most happy to take a glass of wine with you,” observed I, 
“but in my own room the wine must be at my expense.” : 

“At your expense, Captain; well, if it must be, I don’t care; at your 
expense, then, Captain, if you say so; only you see, we must show you a 
little American hospitality, as I said to them all down below; didn’t I, 
gentlemen?” 

The wine was ordered, and it ended in my hospitable friends drinking 
three bottles; and then they all shook hands with me, declaring how 
happy they should be if I came to the town again, and allowed them to 
show me a little more American hospitality, 

Few books of American travel in this period were more widely 
read and discussed than Thomas Hamilton’s delightfully written 
“Men and Manners in America” (1833), by the author of a popu- 
lar but long-since forgotten novel of the day. He also had his 
conservative political prejudices, but he formed a very just idea 
of the American character. 

The Americans were inferior to Englishmen in book-education, 
Hamilton decided, and the tone of their conversation in even the 
best circles was pitched in a lower intellectual key; but they 
were inferior to no nation on earth in the knowledge acquired 
by actual observation, and possessing immediate practical utility. 
As for manners, he thought those of the New York merchants as 
good as those of similar groups in London or Liverpool, while 
the gentility of the best Southern circles was admirable. Like 
Dickens and others, he was shocked to hear the “cuteness” of 
sharp or even fraudulent business transactions openly praised, 
a proof of our low standard of commercial morality. But he 
anticipated Dickens in his tribute to American hospitality, saying 
that it was equalled in no other country, and that nowhere else 
in the world would a man seeking acquaintances be so likely to 
find friends. He also took the occasional discourtesies which 
he met equably. Thus at a Worcester inn—perhaps the self- 
same inn where Dickens passed so pleasantly quiet a night—he 
found the fire surrounded by a crowd of stockmen and others, 
and had to elbow his way to get any warmth. They devoured a 
colossal supper of beefsteaks, broiled chicken, ham, cold turkey, 
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toast, “a kind of crumpet called waffles,” and so on, and settled 
down to a babel of commercial talk, all wearing “the same keen 
and callous expression of worldly anxiety.” All this Hamilton 
described in a spirit of picturesque enjoyment rather than of 
censure. In England, he informs us, the man who wants to go 
to bed rings for the chambermaid; in American inns like that 
at Worcester, he goes to the bar and asks for a candle, receiving 
also a key to Room 63, which he hunts up unaided. Though 
it is the depth of winter, the uncurtained bed has only the scantiest 
coverlets and the poorest excuse for a pillow, but a tip to the 
servant-girl soon makes everything right. Only rarely do we 
catch a captious accent in Hamilton’s book, as in the last sentence 
of his description of a breakfast scene at Niblo’s Hotel in New 
York: 


The contrast of the whole scene, with that of an English breakfast 
table, was striking enough. Here was no loitering nor lounging; no 
dipping into newspapers; no apparent lassitude of appetite; no intervals 
of repose in mastication; but all was hurry, bustle, clamor, and voracity, 
and the business of repletion went forward, with a rapidity altogether 
unexampled. The strenuous efforts of the company were, of course, soon 
rewarded with success. Departures, which had begun even before I took 
my place at the table, became every instant more numerous, and in a few 
minutes the hall had become what Moore beautifully describes in one of 
his songs, “a banquet hall deserted.” The appearance of the table under 
such circumstances, was by no means gracious either to the eye or the 
fancy. It was strewed thickly with the disjecta membra of the enter- 
tainment. Here, lay fragments of fish, somewhat unpleasantly odorifer- 
ous; there, the skeleton of a chicken; on the right, a mustard-pot upset, 
and the cloth, passim, defiled with stains of eggs, coffee, gravy—but I 
will not go on with the picture. One nasty custom, however, I must 
notice. Eggs, instead of being eaten from the shell, are poured into a 
wineglass, and after being duly and disgustingly churned up with butter 
and condiment, the mixture, according to the degree of fluidity, is forth- 
with either spooned into the mouth, or drunk off like a liquid. 


The echoes of indignation over Basil Hall’s and Mrs. Trollope’s 
books had not died down when an accomplished gentleman of 
the British court, Charles Augustus Murray, published a two 
volume work (1839) which had a distinctly emollient effect. 
The fruit of three years of sight-seeing, it was painstakingly 
polite. “Let not sneers, nor petty interests, nor petty jealousies 
sever these ties of ancient kindred,” was his fervent wish in 
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closing his book. Though he found some traits that displeased 
him, he almost always managed to attach saving reservations to 
his censure. He went out of his way to deny the charge made 
by certain fellow-Britons that the Yankee is suspicious, hard, 
and avaricious, instancing several occasions on which men had 
advanced him money on a draft without a pennyworth of security 
or a moment of hesitation. He denied that the taverns were bad, 
asserting that he had tried them in several States, and that he had 
“never had reason to complain of want of cleanliness, good vict- 
uals, or civility.” It was a general complaint of our visitors 
then, and for long afterwards, that meals could not be had except 
at stated hours. On the contrary, remarked Murray, he had 
often arrived at his inn at unseasonable moments, and within a 
few minutes had always been supplied with beefsteaks, potatoes, 
eggs, and other comestibles. 

Of the kindliness of Americans also he says much. Near Lees- 
burgh, Va., one dark night, his wagon broke down in the midst 
of a terrific rainstorm. He made his way to the nearest house, 
which proved to be a tavern, and poured his tale of woe into the 
ear of the aged proprietor. The latter “told me that I was wel- 
come to his servant, horse, and cart to transport my luggage to the 
city, and that he should charge me nothing. I think it right to 
record this among the many refutations (which my experience 
affords) to the accusation of rudeness, so frequently and unjustly 
brought against the Americans.” 

Later in his travels, Murray was engaged in some land busi- 
ness in the northern neck of Virginia, a backwoods country. 
Every night, after a day’s ride, his little party sought out the 
nearest cabin. ‘We were in every instance kindly and hos- 
pitably received,” he assures his readers; “and though our hosts 
were in many instances very poor, we got generally a good supper 
of Indian corn cakes, buckwheat and wheat bread, coffee, milk, 
and broiled pork or venison, and slept comfortably, sometimes 
on beds, and sometimes in blankets, cloaks, or buffalo-skins, on 
the floor.” Nothing that such a kindly man could say would 
grate on even the sensitive ear of the thirties. He denied the 
existence of a true social republicanism in the East, pointing to 
certain distinctions of wealth and family so strongly marked 
there. In the West he was shocked, like the Earl of Carlisle a 
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little later, by a profanity that he believed unparalleled in the 
wide world—probably he heard some of the steamboat captains 
and mates whose powers in this direction have been celebrated 
by Mark Twain. He did not like Trumbull’s paintings in the 
Capitol, nor the ruinous tomb at Mount Vernon, nor the ugly, 
uncomfortable character of the city of Washington. But in con- 
clusion he insisted that no Briton should regard the land of the 
Yankees too smugly. ‘Neither our own manners nor morals are 
so faultless as to justify our indulging in a tone of censure, sar- 
casm, or satire upon those of the Americans. I would remind 
you that many of the peculiar characteristics which we some- 
times criticize so severely in them, are the very same traits which 
French, German, and other European writers have observed as 
marking our own national character.” 

A fairly good picture of life in certain Mississippi River towns 
in the thirties can be pieced together from Murray’s pages. He 
went as far west as Fort Leavenworth, and roughed it well on 
the frontier, sleeping in the open and eating badger-meat with 
gusto. He liked the frank democracy of the West. For example, 
he had seen the clerk of a steamboat and a grocer in a small 
Missouri River village sit down to grog and a hand at cards with 
a member of Congress and an army officer, the four laughing, 
swearing, and chatting together, and calling each other familiarly 
by their first names. But he did not like the gambling on the 
steamboats, where he saw $600 staked on a single card. Nor 
did he like the violence which he met in some places: 


The village of Keokuk is the lowest and most blackguard place that 
I have yet visited: its population is composed chiefly of the watermen 
who assist in loading and unloading the keelboats, and in towing them 
up when the rapids are too strong for the steam-engines. They are a 
coarse and ferocious caricature of the London bargemen, and their chief 
occupation seems to consist in drinking, fighting, and gambling. One 
fellow, who was half drunk (or, in western language, “corned”), was 
relating with great satisfaction how he had hid himself in a wood that 
skirted the road, and (in time of peace) had shot an unsuspecting and 
inoffensive Indian, who was passing with a wild turkey on his shoulder: 
he concluded by saying that he had thrown the body into a thicket, and 
had taken the bird home for his own dinner. He seemed quite proud of 
his exploit, and said that he would as soon shoot an Indian as a fox or 
an otter. I thought he was only making an idle boast; but some of the 


INTRODUCTION: SECOND PERIOD 135 


bystanders assured me that it was a well known fact, and yet he had 
never been either tried or punished. This murderer is called a Christian, 
and his victim a heathen! 


Galena was, according to the traveller, an equally vicious town, 
for alongside the honest immigrants from Cornwall, Ireland, and 
Germany, it had attracted many escaped criminals and army 
deserters to work in its mines. The wages were so high that they 
spent little more than half their time at work, and the remaining 
half in drinking, gambling, quarreling, dirking, and pistolling one 
another. Dubuque was still another town of the same type. 
All up and down the Mississippi lynchings were frequent. Five 
men had been strung up in Vicksburg alone during the summer 
of 1835 for alleged offences that, even if proved, did not justify 
capital punishment. Murder was actually a good deal more com- 
mon than larceny or house-breaking, for “so easily are money 
and food here obtained by labor, that it seems scarcely worth a 
man’s while to steal.” It must have been a decided relief to 
Murray to come to St. Louis and find it a dull little city. The 
manners of the people were actually prim. When the English- 
man went to a ball, he was surprised by the mode of dancing. 
“No imagination can conceive the rolling, the swinging, the 
strange undulations of the rotary pair,” he tells us; “they fre- 
quently hold each other only by one hand, and the lady places 
her idle hand on her waist; while the gentleman flourishes his 
gracefully either above his own or his partner’s head, or assigns 
to it some resting-place no less extraordinary than its movements. 
In some circles in the South, elbow-waltzing alone is permitted; 
the lady’s waist is forbidden ground, and the gentleman is com- 
pelled to hold her by the points of the elbows.” 

But the most comforting book to which Americans of this 
period could turn after Mrs. Trollope and Dickens was Miss 
Martineau’s “Society in America,” for it was a thorough analysis, 
and yet emphatically favorable, and it came from a writer of 
authority. Her design was “to compare the existing state of 
society in America with the principles on which it is professedly 
founded,” a severe basis of comparison, to say the least. It was 
written after a most searching examination of every section, for 
she resided months at a time in each, was entertained in every 
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type of home from the White House to the log cabin, met nearly 
all the leaders of thought and affairs, and visited scores of public 
institutions. Obviously, we were far behind our professed prin- 
ciples, but she thought us, in general, well in advance of Europe. 
Politically, Miss Martineau was especially warm in approba- 
tion. At first she had some doubt whether the will of the major- 
ity actually controlled the government, but she soon recognized 
that its ultimate ascendancy upon any issue was certain. She 
admired the division of authority between the States and the 
nation, she approved of the low cost with which we administered 
affairs, and she marked our intense patriotism. At first, too, she 
was alarmed to hear so much of the President’s patronage and 
the evils connected therewith, but this talk she decided was exag- 
gerated. The abolition riots of the time convinced her that 
allegiance to the law was weaker than it should be, while she was 
shocked to find that the word hatred was not too strong for our 
sectional prejudices; yet she affirmed that nullification was only 
a passing cloud, and seems to have feared little from domestic 
quarrels. The political disabilities under which women labored 
naturally struck her, as they did Fanny Wright, as indefensible 
in a democracy, though Europe exhibited the same evil. On the 
whole, she agreed with Washington that our government ap- 
proached nearer to perfection than any other which the world had 
yet seen. Catching the spirit of the Jacksonian era, she pre- 
dicted an irresistible and peaceful advance towards “an uncom- 
promising democracy.” Her horror of the “moral evils, the un- 
speakable vices and woes, of slavery,” was qualified by the same 
hopefulness for the future. She was confident that universal 
emancipation lay not far in the future, for once it was generally 
perceived that the abolition of slavery must take place, the Amer- 
icans would not long let the great principle be obstructed by 
details, They “have done more difficult things than this,” she 
said, with unwise optimism, “though none assuredly greater.” 
Miss Martineau laid it down as a fact that the manners of the 
Americans were the best she had ever seen. Some exceptions 
to the rule she pointed out with considerable sharpness. The 
only vulgarity she met was the vulgarity of an aristocracy of 
mere wealth. In Philadelphia, where she went much into society 
she found that the Chestnut Street ladies had nothing to do with 
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the Arch Street ladies; the former families traced their fortunes 
to their grandfathers, the latter only to their fathers. In New 
York she observed that the merchants rose early, snatched a 
hasty breakfast, and toiled in the heat and dust of Pearl Street 
all day, while their wives bought $100 bonnets and other ex- 
travagances. She could not understand why these households 
did not live more economically, and thus permit their heads to 
work less violently. Taking the country as a whole, the only 
circumstances which impressed her unpleasantly were the appar- 
ent coldness and indifference of people in hotels and shops: the 
tobacco-chewing and spitting, a “nauseous subject” which she 
dismissed in a paragraph; the harsh tone of voice, especially in 
New England; and at first, but not later, the prosy, droll style 
of conversation. She was able to look with humor upon many 
of the idiosyncrasies of the time, as, for example, the practise 
of calling women either ladies or females. Thus she quotes a 
rhetorical question from a religious lecturer: ‘Who were last 
at the cross? Ladies. Who were first at the sepulchre? 
Ladies.” Naturally enough, she was not a little puzzled to recon- 
cile the good nature of all Americans with their habit of killing 
each other at the drop of a hat—with the fact, for example, that 
in 1834 New Orleans had more duels than days in the year, and 
fifteen in a single Sunday morning. Indeed, our easy-going 
acceptance of minor hardships and annoyances dismayed her. 
Once, travelling in Virginia, her party was kept waiting inter- 
minably for a meal that, when served, proved wretched: 


Everything on the table was sour; it seemed as if studiously so. The 
conflict between our appeties and the disgust of the food was ridiculous. 
We all presently gave up but the ravenous driver. He tried the bread, 
the coffee, the butter, and all were too sour for a second mouthful; so 
were the eggs, and the ham, and the steak. No one ate anything, and 
the charge was as preposterous as the delay; yet our paymaster made 
no objection to the way we were treated. When we were off again, I 
asked him why he had been so gracious as to appear satisfied. 

“This is a newly opened road,” he replied; “the people do not know 
yet how the world lives. They have probably no idea that there is better 
food than they set before us.” 

“But do you not think it would be a kindness to inform them?” 

“They did their best for us, and I should be sorry to hurt their 
feelings.” 

“Then you would have them go through life on bad food, and inflict- 
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ing it on other people, lest their feelings should be hurt at their being 
told how to provide better. Do you suppose that all the travellers who 
come this way will be as tender of the lady’s feelings?” 

“Ves, I do. You see the driver took it very quietly.” 

In New England this keen-sighted woman was inclined to 
censure the excessive caution of the people, and especially their 
fear of brooking public opinion; when Dr. Channing’s essay on 
slavery appeared, many people refused to read or discuss it. In 
the South, on the contrary, she condemned an excessive reck- 
lessness. Next to slavery, her harshest remarks were reserved 
for the position of women in America. She summed it up in a 
sentence—“woman’s intellect is confined, her morals crushed, her 
health ruined, her weaknesses encouraged, and her strength pun- 
ished.” The education of women was limited to a few ornamental 
pursuits, they incurred the horror of all about them if they 
evinced any freedom of mind in deciding what was their duty, 
instead of letting their parents or husbands decide it, and they 
lived an inactive domestic life, refusing all outdoor exercise. 
In all sections it was difficult, and in some impossible, for women 
to earn their own bread, only five occupations being open to 
them—teaching, needle-work, mill-work, work in printing offices, 
and the keeping of boarding-houses. However, we may gather 
from her own remarks upon children that she drew too dark a 
picture. American boys and girls, she said, “have the advantage 
of the best possible discipline, that of activity and self-depend- 
ence.” The effects of this self-dependence often extended from 
girlhood to womanhood. 

Miss Martineau’s conclusion was stated with entire confidence. 
The American people, she said, had already realized many objects 
for which the rest of the world was still struggling; and they 
could not be discouraged by their faults, for they “are in pos- 
session of the glorious certainty that time and exertion will in- 
fallibly secure all wisely desired objects.” Such was the verdict 
of the most thorough student of American life and institutions in 
the decade that we think of as a period of British abuse. It was 
not really a period of abuse at all, but simply a time of mixed 
criticism and praise, with the former a larger element than either 


before or afterward; but we insisted upon remembering the blame, 
and forgetting the praise. 


A NAVAL OFFICER SEES ALL SECTIONS, 1827-28 * 


By Captain Basitt Hau 


Basil Hall, the son of a well-known Scotch geologist, was born in 
Edinburgh in 1788, and educated at the High School there. He entered 
the navy at the age of thirteen, saw active service during the Napoleonic 
Wars, and rose to the rank of post-captain in 1817. Amid his naval 
duties he preserved a marked taste for the scientific and literary, made 
ethnographical observations in the strange lands he visited, and wrote 
many valuable papers. In 1816, the year in which he accompanied Lord 
Amherst’s embassy to China, he was made a fellow of the Royal Society. 
He interviewed Napoleon at St. Helena, an event to which he alludes in 
his American travels. During 1820-22 he was stationed on the Pacific 
Coast of South America and Mexico, and in 1824 he published two 
volumes of a journal kept while in this service. His retirement the 
same year was followed by his marriage to Margaret, daughter of Sir 
John Hunter, and he thenceforth devoted himself to travel, study, and 
writing. His first long tour, in company with his wife and their infant 
daughter, was to Canada and the United States in 1827-28. It is not 
by his account of it, however, that he is chiefly remembered in Great 
Britain, but by his interesting “Fragments of Voyages and Travels,” 
which were published in three series of three volumes each during the 
years 1831-40, and which have been frequently reprinted. He also wrote 
a romance, “Schloss Hainfeld” (1836), and a volume of sketches entitled 
“Patchwork” (1841). He died insane at Portsmouth three years later. 

In the year following his return from his American tour, Captain Hall 
published his “Travels in North America” in three volumes (London, 
1829). They had a remarkable popularity in Great Britain, reaching 
their third edition in 1830, and were reprinted in the United States and 
read with even greater avidity. Captain Hall landed at New York, and 
his first volume treats of his tour through that State to Niagara, and in 
Canada; the second volume offers his observations upon New England 
and the Middle States as far south as Baltimore; while the third is 
devoted to the South and the Mississippi. The author was a bluff, 
honest, clear-headed, practical-minded mariner, whose High-Tory preju- 
dices were all inimical to the crude democratic society he found in 


* From “Travels in North America in the Years 1827 and 1828.” Edin- 
burgh, 1829. Volume I, chapters 1, 4, 5; volume II, chapter 10; volume 
III, chapter 8. 
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America, who had little tact with which to smooth his way, and who 
candidly sets down his displeasure with all that he disliked. His style 
is without elegance, but it speaks the man, and its dignity, which is evi- 
dent particularly in the avoidance of all personal allusions, is a good 
trait. His is one of the first works of the kind to avoid the guidebook 
structure, and to aim at a truly analytical goal. 

Hall’s “Travels” exasperated the American public as had no earlier 
British work, and an astonishing chorus of rage went up from the press. 
Mrs. Trollope correctly says that “the book was read in city, town, 
village, and hamlet, steamboat, and stage-coach, and a sort of war- 
whoop was sent forth unprecedented in my recollection upon any occa- 
sion whatever.” Men told her that the volume did not contain one word 
of truth from beginning to end; she was gravely assured that the British 
Government had commissioned Hall to write down the republic to check 
the growing admiration expressed for the United States in British cir- 
cles; and an anonymous volume was published for the purpose not only 
of refuting the captain, but of assailing his character and morals. In 
short, the work produced a “moral earthquake” which had not entirely 
subsided when she left America in the summer of 1831. Mrs. Trollope 
warmly defended the book as a moderate though penetrating statement 
of American merits and defects. 


Metropolitan Hotels and Shops 


A THOUSAND years would not wipe out the recollection of our 
first breakfast at New York. At eight o’clock we hurried from 
the packet, and though certainly I most devoutly love the sea, 
which has been my home for more than half my life, I must 
honestly acknowledge having leaped on shore with a light heart, 
after four weeks of confinement. Few naval officers, I suspect, 
be they ever so fond of their business afloat, ever come to relish 
another ship, after commanding one of their own. 

The Florida, our good packet, during the night had been drawn 
alongside of the wharf, so that we had nothing more to do than 
step on shore, stow ourselves into a hackney coach, and drive 
off. This carriage was of the nicest description, open both in 
front, and at the sides, and was drawn by small, sleek, high-bred 
horses, driven by a mulatto, whose broken lingo reminded me of 
the West Indies. 

As we passed along, many things recalled the seaports of Eng- 
land to my thoughts, although abundant indications of another 
country lay on all hands. The signs over the shop doors were 
written in English; but the language we heard spoken was differ- 
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ent in tone from what we had been accustomed to. Still it was 
English. Yet there was more or less of a foreign air in all we 
saw, especially about the dress and gait of the men. Negroes 
and negresses also were seen in abundance on the wharfs. The 
form of most of the wheeled carriages was novel; and we encoun- 
tered several covered vehicles, on which was written in large 
characters, ICE. I was amused by observing over one of the 
stores, as the shops are called, a great, staring, well-wigged 
figure painted on the sign, under which was written, Lord Eldon. 
A skinny row of white law books explained the mystery. The 
whole seemed at times, more like a dream than a sober reality. 
For there was so much about it that looked like England, that we 
half fancied ourselves back again; and yet there was quite enough 
to show in the next instant, that it was a very different country. 
This indistinct, dreamy kind of feeling, lasted for several days; 
after which it gradually faded away before a different set of im- 
pressions, which will be described in their turn. 

But I am quite forgetting the glorious breakfast! We had 
asked merely for some fresh shad, a fish reported to be excellent, 
as indeed it proved. But a great steaming, juicy beefsteak, also 
made its appearance, flanked by a dish of mutton cutlets. The 
shad is a native of American waters, I believe exclusively, and if 
so, it is almost worthy of a voyage across the Atlantic to make 
its acquaintance. To these viands were added a splendid ar- 
rangement of snow-white rolls, regiments of hot toast, with oceans 
of tea and coffee. I have not much title, they tell me, to the 
name of gourmand, or epicure; nevertheless, I do frankly plead 
guilty to having made upon this occasion a most enormous break- 
fast; as if resolved to make up at one unconscionable meal, the 
eight-and-twenty preceding unsatisfactory diurnal operations of 
this nature, which had intervened since our leaving the good 
cheer of Liverpool. No ship, indeed, could be more bountifully 
supplied than our packet; but, alas for the sea! manage it as 
you will, the contrast between it and the shore, I am sorry to 
say, is very great. Nothing but shame, I suspect, prevented me 
from exhausting the patience of the panting waiters, by further 
demands for toast, rolls, and fish; and I rose at last with the 
hungry edge of appetite taken off, not entirely blunted. The 
luxury of silver forks and spoons, Indian china teacups, a damask 
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table-cloth, in rooms free from any close, tarry, pitchy, remainder- 
biscuit smell, space to turn about in, soft seats to loll upon, and 
firm ground on which to stand, with the addition of the aforesaid 
magnificent meal, formed altogether, whether from contrast or 
from intrinsic excellence, as lively a picture of Mahomet’s sensual 
paradise as could be imagined. 

In the course of the morning I walked to the Custom House 
with a very obliging person for whom I had brought letters; and 
it is due to the public functionaries of that establishment to say, 
that I do not remember having been more civilly treated in the 
teasing matter of trunks and boxes, in any one of the numerous 
countries in which I have had to undergo the tormenting ordeal 
of being overhauled. My friend merely stated, that I came to 
America as a traveller, without any view to trade, and that the 
luggage specified in the list contained nothing but wearing ap- 
parel. A few magical words were then written by the collector 
to the examining officer, upon producing which every thing was 
permitted to pass in the most agreeable style possible, so that not 
a fold of any part of our finery was disturbed... . 

We soon found there were different modes of living at the great 
hotels in New York. An immense table d’héte was laid every 
day at three o’clock, for guests who did not lodge in the house, 
but merely took their meals there. I have seen from sixty to a 
hundred persons seated at one of those tables. There was also 
a smaller and less public dinner for the boarders in the house. 
If any of these persons, however, chose to incur the additional 
expense of a private parlour, which was about two dollars, or 
nine shillings a day extra, they might have their meals separately. 

On the 17th of May, at eight o’clock, which is the breakfast 
hour at New York, we went down to the room where the other 
lodgers were already assembled to the number of twelve or four- 
teen. Our main object was to get acquainted with some of the 
natives, and this, we imagined, would be the easiest thing in the 
world. But our familiar designs were all frustrated by the im- 
perturbable silence and gravity of the company. At dinner, which 
was at three o’clock, we were again baffled by the same cold and 
civil but very unsocial formality. All attempts to set conversa- 
tion in motion proved abortive; for each person seemed intent 
exclusively on the professed business of the meeting, and having 
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dispatched, in all haste, what sustenance was required, and in 
solemn silence, rose and departed. It might have been thought 
we had assembled rather for the purpose of inhuming the body 
of some departed friend, than of merrily keeping alive the exist- 
ing generation. 

A young American naval uflicee with whom I had formed a 
most agreeable and useful friendship, was good enough to accom- 
pany me after breakfast to a dock-yard, or, as it is more cor- 
rectly called, the navy-yard—for there are no docks in America— 
at Brooklyn on Long Island. We had to cross two ferries in the 
course of the day, in double or twin-boats, worked by steam, 
with the paddle-wheel in the centre. The most curious thing I 
saw during this agreeable ramble, was a floating wharf, made of 
wood, the inner end of which was attached to the edge of the quay, 
by means of strong hinges, while the outer end, supported on a 
large air vessel, or float, rose and sunk with the tide. At high 
water the wharf stood on a level with the shore; but when it fell, 
the surface of the wharf had a considerable inclination, though 
not more than could be easily overcome by the carriages and 
carts, which drove in and out of the ferry-boat at all times, with 
nearly equal facility. 

The officers of the navy yard were most kind and attentive, and 
showed everything I wished to see, without the slightest reserve, 
and with such entire frankness, that I felt no scruple in examining 
the whole establishment. Amongst other things, I of course visited 
the great steam-frigate, the Fulton, intended, I believe, as a float- 
ing battery for the defence of New York. This singular vessel 
is of the double construction, with a paddle-wheel in the middle, 
placed beyond the reach of shot. The machinery is also secured 
in like manner, by a screen of oak, independently of the ship’s 
bends or sides, which are five feet in thickness, formed of succes- 
sive layers of thick planks, disposed alternately lengthwise and 
vertically. This wooden wall affords a defence, as I am told by 
engineers, not pervious even to a cannon-shot fired at point-blank 
distance. I afterwards went over several line-of-battle ships and 
frigates, most of them constructed of live oak, a timber which 
grows only in the southern States, and is admirably suited to such 
purposes, from its durability and strength. 

I called in the course of the morning on Mr. De Witt Clinton, 
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the governor of the State of New York. I was no less surprised 
than pleased with the affability of his manners, and the obliging 
interest he took in my journey; for I had happened to hear him 
described only by persons opposed to him in politics, and I had 
not yet learnt to distrust such reports of men so distinguished in 
public life as the late Mr. Clinton. He offered me introductions 
to various parts of the country, and undertook to assist my re- 
searches; a promise which he fulfilled to the very hour of his 
death, about a year afterwards. 

It is often useful in travelling, to record at the instant those 
trivial but peculiar circumstances, which first strike the eye of a 
stranger, since, in a short time, they become so familiar as entirely 
to escape attention. On this principle, I amused myself one 
morning by noting down a few of the signs over the shop doors. 
The following may, perhaps, interest some people: 

FLOUR AND FEED STORE—CHEAP STORE—CLOTH- 
ING STORE—CAKE STORE AND BAKERY—WINE AND 
TEA STORE, all explain themselves. LEATHER AND FIND- 
ING STORE, puzzled me at first. I learned, upon inquiry, that 
finding means the tape and other finishing of shoes and boots. 
UNCURRENT NOTES BOUGHT, required investigation. It 
means that of late years many towns and country banks had 
failed, or fallen into such bad repute, that their notes were not 
held as good payment by the generality of people; while other 
persons, knowing exactly how the case stood, were enabled to turn 
their knowledge to account, and thus to make a profit by buying 
up the depreciated paper. 

LIBERTY STREET—AMOS STREET—THIRTY-FIRST 
STREET—AVENUE A, are all more or less characteristic. The 
following is a literal copy of the sign before the inn door at 
Brooklyn, all the places named being on Long Island: | 

COE S. DOWLING’S STAGE & LIVERY STABLE 
HORSES AND CARRIAGES TO BE LET 

FLATBUSH AND BATH—HEMPSTEAD—JERUSALEM 
—HEMPSTEAD HARBOUR—COW NECK—WESTBURY— 
MOSQUETOE COVE—JERICHO—OYSTER BAY—HUNT- 


INGTON — EASTWOODS — DIXHILL — BABYLON AND 
ISLIP, STAGE HOUSE. 
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Fires in New Vork 


At two o’clock in the morning of the 20th of May, I was 
awakened by loud cries of Fire! fire! and started out of bed, half 
dreaming that we were still at sea, and the packet in flames. In 
a few minutes the deep rumbling sound of the engines was heard, 
mingled in a most alarming way with the cheers of the firemen, 
the loud rapping of the watchmen at the doors and window- 
shutters of the sleeping citizens, and various other symptoms of 
momentous danger, and the necessity of hot haste. 

So much had been said to me of the activity and skill of the 
New York firemen, that I was anxious to see them in actual 
operation; and accordingly, having dressed myself quickly, I ran 
down stairs. Before I reached the outer door, however, the noise 
had wellnigh ceased; the engines were trundling slowly back 
again, and the people grumbling, not without reason, at having 
been dragged out of bed to no purpose. Of this number I cer- 
tainly was one, but more from what I had lost seeing than from 
any other cause. 

I was scarcely well asleep again, before a second and far more 
furious alarm, brought all the world to the windows. The church 
bells were clanging violently on all hands, and the ear could 
readily catch, every now and then, a fresh sound chiming in with 
the uproar with much musical discord, and all speaking in tones 
of such vehemence as satisfied me that now there would be no 
disappointment. 

On opening the street door, I saw in the east a tall column of 
black smoke, curling and writhing across the cold morning sky, 
like a great snake attempting to catch the moon, which, in her 
Jast quarter, was moving quietly along, as if careless of the in- 
creasing tumult which was fast spreading over the city. 

On the top of the City Hall, one of the finest of the numerous 
public buildings which adorn New York, a fire-warden or watch- 
man is constantly stationed, whose duty when the alarm is given, 
is to hoist a lantern at the extremity of a long arm attached to 
the steeple, and to direct it towards the fire, as a sort of beacon, 
to instruct the engines what course to steer. There was something 
singularly striking in this contrivance, which looked as if a great 
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giant, with a blood-red finger, had been posted in the midst of 
the city, to warn the citizens of their danger. 

I succeeded by quick running in getting abreast of a fire-engine; 
but although it was a very ponderous affair, it was dragged along 
so smartly by its crew of some six-and-twenty men, aided by a 
whole legion of boys, all bawling as loud as they could, that I 
found it difficult to keep up with them. On reaching the focus 
of attraction, the crowd of curious persons like myself began to 
thicken, while the engines came dashing in amongst us from every 
avenue, in the most gallant and business-like style. 

Four houses, built entirely of wood, were on fire from top to 
bottom, and sending up a flame that would have defied a thousand 
engines. But nothing could exceed the dauntless spirit with 
which the attempt was made. In the midst of a prodigious noise 
and confusion, the engines were placed along the streets in a line, 
at the distance of about two hundred feet from one another, 
and reaching to the bank of the East River, as that inland sea 
is called, which lies between Long Island and the main. The 
suction hose of the last engine in the line, or that next the stream, 
being plunged into the river, the water was drawn up, and then 
forced along a leathern hose or pipe to the next engine, and so on, 
till at the tenth link in this curious chain, it came within range 
of the fire. As more engines arrived, they were marshalled by the 
superintendent into a new string; and in about five minutes after 
the first stream of water had been brought to bear on the flames, 
another was sucked along in like manner, and found its way, 
leap by leap, to the seat of the mischief. 

I moved about amongst the blazing houses till driven back by 
the police, who laboured hard to clear the ground for the firemen 
alone. On retiring reluctantly from this interesting scene, I caught 
a glimpse of a third jet of water playing away from the back 
part of the fire; and on going round to that quarter, discovered 
that these energetic people had formed a third series, consisting 
of seven engines, reaching to a different bend of the river, down 
some alley, and not quite so far off. 

The chief things to find fault with on this occasion, were the 
needless shouts and other uproarious noises, which obviously 
helped to exhaust the men at the engines, and the needless for- 
wardness, or it may be called foolhardiness, with which they 
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entered houses on fire, or climbed upon them by means of ladders, 
when it must have been apparent to the least skilful person, that 
their exertions were utterly hopeless. A small amount of dis- 
cipline, of which, by the way, there was not a particle, might have 
corrected the noise; and the other evil, I think, might have been 
removed, by a machine recently invented in Edinburgh, and found 
to be efficacious on like occasions. 

At the request of a Committee of the Fire Department, I after- 
wards explained this simple and excellent device. It consists of 
a lofty triangle, as it is called, formed by three long poles joined 
at top, and carrying a socket, through which passes the nozzle 
or spout of a pipe connected with an engine below. By means of 
guys, or directing lines, this spout may be raised, lowered, or 
turned to the right or left. By means also of a proper adjustment 
of the legs, two of which may be brought close to the wall of the 
burning house, and the third pushed either backwards or forwards, 
a solid stream of water can be directed, in its unbroken state, 
full upon the timbers of a blazing roof, or it may be spouted into 
a room on fire, not only without danger to the firemen, but with 
much greater precision and effect than by the ordinary methods, 
which generally have the effect of scattering the water in a shower 
over the flames, to no purpose. 

The committee listened very attentively to my lecture, and in- 
spected the drawings made to illustrate what was said. But I 
had the mortification, five months afterwards, to see three fine 
houses burned to the ground, two of which might have been saved, 
as an old fireman assured me on the spot, had this contrivance 
been introduced. 

On the 21st of May, I accompanied two gentlemen, about three 
o’clock, to a curious place called the Plate House, in the very 
centre of the business part of the busy town of New York. 

We entered a long, narrow, and rather dark room, or gallery, 
fitted up like a coffeehouse, with a row of boxes on each side made 
just large enough to hold four persons, and divided into that 
number by fixed arms limiting the seats. Along the passage, or 
avenue, between the rows of boxes, which was not above four 
feet wide, were stationed sundry little boys, and two waiters, with 
their jackets off—and a good need, too, as will be seen. At the 
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time we entered, all the compartments were filled except one, of 
which we took possession. There was an amazing clatter of knives 
and forks; but not a word audible to us was spoken by any of 
the guests. This silence, however, on the part of the company, 
was amply made up for by the rapid vociferations of the attend- 
ants, especially of the boys, who were gliding up and down, and 
across the passage, inclining their heads first to one box, then to 
another, and receiving the whispered wishes of the company, 
which they straightway bawled out in a loud voice, to give notice 
of what fare was wanted. It quite baffled my comprehension to 
imagine how the people at the upper end of the room, by whom 
a communication was kept up in some magical way with the 
kitchen, could contrive to distinguish between one order and 
another. It was still more marvellous that within a few seconds 
after our wishes had been communicated to one of the aforesaid 
urchins, imps, gnomes, or whatever name they deserve, the things 
we asked for were placed piping hot before us. It was really 
quite an Arabian Nights’ Entertainment, not a sober dinner at a 
chop-house. 

The sole object of the company evidently was to get through a 
certain quantum of victuals with as much dispatch as possible; 
and as all the world knows that talking interferes with eating, 
every art was used in this said most excellent Plate House, to 
utter as few words as might be, and only those absolutely essential 
to the ceremony. 

In giving the order to the sprites flitting about us, we had 
merely to name the dish wanted, which they conjured to the table, 
either in a single portion or plateful, or in any other quantity, 
according to the number of the party. If a farther supply was 
wanted, a half or a whole plateful was whispered for, and straight- 
way it was laid before us. We had been told by old stagers of 
the excellence of the corned beef, and said to the boy we should 
all three take that dish. Off the gnome glanced from us like a 
shot, to attend to the beck of another set of guests, on the op- 
posite side of the room; but, in flying across the passage, turned 
his face towards the upper end of the apartment and called out, 
“Three beef, 8!” the last word of his sentence referring to the 
number of our box. In a trice we saw the waiters gliding down 
the avenue to us, with three sets of little covered dishes, each 
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containing a plate, on which lay a large, piping hot slice of beef. 
Another plate was at the same time given, with a moderate pro- 
portion of mashed potatoes on it, together with a knife, and a 
fork on which was stuck a piece of bread. As the waiters passed 
along, they took occasion to incline their ears to the right and to 
the left, to receive fresh orders, and also to snatch up empty 
tumblers, plates, and knives and forks. The multiplicity and 
rapidity of these orders and movements made me giddy. Had 
there been one set to receive and forward the orders, and another 
to put them into execution, we might have seen better through the 
confusion; but all hands, little and big together, were screaming 
out with equal loudness and quickness—‘Half plate beef, 4!”— 
“One potato, 5!”—“Two apple pie, one plum pudding, 8!” and 
so on. 

There could not be, I should think, fewer than a dozen boxes, 
with four people in each; and as every one seemed to be eating 
as fast as he could, the extraordinary bustle may be conceived. 
We were not in the house above twenty minutes, but we sat out 
two sets of company at each. The bill, reduced to English money, 
was nine shillings and sixpence in all, or three shillings and two- 
pence each. 

There may be, for aught I know, hundreds of such places in 
London, Liverpool, and elsewhere in England; but travelling, it 
is said, opens the eyes, and teaches people to see things which, in 
the ordinary jog-trot of life, they would either despise, or be too 
busy for, or never hear about at all, or take no pains to visit if 
they did hear of them. 

On the 22d of May, I went to the Supreme Court of the State, 
in expectation of hearing a speech from Mr. Emmet, a distin- 
guished counsellor. In this I was disappointed; but there was 
much to interest notwithstanding. Amongst other things, it was 
curious to hear one of the lawyers quote a recent English decision. 
The Chief Justice and two judges were on the bench; but I must 
say, that the absence of the wigs and gowns took away much 
more from their dignity than I had previously supposed possible. 
Perhaps I was the more struck with this omission, as it was the 
first thing I saw which made me distrust the wisdom with which 
the Americans had stripped away so much of what had been held 
sacred so long. Apparent trifles such as these ought never, I 
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think, to be measured by their individual importance, but in fair- 
ness to the subject should be taken in connection with myriads 
of associations, all combining to steady our habits, to let us 
know distinctly what we are about, and thus to give us confidence 
in one another, which after all is the real source of power and 
happiness in a state. 


Contrasts of Frontier New York 


On the 19th of June we reached the village of Syracuse, through 
the very centre of which the Erie canal passes. During the drive 
we had opportunities of seeing the land in various stages of its 
progress, from the dense, black, tangled, native forest up to the 
highest stages of cultivation, with wheat and barley waving over 
it: or from that melancholy and very helpless-looking state of 
things, when the trees are laid prostrate upon the earth, one upon 
top of another, and a miserable log-hut is the only symptom of 
man’s residence, to such a gay and thriving place as Syracuse; 
with fine broad streets, large and commodious houses, gay shops, 
and stage-coaches, waggons, and gigs flying past, all in a bustle. 
In the centre of the village, we could see from our windows the 
canal thickly covered with freight-boats and packets, glancing 
silently past, and shooting like arrows through the bridges, some 
of which were of stone, and some of painted wood. The canal at 
this place has been made double its ordinary width, and being 
bent into an agreeable degree of curvature, to suit the turn of the 
streets, the formality is removed, as well as the ditch-like appear- 
ance which generally belongs to canals. The water, also, is made 
to rise almost level with the towing path, which improves the 
effect. I was amused by seeing, amongst the throng of loaded 
boats, a gaily-painted vessel lying in state, with the words Cleo- 
patra’s Barge painted in large characters on her broadside. 

In the course of 50 miles travelling, we came repeatedly in 
sight of almost every successive period of agricultural advance- 
ment through which America has run, or is actually running. At 
one place we found ourselves amongst the Oneida tribe of 
Indians, living on a strip of land called a reservation, from being 
appropriated exclusively to these poor remains of the former 
absolute masters of the territory—the native burghers of the 
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forest! They were dressed in blankets with leggings of skin laced 
not very tightly, and reaching to the hide moccasins on their feet. 
Their painted faces, and lank, black, oily hair, made them look as 
like savages as any lion-hunting travellers could have desired. 
In merely passing along the road, it was of course difficult to 
form any conjecture as to how much of the country was cleared; 
especially as new settlers naturally cling to canals, roads, and 
lakes, and it was such settlers only that we saw. Sometimes our 
track lay through a thick forest for a mile or two; though, gen- 
erally speaking, the country for some distance on both sides of 
the road was thickly strewed with houses. Every now and then 
we came to villages, consisting of several hundred houses; and 
in the middle I observed there were always several churches sur- 
mounted with spires, painted with some showy colour, and giving 
a certain degree of liveliness or finish to scenes in other respects 
rude enough. In general, however, it must be owned, there pre- 
vailed a most uncomfortable appearance of bleakness or rawness, 
and a total absence of picturesque beauty in these villages; whose 
dreary aspect was much heightened by the black sort of gigantic 
wall formed of the abrupt edge of the forest, choked up with 
underwood, now for the first time exposed to the light of the sun. 
The cleared spaces, however, as they are called, looked to our 
eyes not less desolate, being studded over with innumerable great 
black stumps; or, which was more deplorable still, with tall 
scorched, branchless stems of trees, which had undergone the 
barbarous operation known by the name of girdling. An Ameri- 
can settler can hardly conceive the horror with which a foreigner 
beholds such numbers of magnificent trees, standing round him 
with their throats cut, the very Banquos of the murdered forest! 
The process of girdling is this: a circular cut or ring, two or three 
inches deep, is made with an axe quite round the tree at about 
five feet from the ground. This, of course, puts an end to vege- 
table life; and the destruction of the tree being accelerated by 
the action of fire, these wretched trunks in a year or two present 
the most miserable objects of decrepitude that can be conceived. 
The purpose, however, of the farmer is gained and that is all he 
can be expected to look to. His corn crop is no longer over- 
shadowed by the leaves of these unhappy trees, which, in process 
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of time, are cut down and split into railings, or sawed into billets 
of firewood,—and their misery is at an end. 

Even in the cultivated fields, the tops of the stumps were seen 
poking their black snouts above the young grain, like a shoal of 
seals. Not a single hedge or wall was to be seen in those places, 
all the enclosures being made of solid logs, built one upon the 
top of another in a zig-zag fashion, like what the ladies call a 
Vandyke border. These are named snake fences, and are cer- 
tainly the most ungraceful-looking things I ever saw. 

Most of the houses are built of rough unbarked logs, nicked 
at the ends so as to fit closely and firmly; and roofed with planks. 
The better sort of dwellings, however, are made of square timbers 
framed together neatly enough, and boarded over, at the sides and 
ends; and then roofed with shingles, which are a sort of oblong 
wooden slates. The houses are generally left unpainted, and 
being scattered about without order, look more like a collection 
of great packing-boxes, than the human residences which the eye 
is accustomed to see in old countries. In the more cleared and 
longer settled parts of the country, we saw many detached houses, 
which might almost be called villas, very neatly got up, with rows 
of wooden columns in front, shaded by trees and tall shrubs run- 
ning round and across the garden, which was prettily fenced in, 
and embellished with a profusion of flowers. 

Sometimes a whole village, such as that of Whitesborough, was 
composed entirely of these detached villas; and as most of the 
houses were half hid in the thick foliage of the elm trees round 
them, they looked cool and comfortable when compared with the 
new and half-burnt, and in many places burning country, only 
a few miles off. 

The village of Utica stands a step higher in this progressive 
scale of civilization; for it has several church spires rising over it, 
and at no great distance an institution, called Hamilton College, 
intended, I was told, for the higher branches of science. We also 
visited Syracuse, a village with extensive salt-works close to it; 
and had numerous opportunities of examining the Erie canal, 
and the great high-road to Buffalo;—so that what with towns and 
cities, Indians, forests, cleared and cultivated lands, girdled trees, 
log-houses, painted churches, villas, canals, and manufactories, 
and hundreds of thousands of human beings, starting into life, all 
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within the ken of one day’s rapid journey, there was plenty of 
stuff for the imagination to work upon... . 

On the 20th of June, we left Syracuse after a pleasant excursion 
to the salt works at Salina in that neighbourhood; and reached 
Auburn at nine o’clock at night, having passed through the villages 
of Elbridge and Brutus. Owing to the numerous and teasing 
stops, we did not average more than five miles an hour, though 
we often went over the ground at a greater rate. 

The country during this day’s journey, though not quite so 
recently settled as some we had seen before, presented nearly the 
same mixture of wide oceans of impervious looking forests, dotted 
over, here and there, with patches of cleared land under every 
stage of the agricultural process. Some of the fields were sown 
with wheat, above which could be seen numerous ugly stumps of 
old trees; others allowed to lie in grass, guarded, as it were, by a 
set of gigantic black monsters, the girdled, scorched, and withered 
remnants of the ancient woods. Many farms were still covered 
with a most inextricable and confused mass of prostrate trunks, 
branches of trees, piles of split logs, and of squared timbers, 
planks, shingles, and great stacks of fuel; and often, in the midst 
of all this, could be detected, a half-smothered log-hut without 
windows or furniture, but well stocked with people. At other places 
we came upon ploughs, always drawn by oxen, making their 
sturdy way amongst the stumps, like a ship navigating through 
coral reefs, a difficult and tiresome operation. Often, too, with- 
out much warning, we came in sight of busy villages, ornamented 
with tall white spires, topping above towers in which the taste of 
the villagers had placed green venetian blinds; and at the summit 
of all, handsome gilt weather-cocks glittering and crowing, as it 
seemed, in triumph over the poor forest. 

“Driver!” I called out upon one occasion, “what is the name 
of this village?’ “Camillus, sir.” ‘And what is that great build- 
ing?” “That is the seminary—the polytechnic.” “And that great 
stone house?” “Oh, that is the wool-factory.” 

In short, an Englishman might fancy himself in the vale of 
Stroud. But, mark the difference—at the next crack of the whip 
—hocus-pocus!—all is changed. He looks out of the window— 
rubs his eyes, and discovers that he is again in the depths of the 
wood at the other extremity of civilized society, with the world 
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just beginning to bud, in the shape of a smoky log-hut, ten feet 
by twelve, filled with dirty-faced children, squatted round a hardy- 
looking female, cooking victuals for a tired woodsman seated at 
his door, reading with suitable glee in the Democratical Journal 
of New York, an account of Mr. Canning’s campaign against the 
Ultra Tories of the old country. 


Slavery on a South Carolina Plantation 


It appears that when the negroes go to the field in the morning, 
it is the custom to leave such children behind, as are too young 
to work. Accordingly, we found a sober old matron in charge 
of three dozen shining urchins, collected together in a house near 
the centre of the [slave] village. Over the fire hung a large pot 
of hominy, a preparation of Indian corn, making ready for the 
little folks’ supper, and a very merry, happy-looking party they 
seemed. The parents and such children as are old enough to be 
useful, go out to work at daybreak, taking their dinner with them 
to eat on the ground. They have another meal towards the close 
of day after coming home. Generally, also, they manage to cook 
up a breakfast; but this must be provided by themselves, out of 
their own earnings, during those hours which it is the custom, 
in all plantations, to allow the negroes to work on their own 
account. 

It was pleasant to hear that, in most parts of the country, the 
negroes of America had the whole of Sunday allowed them, except- 
ing, as I afterwards learnt, at certain seasons of the year, and in 
certain sections of Louisiana; for example, where sugar is culti- 
vated, it is occasionally of such consequence to use expedition, 
that no cessation of labor is permitted. Generally speaking, the 
planters, who seem well aware of the advantage of not exacting too 
much service from their slaves, consider the intermission of one 
day, at the least, as a source rather of profit than of loss. A 
special task for each slave is accordingly pointed out daily by the 
overseer; and as soon as this is completed in a proper manner, the 
laborer may go home to work at his own piece of ground, or tend 
his pigs and poultry, or play with his children—in a word, to do as 
he pleases. The assigned task is sometimes got over by two o’clock 
in the day, though this is rare, as the work generally lasts till 
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four or five o’clock. I often saw gangs of negroes at work till 
sunset. 

We went into several of the cottages, which were uncommonly 
neat and comfortable, and might have shamed those of many 
countries I have seen. Each hut was divided into small rooms 
or compartments, fitted with regular bed places; besides which, 
they had all chimneys and doors, and some, though only a few of 
them, possessed the luxury of windows. I counted twenty-eight 
huts, occupied by one hundred and forty souls, or about five in 
each. This number included sixty children. 

On returning to dinner, we found everything in perfect order. 
The goodness of the attendance in this house, together with the 
comfort, cleanliness, and cheerfulness of the whole establishment, 
satisfied me, that by a proper course of discipline, slaves may be 
made good servants—a fact of which, I confess, I had begun to 
question the possibility. Regularity in arrangement—good sense 
and good temper—an exact knowledge of what ought to be done, 
with sufficient determination of character to enforce punctual 
obedience, are requisites, I suspect, more indispensably necessary 
in slave countries, than in places where the service is voluntary. 

It will easily be understood, indeed, that one of the greatest 
practical evils of slavery, arises from persons who have no com- 
mand over themselves, being placed, without any control, in com- 
mand of others. Hence passion, without system, must very often 
take the place of patience and method; and the lash—that prompt, 
but terrible, instrument of power—and one so dangerous in irre- 
sponsible hands—cuts all the Gordian knots of this difficulty, and, 
right or wrong, forces obedience by the stern agony of fear, the 
lowest of all motives to action. The consequence, I believe, in- 
variably is, that where service is thus, as it were, beaten out of 
men, the very minimum of work, in the long run, is obtained. 
Judicious slave-holders, therefore, whether they be humane per- 
sons or not, generally discover, sooner or later, that the best policy 
by far, is to treat these unfortunate dependents with as much 
kindness as the nature of the discipline will allow. 

The gentlemen of the South sometimes assert, that the slave 
population are rather happier than the labouring classes in the 
northern parts of their own Union, and much better off than the 
peasantry of England. There is no good purpose served by 


156 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


advancing such pretensions. They are apt to excite irritation, 
sometimes ridicule; and while they retard the cause of improve- 
ment, substantiate nothing in the argument, except the loss of 
temper. It signifies little to talk of the poor laws of England, or 
the pauperism in the great cities on the American coast; for, after 
all, such allusions apply to a small portion only of the labouring 
classes; whereas, in a slaveholding country, the whole working 
population are included in this humiliating description. . . . Have 
not ignorance, irreligion, falsehood, dishonesty in dealing, and 
laziness, become nearly as characteristic of the slave, as the 
colour of his skin? And when these caste marks, as they may 
almost be called, are common to the whole mass of the labouring 
population of the States in question, it is certainly not quite fair 
to place them on a level with the free New Englanders of America, 
or the bold peasantry of Great Britain. 


The Great American Lexicographer 


In the evening, I had the pleasure of being introduced to Mr. 
Noah Webster, of New Haven, a gentleman who has been occu- 
pied during the last forty years of his life in preparing a dictionary 
of the English language, which, I find, has since been published. 
He includes in it all the technical expressions connected with the 
arts and sciences. Thus giving, he hopes, as complete a picture 
as possible of the English language, as it stands at this moment, 
on both sides of the Atlantic. 

We had a pleasant discussion on the use of what are called 
Americanisms, during which he gave me some new views on this 
subject. He contended that his countrymen had not only a right 
to adopt new words, but were obliged to modify the language to 
suit the novelty of the circumstances, geographical and political, 
in which they were placed. He fully agreed with me, however, 
in saying, that where there was an equally expressive English 
word, cut and dry, it ought to be used in preference to a new 
one. “Nevertheless,” said he, “it is quite impossible to stop the 
progress of language—it is like the course of the Mississippi, the 
motion of which, at times, is scarcely perceptible; yet even then 
it possesses a momentum quite irresistible. It is the same with 
the language we are speaking of. Words and expressions wil] be 
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forced into use, in spite of all the exertions of all the writers in 
the world.” 

“Yes,” I observed; “but surely such innovations are to be 
deprecated?” 

“TI don’t know that,” he replied. “If a word becomes univer- 
sally current in America, where English is spoken, why should it 
not take its station in the language?” 

“Because,” I said, “there are words enough already; and it only 
confuses matters, and hurts the cause of letters to introduce such 
words.” 

“But,” said he, reasonably enough, “in England such things 
happen currently, and, in process of time, your new words find 
their way across the Atlantic, and are incorporated in the spoken 
language here. In like manner,” he added, “many of our words, 
heretofore not used in England, have gradually crept in there, and 
are now an acknowledged part of the language. The interchange, 
in short, is inevitable; and, whether desirable or not, cannot be 
stopped, or even essentially modified.” 

I asked him what he meant to do in this matter in his dic- 
tionary. 

“T mean,” he said, “‘to give every word at present in general use, 
and hope thereby to contribute in some degree to fix the language 
at its present station. This cannot be done completely; but it 
may be possible to do a great deal.” 

I begged to know what he proposed to do with those words 
which were generally pronounced differently in the two countries. 
“In that case,” said he, “I would adopt that which was most 
consonant to the principles of the English language, as denoted 
by the analogy of similar words, without regarding which side of 
the water that analogy favoured. For example, you in England 
universally say chivalry—we as generally say shivalry; but I 
should certainly give it according to the first way, as more con- 
sistent with the principles of the language. On the other hand, 
your way of pronouncing the word deaf is def—ours, as if it 
were written deef; and as this is the correct mode, from which 
you have departed, I shall adhere to the American way.” 

I was at first surprised when Mr. Webster assured me there 
were not fifty words in all which were used in America and not 
in England, but I have certainly not been able to collect nearly 
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that number. He told me too, what I did not quite agree to at 
the time, but which subsequent inquiry has confirmed as far as 
it has gone, that, with very few exceptions, all these apparent 
novelties are merely old English words, brought over to America 
by the early settlers, being current at home when they set out on 
their pilgrimage, and here they have remained in good use ever 
since. 


DOMESTIC UNMANNERLINESS OF THE AMERICANS * 


By FRANCES TROLLOPE 


Frances Trollope is remembered as the author of the most prejudiced 
and most hotly discussed of all British books of travel in the United 
States, and as mother of two novelists, Anthony and Thomas Adolphus 
Trollope. Born in 1780 as Frances Milton, she married Thomas 
Anthony Trollope, a graduate of Oxford and a propertied barrister, in 
1809. Lack of business capacity, a tendency towards speculation, and a 
series of unfortunate accidents plunged her husband deeper and deeper 
into poverty, until, having given up the law and betaken himself to 
farming, he was quite ruined. When his affairs were reaching the 
worst, in 1827, Mrs. Trollope went to the United States, taking with 
her two daughters and one son, and intending with the help of her 
friend Fanny Wright, the well-known woman lecturer, to find a profit- 
able career for at least the boy. She soon determined to open a bazaar 
in Cincinnati for the sale of fancy-goods and knick-knacks—of “pin- 
cushions, pepper-boxes, and pocket-knives,” as Anthony Trollope later 
wrote. During 1828 her husband and another son, Thomas Adolphus, 
joined her in Cincinnati. They found the shop, “an institution which 
was to combine the specialities of an athenzeum, a lecture hall, and a 
bazaar,” still unbuilt. It was soon contracted for, and Mrs. Trollope’s 
husband returned home, together with Thomas Adolphus, to send out a 
consignment of the goods required. 

This business venture soon proved a total failure. The bazaar was 
built, and has been described by another English traveller as the most 
“absurd, ugly, and ridiculous” building in the town; but there was in- 
sufficient patronage. In 1831 Mrs. Trollope returned home in a frame 
of mind very unfriendly to the Americans. She had made some note- 
worthy friends in Cincinnati, including the clergyman-author Timothy 
Flint, the then well-known pioneer in viticulture, Nicholas Longworth, 
and the youth Hiram Powers, later famous as a sculptor. But in general 
the rather crude society of the fast-growing Western city had been 
repugnant to her, and her disposition was not softened by her money 
troubles. She immediately published her “Domestic Manners of the 
Americans,” which was eagerly read in England. Soon afterwards the 


* From “Domestic Manners of the Americans.” London, 1832. Chap- 
ters 5, 9, 14, 15, 26, 28, and 32. 
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family fled from Great Britain to escape its creditors, and Mrs. Trollope 
thereafter supported it by literary work in Belgium. 

The uproar produced in the United States by her ill-natured work was 
tremendous. Lieutenant E. T. Coke, who travelled in America the fol- 
lowing year, found that the controversy it aroused had eclipsed even 
the Tariff and the Bank War in popular interest. “At every corner of 
the street, at the door of every petty retailer of information for the 
people, a large placard met the eye, with ‘For sale here, with plates, 
Domestic Manners of the Americans, by Mrs. Trollope.’ At every table 
W@hote, on board of every steamboat, and in all societies, the first question 
was, ‘Have you read Mrs. Trollope?’ And one-half the people would 
be seen with a red or blue half-bound volume in their hand, which you 
might vouch for being the odious work, and the more it was abused, the 
more rapidly did the printers issue new editions.’ Mrs. Trollope pub- 
lished other books of travel and many novels, writing steadily until her 
death at Florence in 1863. 


Want of Elegance in America 


Tue “simple” manner of living in Western America was more 
distasteful to me from its levelling effects on the manners of the 
people, than from the personal privations that it rendered neces- 
sary; and yet, till I was without them, I was in no degree aware 
of the many pleasurable sensations derived from the little ele- 
gances and refinements enjoyed by the middle classes in Europe. 
There were many circumstances, too trifling even for my gossip- 
ing pages, which pressed themselves daily and hourly upon us, 
and which forced us to remember painfully that we were not at 
home. It requires an abler pen than mine to trace the connexion 
which I am persuaded exists between these deficiencies and the 
minds and manners of the people. All animal wants are supplied 
profusely at Cincinnati, and at a very easy rate; but, alas! these 
go but a little way in the history of a day’s enjoyment. The total 
and universal want of manners, both in males and females, is so 
remarkable, that I was constantly endeavouring to account for it. 
It certainly does not proceed from want of intellect. I have lis- 
tened to much dull and heavy conversation in America, but rarely 
to any that I could strictly call silly (if I except the everywhere 
privileged class of very young ladies). They appear to me to 
have clear heads and active intellects; are more ignorant on 
subjects that are only of conventional value, than on such as are 
of intrinsic importance; but there is no charm, no grace in their 
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conversation. I very seldom, during my whole stay in the coun- 
try, heard a sentence elegantly turned, and correctly pronounced 
from the lips of an American. There is always something either 
in the expression or the accent that jars the feelings and shocks 
the taste. 

I will not pretend to decide whether man is better or worse off 
for requiring refinements in the manners and customs of the 
society that surrounds him, and for being incapable of enjoyment 
without them; but in America, that polish which removes the 
coarser and rougher parts of our nature, is unknown and un- 
dreamed of. There is much substantial comfort, and some display 
in the larger cities; in many of the more obvious features they are 
as Paris or as London, being all large assemblies of active and 
intelligent human beings—but yet they are wonderfully unlike in 
nearly all their moral features. . . . Captain Hall, when asked 
what appeared to him to constitute the greatest difference between 
England and America, replied, like a gallant sailor, “the want of 
loyalty.” Were the same question put to me, I should answer, 
“the want of refinement.” 


Literature and Prudery 


On one occasion . . . I passed an evening in company with a 
gentleman, said to be a scholar, and a man of reading; he was 
also what is called a serious gentleman, and he appeared to have 
pleasure in feeling that his claim to distinction was acknowledged 
in both capacities. . . . To me he spoke as Paul to the offending 
Jews; he did not, indeed, shake his raiment at me, but he used 
his pocket-handkerchief so as to answer the purpose; and if every 
sentence did not end with “I am clean,” pronounced by his lips, 
his tone, his look, his action, fully supplied the deficiency. 

Our poor Lord Byron, as may be supposed, was the bull’s-eye 
against which every dart in his black little quiver was aimed. 
I had never heard any serious gentleman talk of Lord Byron at 
full length before, and I listened attentively. It was evident that 
the noble passages which are graven on the hearts of the genuine 
lovers of poetry had altogether escaped the serious gentleman’s 
attention; and it was equally evident that he knew by rote all 


162 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


those that they wish the mighty master had never written. I told 
him so, and I shall not soon forget the look he gave me. 

Of other authors his knowledge was very imperfect, but his 
criticisms very amusing. Of Pope, he said, “He is so entirely 
gone by, that in owr country it is considered quite fustian to 
speak of him.” 

But I persevered, and named “the Rape of the Lock” as evinc- 
ing some little talent, and being in a tone that might still hope 
for admittance in the drawing-room; but, on the mention of this 
poem, the serious gentleman became almost as strongly agitated 
as when he talked of Don Juan; and I was unfeignedly at a loss 
to comprehend the nature of his feelings, till he muttered, with 
an indignant shake of the handkerchief, “The very title!” 

At the name of Dryden he smiled, and the smile spoke as 
plainly as a smile could speak, “(How the old woman twaddles!” 

“We only know Dryden by quotations, Madam, and these, 
indeed, are found only in books that have long since had their 
day.” 

“And Shakespeare?” 

“Shakespeare, Madam, is obscene, and, thank God, WE are 
sufficiently advanced to have found it out! If we must have the 
abomination of stage plays, let them at least be marked by the 
refinement of the age in which we live.” 

This was certainly being au courant de jour. 

Of Massinger he knew nothing. Of Ford he had never heard. 
Gray had had his day. Prior he had never read, but tinderstood 
he was a very childish writer. Chaucer and Spenser he tied in a 
couple, and dismissed by saying, that he thought it was neither 
more nor less than affectation to talk of authors who wrote in a 
tongue no longer intelligible. 

This was the most literary conversation I was ever present at 
in Cincinnati. 


Yankee Curiosity 


It is by no means rare to meet elsewhere, in this working-day 
world of ours, people who push acuteness to the verge of honesty, 
and sometimes, perhaps, a little bit beyond; but, I believe the 
Yankee is the only one who will be found to boast of doing so. 
It is by no means easy to give a clear and just idea of a Yankee; 
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if you hear his character from a Virginian, you will believe him 
a devil; if you listen to it from himself, you might fancy him a 
god—though a tricky one; Mercury turned righteous and notable. 
. . . In acuteness, cautiousness, industry, and perseverance, he 
resembles the Scotch; in habits of frugal neatness, he resembles 
the Dutch; in love of lucre he doth greatly resemble the sons of 
Abraham; but in frank admission, and superlative admiration of 
all his own peculiarities, he is like nothing on earth but himself. 

The Quakers have been celebrated for the pertinacity with 
which they avoid giving a direct answer, but what Quaker could 
ever vie with a Yankee in this sort of fencing? Nothing, in fact, 
can equal their skill in evading a question, excepting that with 
which they set about asking one. I am afraid that in repeating 
a conversation which I overheard on board the Erie canal boat, 
I shall spoil it, by forgetting some of the little delicate doublings 
which delighted me—yet I wrote it down immediately. Both 
parties were Yankees, but strangers to each other; one of them 
having, by gentle degrees, made himself pretty well acquainted 
with the point from which every one on board had started, and 
that for which he was bound, at last attacked his brother Reynard 
thus :— 

“Well, now, which way may you be travelling?” 

“T expect this canal runs pretty nearly west.” 

“Are you going far with it?” 

“Well, now, I don’t rightly know how many miles it may be.” 

“T expect you'll be from New York?” 

“Sure enough I have been at New York often and often.” 

“T calculate, then, ’tis not there as you stop?” 

“Business must be minded, in stopping and in stirring.” 

“You may say that. Well, I look then you’ll be making for 
the Springs?” 

“Folks say as all the world is making for the Springs, and I 
expect a good sight of them is.” 

“Do you calculate upon stopping long when you get to your 
journey’s end?” 

“ *Tis my business must settle that, I expect.” 

“T guess that’s true, too; but you'll be for making pleasure a 
business for once, I calculate?” 

“My business don’t often lie in that line.” 
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“Then, may be, it is not the Springs as takes you this line?” 

“The Springs is a right elegant place, I reckon.” 

“It is your health, I calculate, as makes you break your good 
rules?” 

“My health don’t trouble me much, I guess.” 

“No? Why that’s well. How is the markets, sir? Are bread 
stuffs up?” 

“T a’nt just capable to say.” 

“A deal of money’s made by just looking after the article at 
the fountain’s head.” 

“You may say that.” 

“Do you look to be making great dealings in produce up the 
country?” 

“Why that, I expect, is difficult to know.” 

“I calculate you'll find the markets changeable these times?” 

“No markets ben’t very often without changing.” 

“Why, that’s right down true. What may be your biggest 
article of produce?” 

“T calculate, generally, that’s the biggest as I makes the most 
by.” 

“You may say that. But what do you chiefly call your most 
particular branch?” 

“Why, that’s what I can’t justly say.” 

And so they went on, without advancing or giving an inch, till 
I was weary of listening; but I left them still at it when I stepped 
out to resume my station on a trunk at the bow of the boat, where 
I scribbled in my notebook this specimen of Yankee conversation. 


A Methodist Campmeeting in Ohio 


We reached the ground about an hour before midnight, and the 
approach to it was highly picturesque. The spot chosen was the 
verge of an unbroken forest, where a space of about twenty acres 
appeared to have been partially cleared for the purpose. Tents 
of different sizes were pitched very near together in a circle round 
the cleared space; behind them were ranged an exterior circle of 
carriages of every description, and at the back of each were 
fastened the horses which had drawn them thither. Through this 
triple circle of defence we distinguished numerous fires burning 
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brightly within it; and still more numerous lights flickering from 
the trees that were left in the enclosure. The moon was in 
meridian splendour above our heads. 

We left the carriage to the care of a servant, who was to 
prepare a bed in it for Mrs. B. and me, and entered the inner 
circle. The first glance reminded me of Vauxhall, from the effect 
of the lights among the trees, and the moving crowd below them; 
but the second showed a scene totally unlike anything I had ever 
witnessed. Four high frames, constructed in the form of altars, 
were placed at the four corners of the enclosure; on these were 
supported layers of earth and sod, on which burned immense fires 
of blazing pine-wood. On one side a rude platform was erected 
to accommodate the preachers, fifteen of whom attended this 
meeting, and with very short intervals for necessary refreshment 
and private devotion, preached in rotation, day and night, from 
Tuesday to Saturday... . 

At midnight a horn sounded through the camp, which, we were 
told, was to call the people from private to public worship; and 
we presently saw them flocking from all sides to the front of the 
preachers’ stand. Mrs. B. and I contrived to place ourselves 
with our backs supported against the lower part of this structure, 
and we were thus enabled to witness the scene which followed, 
without personal danger. There were about two thousand per- 
sons assembled. F 

One of the preachers began in a low nasal tone, and, like all 
other Methodist preachers, assured us of the enormous depravity 
of man as he comes from the hands of his Maker, and of his 
perfect sanctification after he had wrestled sufficiently with the 
Lord to get hold of him, et cetera. The admiration of the crowd 
was evinced by almost constant cries of “Amen! Amen!” “Jesus! 
Jesus!” “Glory! Glory!” and the like. But this comparative 
tranquillity did not last long; the preacher told them that “this 
night was the time fixed upon for anxious sinners to wrestle with 
the Lord”; that he and his brethren “were at hand to help them,” 
and that such as needed their help were to come forward into 
“the pen.” .... “The pen” was the space immediately below 
the preachers’ stand; we were therefore placed on the edge of it, 
and were enabled to see and hear all that took place in the very 
centre of this extraordinary exhibition. 
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The crowd fell back at the mention of the pen, and for some 
minutes there was a vacant space before us. The preachers came 
down from their stand and placed themselves in the midst of it, 
beginning to sing a hymn, calling upon the penitents to come 
forth. As they sang they kept turning themselves round to every 
part of the crowd, and, by degrees, the voices of the whole multi- 
tude joined in chorus. This was the only moment at which I 
perceived anything like the solemn and beautiful effect which I 
had heard ascribed to this woodland worship. It is certain that 
the combined voices of such a multitude, heard at dead of night, 
from the depths of their eternal forests, the many fair young 
faces turned upward, and looking paler and lovelier as they met 
the moonbeams, the dark figures of the officials in the middle of 
the circle, the lurid glare thrown by the altar-fires on the woods 
beyond, did altogether produce a fine and solemn effect, that I 
shall not easily forget; but ere I had well enjoyed it, the scene 
changed, and sublimity gave place to horror and disgust. 

The exhortation nearly resembled that which I had heard at 
“the revival,” but the result was very different; for, instead of 
the few hysterical women who had distinguished themselves on 
that occasion, above a hundred persons, nearly all females, came 
forward, uttering howlings and groans, so terrible that I shall 
never cease to shudder when I recall them. They appeared to 
drag each other forward, and on the word being given, “let us 
pray,” they all fell on their knees; but this posture was soon 
changed for others that permitted greater scope for the convulsive 
movements of their limbs; and they were soon all lying on the 
ground in an indescribable confusion of heads and legs. They 
threw about their limbs with such incessant and violent motion, 
that I was every instant expecting some serious accident to occur. 

But how am I to describe the sounds that proceeded from this 
strange mass of human beings? I know no words which can 
convey an idea of it. Hysterical sobbings, convulsive groans, 
shrieks and screams the most appalling, burst forth on all sides. 
T felt sick with horror. As if their hoarse and overstrained voices 
failed to make noise enough, they soon began to clap their hands 
violently. ... 

Many of these wretched creatures were beautiful young females. 
The preachers moved about among them, at once exciting and 
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soothing their agonies. I heard the muttered “Sister! dear sister!” 
I saw the insidious lips approach the cheeks of the unhappy girls; 
I heard the murmured confessions of the poor victims, and I 
watched their tormentors, breathing into their ears consolations 
that tinged the pale cheek with red. Had I been a man, I am 
sure I should have been guilty of some rash act of interference; 
nor do I believe that such a scene could have been acted in the 
presence of Englishmen without instant punishment being in- 
flicted; not to mention the salutary punishment of the treadmill, 
which, beyond all question, would, in England, have been applied 
to check so turbulent and so vicious a scene. 

After the first wild burst that followed their prostration, the 
moanings, in many instances, became loudly articulate; and I 
then experienced a strange vibration between tragic and comic 
feeling. 

A very pretty girl, who was kneeling in the attitude of Canova’s 
Magdalene immediately before us, amongst an immense quantity 
of jargon, broke out thus: “Woe! woe to the backsliders! hear it, 
hear it, Jesus! when I was fifteen my mother died, and I back- 
slided, oh Jesus, I backslided! take me home to my mother, 
Jesus! take me home to her, for I am weary! Oh John Mitchel! 
John Mitchel!” and after sobbing piteously behind her raised 
hands, she lifted her sweet face again, which was as pale as death, 
and said, “Shall I sit on the sunny bank of salvation with my 
mother? my own dear mother? oh Jesus, take me home, take me 
home!” 

Who would refuse a tear to this earnest wish for death in one 
so young and so lovely? But I saw her, ere I left the ground, 
with her hand fast locked, and her head supported by a man who 
looked very much as Don Juan might, when sent back to earth 
as too bad for the regions below. 

One woman near us continued to “call on the Lord,” as it is 
termed, in the loudest possible tone, and without a moment’s 
interval, for the two hours that we kept our dreadful station. 
She became frightfully hoarse, and her face so red as to make 
me expect she would burst a blood-vessel. Among the rest of her 
rant, she said, “I will hold fast to Jesus, I will never let him go; 
if they take me to hell, I will still hold him fast, fast, fast!” 

The stunning noise was sometimes varied by the preachers 
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beginning to sing; but the convulsive movements of the poor 
maniacs only became more violent. At length the atrocious 
wickedness of the horrible scene increased to a degree of grossness, 
that drove us from our station; we returned to the carriage at 
about three o’clock in the morning, and passed the remainder of 
the night in listening to the ever increasing tumult at the pen. 
To sleep was impossible. At daybreak the horn again sounded, 
to send them to private devotion; and in about an hour after- 
wards I saw the whole camp as joyously and eagerly devouring 
their most substantial breakfasts as if the night had been passed 
in dancing; and I marked many a fair but pale face, that I recog- 
nized as a demoniac of the night, simpering beside a swain, to 
whom she carefully administered hot coffee and eggs. 


Violence in American Life 


During the summer that we passed most delightfully in Mary- 
land, our rambles were often restrained in various directions by 
the advice of our kind friends, who knew the manners and morals 
of the country. When we asked the cause, we were told, “There 
is a public-house on that road, and it will not be safe to pass it.” 

The line of the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal passed within a 
few miles of Mrs. S——’s residence. It twice happened during 
our stay with her, that dead bodies were found partially concealed 
near it. The circumstance was related as a sort of half-hour’s 
wonder; and when I asked particulars of those who, on one 
occasion, brought the tale, the reply was, “Oh, he was murdered, 
I expect; or maybe he died of the canal fever; but they say he 
had marks of being throttled.”” No inquest was summoned; and 
certainly no more sensation was produced by the occurrence than 
if a sheep had been found in the same predicament. 

The abundance of food and the scarcity of hanging were also 
favourite topics, as proving their superiority -to England. They 
are both excellent things, but I do not admit the inference. A wide 
and most fertile territory, as yet but thinly inhabited, may easily 
be made to yield abundant food for its population: and where a 
desperate villain knows that he has made his town or village “too 
hot to hold him,” he has nothing to do but to travel a few miles 
west, and be sure of finding plenty of beef and whiskey, with no 
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danger that the law shall follow him, it is not extraordinary that 
executions should be rare. 

Once during our residence at Cincinnati, a murderer of un- 
common atrocity was taken, tried, convicted, and condemned to 
death. It had been shown on his trial, that some years before 
he had murdered a wife and child at New Orleans, but little 
notice of it had been taken at the time. The crime which had 
now thrown him into the hands of justice was the recent murder 
of a second wife, and the chief evidence against him was his 
own son. 

The day of his execution was fixed, and the sensation produced 
was so great from the strangeness of the occurrence (no white 
man having ever been executed at Cincinnati) that persons from 
sixty miles’ distance came to be present at it. 

Meanwhile some unco’ guid people began to start doubts as to 
the righteousness of hanging a man, and made application to the 
Governor of the State of Ohio, to commute the sentence into 
imprisonment. The Governor for some time refused to interfere 
with the sentence of the tribunal before which he had been tried; 
but at length, frightened at the unusual situation in which he 
found himself, he yielded to the importunity of the Presbyterian 
party who had assailed him, and sent off an order to the sheriff 
accordingly. But this order was not to reprieve him, but to ask 
him if he pleased to be reprieved, and sent to the penitentiary 
instead of being hanged. 

The sheriff waited upon the criminal, and made his proposal, 
and was answered, “If any thing could make me agree to it, it 
would be the hope of living long enough to kill you and my dog 
of a son; however, I won’t agree; you shall have the hanging 
of me.” 

The worthy sheriff, to whom the ghastly office of executioner is 
assigned, said all in his power to persuade him to sign the offered 
document, but in vain; he obtained nothing but abuse for his 
efforts. 

The day of execution arrived; the place appointed was the side 
of a hill, the only one cleared of trees near the town; and many 
hours before the time fixed, we saw it entirely covered by an 
immense multitude of men, women, and children. At length the 
hour arrived, the dismal cart was seen slowly mounting the hill, 
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the noisy throng was hushed into solemn silence; the wretched 
criminal mounted the scaffold, when again the sheriff asked him 
to sign his acceptance of the commutation proposed; but he 
spurned the paper from him, and cried aloud, “Hang me!” 

Mid-day was the moment appointed for cutting the rope; the 
sheriff stood, his watch in one hand, and a knife in the other; 
the hand was lifted to strike, when the criminal stoutly exclaimed, 
“I sign”; and he was conveyed back to prison, amidst the shouts, 
laughter, and ribaldry of the mob. 

I am not fond of hanging, but there was something in all this 
that did not look like the decent dignity of wholesome justice. 


Home Life in Philadelphia 


Let me be permitted to describe the day of a Philadelphia 
lady of the first class. ... 

This lady shall be the wife of a senator and a lawyer in the 
highest repute and practise. She has a very handsome house, 
with white marble steps and door-posts, and a delicate silver 
knocker and door-handle; she has a very handsome drawing- 
room (very handsomely furnished, there is a sideboard in one of 
them, but it is very handsome, and has handsome decanters and 
cut glass water-jugs upon it); she has a very handsome carriage, 
and a very handsome free black coachman; she is always very 
handsomely dressed; and, moreover, she is very handsome herself. 

She rises, and her first hour is spent in the scrupulously nice 
arrangement of her dress; she descends to her parlour neat, stiff, 
and silent; her breakfast is brought in by her free black footman; 
she eats her fried ham and her salt fish, and drinks her coffee in 
silence, while her husband reads one newspaper, and puts another 
under his elbow; and then, perhaps, she washes the cups and 
saucers. Her carriage is ordered at eleven; till that hour she is 
employed in the pastry-room, her snow-white apron protecting 
her mouse-colored silk. Twenty minutes before her carriage 
should appear, she retires to her chamber, as she calls it, shakes, 
and folds up her still snow white apron, smoothes her rich dress, 
and with nice care, sets on her elegant bonnet, and all the hand- 
some et cetera; then walks down stairs, just at the moment that 
her free black coachman announces to her free black footman 
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that the carriage waits. She steps into it, and gives the word, 
“Drive to the Dorcas Society.” Her footman stays at home to 
clean the knives, but her coachman can trust his horses while 
he opens the carriage door, and his lady not being accustomed 
to a hand or an arm, gets out very safely without, though one of 
her own is occupied by a work basket, and the other by a large 
roll of all those indescribable matters which ladies take as offer- 
ings to Dorcas societies. She enters the parlour appropriated for 
the meeting, and finds seven other ladies, very like herself, and 
takes her place among them; she presents her contribution, which 
is accepted with a gentle circular smile, and her parings of broad 
cloth, her ends of ribbon, her gilt paper, and her minikin pins, 
are added to the parings of broad cloth, the ends of ribbon, the 
gilt paper, and the minikin pins with which the table is already 
covered; she also produces from her basket three ready-made 
pincushions, four ink-wipers, seven paper matches, and a paste- 
board watch case; these are welcomed with acclamations, and the 
youngest lady present deposits them carefully on shelves, amid a 
prodigious quantity of similar articles. She then produces her 
thimble, and asks for work; it is presented to her, and the eight 
ladies all stitch together for some hours. Their talk is of priests 
and of missions; of the profits of their last sale, of their hopes 
from the next; of the doubt whether young Mr. This, or young 
Mr. That should receive the fruits of it to fit him out for Liberia; 
of the very ugly bonnet seen at church on Sabbath morning, of 
the very handsome preacher who performed on Sabbath afternoon, 
and of the very large collection made on Sabbath evening. This 
lasts till three, when the carriage again appears, and the lady 
and her basket return home; she mounts to her chamber, care- 
fully sets aside her bonnet and its appurtenances, puts on her 
scalloped black silk apron, walks into the kitchen to see that all 
is right, then into the parlour, where, having cast a careful glance 
over the table prepared for dinner, she sits down, work in hand, 
to await her spouse. He comes, shakes hands with her, spits, and 
dines. The conversation is not much, and ten minutes suffices 
for the dinner; fruit and toddy, the newspaper and the work-bag 
succeed. In the evening the gentleman, being a savant, goes to 
the Wister society, and afterwards plays a snug rubber at a 
neighbor’s. The lady receives at tea a young missionary and 
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three members of the Dorcas society—And so ends her day. 

For some reason or other, which English people are not very 
likely to understand, a great number of young married persons 
board by the year, instead of “going to housekeeping,” as they 
call having an establishment of their own. Of course, this state- 
ment does not include persons of large fortune, but it does include 
very many whose rank in society would make such a mode of life 
quite impossible with us. I can hardly imagine a contrivance 
more effectual for ensuring the insignificance of a woman, than 
matrying her at seventeen, and placing her in a boarding house. 
Nor can I easily imagine a life of more uniform dulness for the 
lady herself; but this certainly is a matter of taste. I have heard 
many ladies declare, that it is “just quite the perfection of com- 
fort to have nothing to fix for oneself.” Yet despite these assur- 
ances, I always experienced a feeling which hovered between pity 
and contempt, when I contemplated their mode of existence. 

How would a newly married Englishwoman endure it, her head 
and her heart full of the one dear scheme— 


“Well-ordered home, his dear delight to make”? 


She must rise exactly in time to reach the boarding-table at 
the hour appointed for breakfast, or she will get a stiff bow from 
the lady president, cold coffee, and no egg. I have sometimes 
been greatly amused upon these occasions by watching a little 
scene in which the bye-play had much more meaning than the 
words uttered. The fasting, but tardy lady, looks round the table, 
and having ascertained that there was no egg left, says distinctly, 
“T will take an egg, if you please.” But as this is addressed to no 
one in particular, no one in particular answers it, unless it happens 
that her husband is at table before her, and then he says, “There 
are no eggs, my dear.” Whereupon the lady president evidently 
cannot hear, and the greedy culprit who has swallowed two eggs 
(for there are always as many eggs as noses) looks pretty con- 
siderably afraid of being found out. The breakfast proceeds in 
sombre silence, save that sometimes a parrot, and sometimes a 
canary bird, ventures to utter a timid note. When it is finished, 
the gentlemen hurry to their occupations, and the quiet ladies 
mount the stairs, some to the first, some to the second, and some 
to the third stories, in an inverse proportion to the number of 
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dollars paid, and ensconce themselves in their respective cham- 
bers. As to what they do there it is not very easy to say; but 
I believe they clear-starch a little, and iron a little, and sit in a 
rocking-chair, and sew a great deal. I always observed that the 
ladies who boarded, wore more elaborately-worked collars and 
petticoats than anyone else. The plough is hardly a more blessed 
instrument in America than the needle. How could they live 
without it? But time and the needle wear through the longest 
morning, and happily the American morning is not very long, 
even though they breakfast at eight. 

It is generally about two o’clock that the boarding gentlemen 
meet the boarding ladies at dinner. Little is spoken, except a 
whisper between the married pairs. Sometimes a sulky bottle of 
wine flanks the plate of one or two individuals, but it adds noth- 
ing to the mirth of the meeting, and seldom more than one glass 
to the good cheer of the owners. It is not then, and it is not there, 
that the gentlemen of the Union drink. Soon, very soon, the 
silent meal is done, and then, if you mount the stairs after them, 
you will find from the doors of the more affectionate and indul- 
gent wives, a smell of cigars steam forth, which plainly indicates 
the felicity of the couple within. If the gentleman be a very 
polite husband, he will, as soon as he has done smoking and 
drinking his toddy, offer his arm to his wife, as far as the corner 
of the street, where his store, or his office is situated, and there 
he will leave her to turn which way she likes. As this is the hour 
for being full dressed, of course she turns the way she can be 
most seen. Perhaps she pays a few visits; perhaps she goes to 
chapel; or, perhaps, she enters some store where her husband 
deals, and ventures to order a few notions; and then she goes 
home again—no, not home—I will not give that name to a board- 
ing-house, but she reenters the cold heartless atmosphere in which 
she dwells, where hospitality can never enter, and where interest 
takes the management instead of affection. At tea they all meet 
again, and a little trickery is perceptible to the nice observer in 
the manner of partaking the pound-cake, etc. After this, those 
who are happy enough to have engagements, hasten to keep them; 
those who have not, either mount again to the solitude of their 
chamber, or, what appeared to me much worse, remain in the 
common sitting-room, in a society cemented by no tie, endeared 
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by no connexion, which choice did not bring together, and which 
the slightest motive would break asunder. I remarked that the 
gentlemen were generally obliged to go out every evening on 
business, and, I confess, the arrangement did not surprise me. 

It is not thus that the women can obtain that influence in 
society which is allowed to them in Europe, and to which, both 
sages and men of the world have agreed in ascribing such salutary 
effects. It is in vain that “collegiate institutes” are formed for 
young ladies, or that “‘academic degrees” are conferred upon them. 
It is after marriage, and when these young attempts upon all the 
sciences are forgotten, that the lamentable insignificance of the 
American woman appears; and till this be remedied, I venture to 
prophesy that the tone of their drawing-rooms will not improve. 


° ° « ° . ° e 


Cooking, Amusements, and Money-Getting 


In relating all I know of America, I surely must not omit so 
important a feature as the cooking. There are sundry anomalies 
in the mode of serving even a first-rate table; but as these are 
altogether matters of custom, they by no means indicate either 
indifference or neglect in this important business; and whether 
castors are placed on the table, or on the sideboard; whether 
soup, fish, patties, and salad be eaten in orthodox order or not, 
signifies but little. I am hardly capable, I fear, of giving a very 
erudite critique on the subject; general observations, therefore, 
- must suffice. The ordinary mode of living is abundant, but not 
delicate. They consume an extraordinary quantity of bacon. 
Ham and beef-steaks appear morning, noon, and night. In eating, 
they mix things together with the strangest incongruity imagi- 
nable. I have seen eggs and oysters eaten together; the sempiter- 
nal ham with apple-sauce; beef-steak with stewed peaches; and 
salt fish with onions. The bread is everywhere excellent, but they 
rarely enjoy it themselves, as they insist upon eating horrible 
half-baked hot rolls both morning and evening. The butter is 
tolerable, but they have seldom such cream as every little dairy 
produces in England; in fact, the cows are very roughly kept, 
compared with ours. Common vegetables are abundant and very 
fine, I never saw sea-cale or cauliflowers, and either from the 
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want of summer rain, or the want of care, the harvest of green 
vegetables is much sooner over than with us. They eat the 
Indian corn in a great variety of forms; sometimes it is dressed 
green, and eaten like peas; sometimes it is broken to pieces when 
dry, boiled plain, and brought to table like rice; this dish is 
called hominy. The flour of it is made into at least a dozen 
different sorts of cakes; but in my opinion all bad. This flour, 
mixed in the proportion of one-third with fine wheat, makes by 
far the best bread I ever tasted. 

I never saw turbot, salmon, or fresh cod; but the rock and 
shad are excellent. There is a great want of skill in the composi- 
tion of sauces; not only with fish, but with everything. They use 
very few made dishes, and I never saw any that would be ap- 
proved by our savants. They have an excellent wild duck, called 
the Canvas Back, which, if delicately served, would surpass the 
black cock; but the game is very inferior to ours; they have no 
hares, and I never saw a pheasant. They seldom indulge in 
second courses, with all their ingenious temptations to the eating 
a second dinner; but almost every table has its dessert (invariably 
pronounced desart), which is placed on the table before the cloth 
is removed, and consists of pastry, preserved fruits, and creams. 
They are “extravagantly fond,” to use their own phrase, of pud- 
dings, pies, and all kinds of “sweets,” particularly the ladies; but 
are by no means such connoisseurs in soups and ragouts as the 
gastronomes of Europe. Almost every one drinks water at table, 
and by a strange contradiction, in the country where hard drink- 
ing is more prevalent than in any other, there is less wine taken 
at dinner; ladies rarely exceed one glass, and the majority of 
females never take any. In fact, the hard drinking, so univer- 
sally acknowledged, does not take place at jovial dinners, but, to 
speak plain English, in solitary dram-drinking. Coffee is not 
served immediately after dinner, but makes part of the serious 
matter of tea-drinking, which comes some hours later. Mixed 
dinner parties to ladies and gentlemen are very rare, and unless 
several foreigners are present, little conversation passes at table. 
It certainly does not, in my opinion, add to the well-ordering a 
dinner table, to set the gentlemen at one end of it, and the ladies 
at the other; but it is very rarely that you find it otherwise. 

Their large evening parties are supremely dull; the men some- 
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times play cards by themselves, but if a lady plays, it must not 
be for money; no ecarté, no chess; very little music, and that 
little lamentably bad. Among the blacks I heard some good 
voices, singing in tune; but I scarcely ever heard a white Ameri- 
can, male or female, go through an air without being out of tune 
before the end of it; nor did I ever meet any trace of science in 
the singing I heard in society. To eat inconceivable quantities 
of cake, ice, and pickled oysters—and to show half their revenue 
in silks and satins, seem to be the chief objects they have in 
these parties. 

The most agreeable meetings, I was assured by all the young 
people, were those to which no married women are admitted; of 
the truth of this statement I have not the least doubt. These ex- 
clusive meetings occur frequently, and often last to a late hour; on 
these occasions, I believe, they generally dance. At regular balls 
married ladies are admitted, but seldom take much part in the 
amusement. The refreshments are always profuse and costly, but 
taken in a most uncomfortable manner. I have known many 
private balls . . . where the gentlemen sat down to supper in one 
room, while the ladies took theirs, standing, in another. 

What we call picnics are very rare, and when attempted, do 
not often succeed well. The two sexes can hardly mix for the 
greater part of a day without great restraint and ennui; it is 
quite contrary to their general habits; the favourite indulgence of 
the gentlemen (smoking cigars and drinking spirits) can neither 
be indulged in with decency, nor resigned with complacency. 

The ladies have strange ways of adding to their charms. They 
powder themselves immoderately, face, neck, and arms, with pul- 
verized starch; the effect is indescribably disagreeable by day- 
light, and not very favourable at any time. They are also most 
unhappily partial to false hair, which they wear in surprising 
quantities; this is the more to be lamented, as they generally 
have very fine hair of their own. I suspect this fashion to arise 
from an indolent mode of making their toilet, and from accom- 
plished ladies’ maids not being very abundant; it is less trouble 
to append a bunch of waving curls here, there, and everywhere, 
than to keep their native tresses in perfect order. 

Though the expense of the ladies’ dress greatly exceeds, in 
proportion to their general style of living, that of the ladies of 
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Europe, it is very far (excepting in Philadelphia) from being in 
good taste. They do not consult the seasons in the colours or in 
the style of their costume; I have often shivered at seeing a 
young beauty picking her way through the snow with a pale 
rose-colored bonnet, set on the very top of her head: I knew one 
young lady whose pretty little ear was actually frost-bitten from 
being thus exposed. They never wear muffs or boots, and appear 
extremely shocked at the sight of comfortable walking shoes and 
cotton stockings, even when they have to step to their sleighs 
over ice and snow. They walk in the middle of winter with their 
poor little toes pinched into a miniature slipper, incapable of 
excluding as much moisture as might bedew a primrose. I must 
say in their excuse, however, that they have, almost universally, 
extremely pretty feet. They do not walk well, nor, in fact, do 
they ever appear to advantage when in movement. I know not 
why this should be, for they have abundance of French dancing- 
masters among them, but somehow or other it is the fact. I 
fancied I could often trace a mixture of affectation and of shyness 
in their little mincing unsteady step, and the ever-changing posi- 
tion of the hands. They do not dance well; perhaps I should 
rather say they do not look well when dancing; lovely as their 
faces are, they cannot, in a position that exhibits the whole 
person, atone for the want of tournure, and for the universal defect 
in the formation of the bust, which is rarely full, or gracefully 
formed. 

I never saw an American man walk or stand well; notwithstand- 
ing their frequent militia drilling, they are nearly all hollow 
chested and round shouldered; perhaps this is occasioned by no 
officer daring to say to a brother free-born “hold up your head”; 
whatever the cause, the effect is very remarkable to a stranger. 
In stature, and in physiognomy, a great majority of the popula- 
tion, both male and female, are strikingly handsome, but they 
know not how to do their own honours; half as much comeliness 
elsewhere would produce ten times as much effect. 

Nothing can exceed their activity and perseverance in all kinds 
of speculation, handicraft, and enterprise, which promises a profit- 
able pecuniary result. I heard an Englishman, who had been 
long resident in America, declare that in following, in meeting, or 
in overtaking, in the street, on the road, or in the field, at the 
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theatre, the coffee-house, or the home, he had never overheard 
Americans conversing without the word DOLLAR being pro- 
nounced between them. Such unity of purpose, such sympathy of 
feeling, can, I believe, be found nowhere else, except, perhaps, in 
an ants’ nest. The result is exactly what might be anticipated. 
This sordid object, for ever before their eyes, must inevitably pro- 
duce a sordid tone of mind, and, worse still, it produces a seared 
and blunted conscience on all questions of probity. I know not 
a more striking evidence of the low tone of morality which is gen- 
erated by this universal pursuit of money, than the manner in 
which the New England States are described by Americans. All 
agree in saying that they present a spectacle of industry and pros- 
perity delightful to behold, and this is the district and the popula- 
tion most constantly quoted as the finest specimen of their admi- 
rable country; yet I never met a single individual in any part of 
the Union who did not paint these New Englanders as sly, grind- 
ing, selfish, and tricking. The Yankees (as the New Englanders 
are called) will avow these qualities themselves with a complacent 
smile, and boast that no people on the earth can match them at 
over-reaching in a bargain. I have heard them unblushingly re- 
late stories of their cronies and friends, which, if believed among 
us, would banish the heroes from the fellowship of honest men for- 
ever; and all this is uttered with a simplicity which sometimes led 
me to doubt if the speakers knew what honor and honesty meant. 
Yet the Americans declare that “they are the most moral people 
upon earth.” Again and again I have heard this asserted, not 
only in conversation, and by their writings, but even from the 
pulpit. Such broad assumption of- superior virtue demands ex- 
amination, and after four years of attentive and earnest observa- 
tion and inquiry, my honest conviction is, that the standard of 
moral character in the United States is very greatly lower than in 
Europe. Of their religion, as it appears outwardly, I have had 
occasion to speak frequently; I pretend not to judge the heart, 
but, without any uncharitable presumption, I must take permis- 
sion to say, that both Protestant England and Catholic France 
show an infinitely superior religious and moral aspect to mortal 
observation, both as to reverend decency of external observance, 
and as to the inward fruit of honest dealing between man and 
man. 
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In other respects, I think no one will be disappointed who 
visits the country, expecting to find no more than common sense 
might teach him to look for, namely, a vast continent, by far the 
greater part of which is still in the state in which nature left it, 
and a busy, bustling, industrious population, hacking and hewing 
their way through it. What greatly increases the interest of this 
spectacle, is the wonderful facility for internal commerce, fur- 
nished by the rivers, lakes, and canals, which thread the country 
in every direction, producing a rapidity of progress in all com- 
mercial and agricultural speculation altogether unequalled. 


American Boastfulness 


On the subject of national glory, I presume I got more than 
my share of buffeting; for being a woman, there was no objection 
to their speaking out. One lady, indeed, who was a great patriot, 
evinced much delicacy towards me, for upon some one speaking 
of New Orleans, she interrupted them, saying, “I wish you would 
not talk of New Orleans;” and turning to me, added with great 
gentleness, “It must be so painful to your feelings to hear that 
place mentioned!” 

The immense superiority of the American to the British navy, 
was a constant theme, and to this I always listened, as nearly as 
possible, in silence. I repeatedly heard it stated (so often, indeed, 
and from such various quarters, that I think there must be some 
truth in it), that the American sailors fire with a certainty of 
slaughter, whereas our shots are sent very nearly at random. 
“This,” said a naval officer of high reputation, “is the blessed effect 
of your game laws; your sailors never fire at a mark; whilst our 
free tars, from their practise in pursuit of game, can any of them 
split a hair.” But the favourite, the constant, the universal sneer 
that met me everywhere, was on our old-fashioned attachments 
to things obsolete. Had they a little wit among them, I am cer- 
tain they would have given us the cognomen of “My Grandmother, 
the British,” for that is the tone they take, and it is thus they 
reconcile themselves to the crude newness of everything around 
them. 

“I wonder you are not sick of kings, chancellors, and arch- 
bishops, and all your fustian of wigs and gowns,” said a very 
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clever gentleman to me once, with an affected yawn, “I protest 
the very sound almost sets me to sleep.” 

It is amusing to observe how soothing the idea seems, that they 
are more modern, more advanced than England. Our classic lit- 
erature, our princely dignities, our noble institutions, are all by- 
gone relics of the dark ages. é 

I was once sitting with a party of ladies among whom were 
one or two young girls, whose curiosity was greater than their 
patriotism, and they asked me many questions respecting the 
splendour and extent of London. I was endeavouring to satisfy 
them by the best description I could give, when we were inter- 
rupted by another lady, who exclaimed, “Do hold your tongues, 
girls, about London; if you want to know what a beautiful city 
is, look at Philadelphia; when Mrs. Trollope has been there, I 
think she will allow that it is better worth talking about than 
that great overgrown collection of nasty, filthy, dirty streets, 
that they call London.” | 

Once in Ohio, and once in the district of Columbia, I had an 
atlas displayed before me, that I might be convinced by the evi- 
dence of my own eyes what a very contemptible little country I 
came from. I shall never forget the gravity with which, on the 
latter occasion, a gentleman . . . showed me, past contradic- 
tion, that the whole of the British dominions did not equal in 
size one of their least important states; nor the air with which, 
after the demonstration, he placed his feet upon the chimney- 
piece, considerably higher than his head, and whistled Yankee 
Doodle. 


WASHINGTON IN JACKSON’S DAY; SOUTHERN 
SLAVERY * 


By Harriet Martineau 


Harriet Martineau, one of the most versatile and energetic of all 
women publicists, was born in 1802 in Norwich, England, the daughter 
of a cloth manufacturer. After a sickly childhood, she was thrown 
midway in her twenties upon her own resources. Her elder brother, 
father, and fiancé successively died, and she and her sisters lost all their 
money in the failure of the business in which it was invested. Her 
deafness was marked, and closed the profession of teaching to her; but 
she had already contributed to a Unitarian periodical. She at once com- 
menced that career of authorship which endured until her death in 
1876, and which was truly amazing in its copiousness and industry. 
Though frail of body and frequently ill, she never seemed tired. After 
a hard day’s work with the needle, for at first she made sure of her 
bread in that way, she would write until two or three o’clock in the 
morning, and yet be at the breakfast table at eight. Her first stories 
and essays were religious in character, and some of them were widely 
circulated in England and France. But she achieved a larger success 
when, after studying Adam Smith and other economists, she conceived 
the idea of a series of tales to illustrate the principles of political economy 
for the minds of the masses. The great London publishers rejected her 
proposal, but she finally found one who drove a hard bargain with her, 
and brought out the first tales. The demand at once ran high into the 
thousands. Lord Brougham said that it made him tear his hair to think 
that the Society for the Diffusion of Knowledge, which he had founded 
for this very purpose, had not a single man capable of doing what this 
little deaf girl from Norwich had done. 

Upon completing this work, and a supplemental series on taxation, 
which fully established her fame, Miss Martineau in 1834 visited America 
and made a tour lasting more than two years. Most educated Americans 
were acquainted with her writings. They took a keen interest in meeting 
her—a young woman of more than middle height, slender figure, and a 
face whose broad forehead and strong chin showed her vigor of mind 


* From “A Retrospect of Western Travel.” London, 1838. Volume I, 
chapters 12 and 13; and “Society in America.” London, 1839. Part II, 
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and will. She was at first hospitably received wherever she went, her 
travels extending as far west as Mackinac and Chicago, and as far south 
‘as New Orleans. Among the enduring friendships she made at this time 
. were those with Emerson and William Lloyd Garrison. But later, after 
she had made a public avowal of her anti-slavery sentiments at an 
Abolitionist mass-meeting in Boston, she encountered much prejudice, 
and many slights and insults. The Southern press denounced her as a 
dangerous incendiary, and she was even constrained to abandon an in- 
tended trip down the Ohio River. 

When she returned to England, Miss Martineau was besieged with 
offers from the London publishers for her impressions of America, and 
for her two works of three volumes each, “Society in America,” and 
“A Retrospect of Western Travel,” she received a total of £1,500. 
Her plan in the former was to present a systematic scrutiny of the 
American application of the principles laid down in the Constitution and 
the Declaration of Independence, and it is rather heavily philosophical 
and decidedly awkward in arrangement. The second records in much 
more interesting fashion the incidents of travel, impressions of distin- 
guished persons, and descriptions of people and places. Both works, in 
spite of some glaring errors, were appreciatively received in America. 


Life at the Capital in 1835 


WE arrived at Washington on the 13th of January, 1835, the 
year of the short session of Congress which closes on the 4th of 
March, so that we continued to see the proceedings of Congress at 
its busiest and most interesting time. 

The approach to the city is striking to all strangers from its 
oddness. I saw the dome of the Capitol from a considerable 
distance at the end of a straight road; but, though I was pre- 
pared by the descriptions of preceding travellers, I was taken by 
surprise on finding myself beneath the splendid building, so sor- 
did are the enclosure and houses on its very verge. We went 
round its base, and entered Pennsylvania Avenue, the only one 
of the grand avenues intended to centre in the Capitol which 
has been built up with any completeness. Our boarding house was 
admirably situated, being some little way down this avenue, 
a few minutes’ walk only from the Capitol, and a mile in a 
straight line from the White House, the residences of the heads 
of departments, and the British legation. 

In Philadelphia I had found perpetual difficulty in remember- 
ing that I was in a foreign country. The pronunciation of a few 
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words by our host and hostess, the dinner-table, and the inquir- 
ies of visitors were almost all that occurred to remind me that I 
was not in a brother’s house. At Washington it was very different. 
The city itself is unlike any other that ever was seen, straggling 
out hither and thither, with a small house or two a quarter of 
a mile from any other; so that in making calls “in the city,” we 
had to cross ditches and stiles, and walk alternately on grass 
and pavements, and strike across a field to reach a street. Then 
the weather was so strange; sometimes so cold that the only way 
I could get any comfort was by stretching on the sofa drawn 
before the fire up to the very fender (on which days every person 
who went in and out of the house was sure to leave the front door 
wide open); then the next morning, perhaps, if we went out 
muffled in furs, we had to turn back and exchange our wraps for 
a light shawl. Then we were waited upon by a slave appointed 
for the exclusive service of our party during our stay. Then 
there were canvas-back ducks, and all manner of other ducks on 
the table, in greater profusion than any single article of food, ex- 
cept turkeys, that I ever saw. Then there was the society, singu- 
larly compounded from the largest variety of elements; foreign 
ambassadors, the American government, members of Congress, 
from Clay and Webster down to Davy Crockett, Benton from Mis- 
souri, and Cuthbert, with the freshest Irish brogue, from Georgia; 
flippant young belles, “pious” wives dutifully attending their 
husbands, and groaning over the frivolities of the place; grave 
judges, saucy travellers, pert newspaper reporters, melancholy 
Indian chiefs, and timid New England ladies, trembling on the 
verge of the vortex; all this was wholly unlike anything that is 
to be seen in any other city in the world; for all these are mixed 
up together in daily intercourse like the higher circle of a little 
village, and there is nothing else. You have this or nothing; 
you pass your days among these people, or you spend them alone. 
It is in Washington that varieties of manners are conspicuous. 
There the Southerners appear to the most advantage, and the New 
Englanders to the least; the ease and frank courtesy of the gentry 
of the South (with an occasional touch of arrogance, however), 
contrasting favourably with the cautious, somewhat gauche, and 
too deferential air of the members from the North. One fancies 
one can tell a New England member in the open air by his depre- 


184 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


catory walk. He seems to bear in mind perpetually that he can- 
not fight a duel, while other people can. The odd mortals that 
wander in from the western border cannot be described as a class, 
for no one is like anybody else. One has a neck like a crane, mak- 
ing an interval of inches between stock and chin. Another wears 
no cravat, apparently because there is no room for one. A third 
has his lank black hair parted accurately down the middle, and 
disposed in bands in front, so that he is taken for a woman when 
only the head is seen in a crowd. A fourth puts an arm round 
the neck of a neighbour on either side as he stands, seeming afraid 
of his tall wirehung frame dropping to pieces if he tries to stand 
alone; a fifth makes something between a bow and a courtesy to 
everybody who comes near, and proses with a knowing air; all | 
having shrewd faces, and being probably very fit for the business — 
they came upon. f 

Our way of life was so diversified that it is difficult to give an 
account of our day; the only way in which one day resembled an- 
other being that none had any privacy. We breakfasted about 
nine, surrounded by the heaps of newspapers, documents, and 
letters which the post and newsmen brought to the parliamentary 
members of our party. We amused ourselves with the differ- 
ent versions given by the Globe and the Intelligencer—the ad- 
ministration and opposition papers—to speeches and proceedings 
at which we had been present the day before; and were kindly 
made acquainted by our representative friend with the nature of 
much of his business, the petitions he had to present, the dilem- 
mas in which he was placed by his constituents of different parties, 
and his hopes and fears about favourite measures in progress. The 
senator happened, from a peculiar set of circumstances, to be an 
idle man just now. He taught me many things, and rallied me on 
my asking him so few questions, while, in fact, my head was 
already so much too much full with what was flowing in upon me 
from all sides, that I longed for nothing so much as to go to sleep 
for a week. This gentleman’s peculiar and not very agreeable 
position arose out of the troublesome question of Instructions to 
Representatives. Senators are chosen for a term of six years, 
one-third of the body going out every two years; the term being 
made thus long in order to ensure some stability of policy in the 
Senate. If the government of the state from which the senator 
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is sent changes its politics during his term, he may be annoyed 
by instructions to vote contrary to his principles, and, if he re- 
fuses, by a call to resign, on the ground of his representing the 
opinions of the minority. This had been the predicament of our 
companion; and the question of resigning or not under such cir- 
cumstances had become generally a very important and interesting 
one, but one which there was no means of settling. Each member 
in such a scrape must act as his own judgment and conscience dic- 
tate under the circumstances of the peculiar case. Our companion 
made a mistake. When the attempt to instruct him was made, he 
said he appealed from the new legislature of his state to the people 
who chose him. He did appeal by standing for the office of gover- 
nor of the state, and was defeated. No course then remained but 
resigning; which he did immediately, when his senatorial term 
was within half a session of its close. He had withdrawn from the 
Senate Chamber, and was winding up his political affairs at the 
time when we joined his party. 

At a little before eleven we usually set out for the Capitol, and 
passed the morning either in the Senate Chamber or the Supreme 
Court, unless it was necessary to make calls, or to sit to the artist 
who was painting my portrait, or to join a party on some excur- 
sion in the neighborhood. We avoided spending the morning at 
home when we could, as it was sure to be entirely consumed with 
callers, and we became too much exhausted before the fatigues of 
the evening began. Much amusement was picked up in the 
artist’s apartment in the Capitol; members and strangers dropped 
in, and the news of the hour circulated; but the Senate Chamber 
was our favorite resort. We returned home to dinner some time 
between four and six, and the cloth was seldom removed before 
visitors entered. The stream continued to flow in during the 
whole evening, unless we were all going out together. We disap- 
peared, one by one, to dress for some ball, rout, levée, or masquer- 
ade, and went out, more or less willingly, according as we left be- 
hind us visitors more or less pleasant. The half-hour round our 
drawing room fire after our return was the pleasantest time of 
the day, weary as we were. Then our foreigners’ perplexities were 
explained for us; we compared impressions, and made common 
property of what had amused us individually; and, in some sort, 
set our overcharged minds in order before we retired to rest. 
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Our pleasantest evenings were some spent at home in a society 
of the highest order. Ladies, literary, fashionable, or domestic, 
would spend an hour with us on their way from a dinner or to a 
ball. Members of Congress would repose themselves by our fire- 
side. Mr. Clay, sitting upright on the sofa, with his snuffbox ever 
in his hand, would discourse for many an hour in his even, soft, 
deliberate tone, on any one of the great subjects of American 
policy which we might happen to start, always amazing us with 
the moderation of estimate and speech which so impetuous a 
nature has been able to attain. Mr. Webster, leaning back at 
his ease, telling stories, cracking jokes, shaking the sofa with 
burst after burst of laughter, or smoothly discoursing to the per- 
fect felicity of the logical part of one’s constitution, would il- 
luminate an evening now and then. Mr. Calhoun, the cast-iron 
man, who looks as if he had never been born and never could be 
extinguished, would come in sometimes to keep our understandings 
upon a painful stretch for a short while, and leave us to take to 
pieces his close, rapid, theoretical, illustrated talk, and see what 
we could make of it. We found it usually more worth retaining as 
a curiosity than as either very just or useful. His speech abounds 
in figures, truly illustrative, if that which they illustrate were but 
true also. But his theories of government (almost the only sub- 
ject on which his thoughts are employed), the squarest and com- 
pactest that ever were made, are composed out of limited ele- 
ments, and are not, therefore, likely to stand service very well. 
It is at first extremely interesting to hear Mr. Calhoin talk; and 
there is a never-failing evidence of power in all he says and does 
which commands intellectual reverence; but the admiration is too 
soon turned into regret, into absolute melancholy. It is impos- 
sible to resist the conviction that all this force can be at best but 
useless, and is but too likely to be very mischievous. His mind 
has long lost all power of communicating with any other. I know 
of no man who lives in such utter intellectual solitude. He meets 
men, and harangues them by the fireside as in the Senate; he is 
wrought like a piece of machinery, set agoing vehemently by a 
weight, and stops while you answer; he either passes by what 
you say, or twists it into a suitability with what is in his head, and 
begins to lecture again. Of course, a mind like this can have little 
influence in the Senate, except by virtue, perpetually wearing 
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out, of what it did in its less eccentric days; but its influence at 
home is to be dreaded. There is no hope that an intellect so cast 
in narrow theories will accommodate itself to varying circum- 
Stances; and there is every danger that it will break up all that 
it can, in order to remould the materials in its own way. Mr. Cal- 
houn is as full as ever of his nullification doctrines; and those who 
know the force that is in him, and his utter incapacity of modifi- 
cation by other minds (after having gone through as remarkable 
a revolution of political opinions as perhaps any man ever experi- 
enced), will no more expect repose and self-retention from him 
than from a volcano in full force. Relaxation is no longer in the 
power of his will. I never saw any one who so completely gave 
me the idea of possession. Half an hour’s conversation with him 
is enough to make a necessarian of anybody. Accordingly, he is 
more complained of than blamed by his enemies. His moments of 
softness in his family, and when recurring to old college days, are 
hailed by all as a relief to the vehement working of the intellectual 
machine; a relief equally to himself and others. Those moments 
are as touching to the observer as tears on the face of a soldier. — 
One incident befell during my stay which moved everybody. A 
representative from South Carolina was ill, a friend of Mr. Cal- 
houn’s; and Mr. Calhoun parted from us one day, on leaving the 
Capitol, to visit this sick gentleman. The physician told Mr. Cal- 
houn on his entrance that his friend was dying, and could not live 
more than a very few hours. A visitor, not knowing this, asked the 
sick man how he was. “To judge by my own feelings,” said he, 
“much better; but by the countenances of my friends, not.” And 
he begged to be told the truth. On hearing it, he instantly beck- 
oned Mr. Calhoun to him, and said, “I hear they are giving you 
rough treatment in the Senate. Let a dying friend implore you to 
guard your looks and words so as that no undue warmth may make 
you appear unworthy of your principles.” “This was friendship, 
strong friendship,” said Mr. Calhoun to me and to many others; 
and it had its due effect upon him. A few days after, Colonel Ben- 
ton, a fantastic senator from Missouri, interrupted Mr. Calhoun in 
a speech, for the purpose of making an attack upon him, which 
would have been insufferable if it had not been too absurdly 
worded to be easily made anything of. He was called to order; 
this was objected to; the Senate divided upon the point of order, 


188 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


being dissatisfied with the decision of the chair; in short, Mr. Cal- 
houn sat for two full hours hearing his veracity talked about be- 
fore his speech could proceed. He sat in stern patience, scarcely 
moving a muscle the whole time; and, when it was all settled in 
his favor, merely observed that his friends need not fear his being 
disturbed by an attack of this nature from such a quarter, and 
resumed his speech at the precise point where his argument had 
been broken off. It was great, and would have satisfied the 
“strong friendship” of his departed comrade if he could have been 
there to see it. 

, Our active-minded, genial friend, Judge Story, * found time to 
visit us frequently, though he is one of the busiest men in the 
world, writing half a dozen great law-books every year; having 
his full share of the business of the Supreme Court upon his 
hands; his professorship to attend to; the District Courts at 
home in Massachusetts, and a correspondence which spreads half 
over the world. His talk would gush out for hours, and there was 
never too much of it for us; it is so heartfelt, so lively, so various; 
and his face all the while, notwithstanding his gray hair, showing 

_all the mobility and ingenuousness of a child’s. There is no toler- 
able portrait of Judge Story, and there never will be. I should 
like to bring him face to face with a person who entertains the 
common English idea of how an American looks and behaves. 
I should like to see what such a one would make of the quick 
smiles, the glistening eye, the gleeful tone, with passing touches 
of sentiment; the innocent self-complacency, the confiding, de- 
voted affections of the great American lawyer. The preconception 
would be totally at fault. 

With Judge Story sometimes came the man to whom he looked 
up with feelings little short of adoration—the aged Chief-justice 
Marshall. There was almost too much mutual respect in our first 
meeting; we knew something of his individual merits and services ; 
and he maintained through life, and carried’ to his grave, a rever- 
ence for woman as rare in its kind as in its degree. It had all the 
theoretical fervour and magnificence of Uncle Toby’s, with the ad- 
vantage of being grounded upon an extensive knowledge of the 
sex. He was the father and the grandfather of women; and out 


* Judge Joseph Story, 1779-1845, was at this time a Justice of the 
Federal Supreme Court and Dane Professor in the Harvard Law School. 
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of this experience he brought, not only the love and pity which 
their offices and position command, and the awe of purity which 
they excite in the minds of the pure, but a steady conviction of 
their intellectual equality with men; and, with this, a deep sense 
of their social injuries. Throughout life he so invariably sustained 
their cause, that no indulgent libertine dared to flatter and hu- 
mour; no skeptic, secure in the possession of power, dared to 
scoff at the claims of woman in the presence of Marshall, who, 
made clearsighted by his purity, knew the sex far better than 
either. 

How delighted we were to see Judge Story bring in the tall, 
majestic, bright-eyed old man; old by chronology, by the lines 
on his composed face, and by his services to the republic; but so 
dignified, so fresh, so present to the time, that no feeling of com- 
passionate consideration for age dared to mix with the contem- 
plation of him. The first evening he asked me much about English 
politics, and especially whether the people were not fast ripening 
for the abolition of our religious establishment; an institution 
which, after a long study of it, he considered so monstrous in prin- 
ciple, and so injurious to true religion in practise, that he could 
not imagine that it could be upheld for anything but political pur- 
poses. There was no prejudice here on account of American 
modes being different; for he observed that the clergy were there, 
as elsewhere, far from being in the van of society, and lamented 
the existence of much fanaticism in the United States; but he 
saw the evils of an establishment the more clearly, none the less, 
from being aware of the faults in the administration of religion 
at home. The most animated moment of our conversation was 
when I told him I was going to visit Mr. Madison on leaving 
Washington. He instantly sat upright in his chair, and with 
beaming eyes began to praise Mr. Madison. Madison received the 
mention of Marshall’s name in just the same manner; yet these 
men were strongly opposed in politics, and their magnanimous 
appreciation of each other underwent no slight or brief trial. 

Judge Porter * sometimes came, a hearty friend, and much 
like a fellow-countryman, though he was a senator of the United 


* Alexander J. Porter, born in Ireland in 1786, was admitted to the 
bar in Tennessee in 1807, and won political distinction in Louisiana. He 
was a judge of the State Supreme Court for some years following 1821, 
and United States Senator 1833-37. 
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States, and had previously been, for fourteen years, Judge of 
the Supreme Court of Louisiana. He was Irish by birth. His 
father was vindictively executed, with cruel haste, under martial 
law, in the Irish rebellion; and the sons were sent by their noble- 
minded mother to America, where Alexander, the eldest, has thus 
raised himself into a station of high honour. Judge Porter’s 
warmth, sincerity, knowledge, and wit are the pride of his con- 
stituents and very ornamental to the Senate. What their charm 
is by the fireside may be imagined. 

Such are only a few among a multitude whose conversation filled 
up the few evenings we spent at home. Among the pleasantest 
visits we paid were dinners at the President’s, at the houses of 
heads of departments, at the British legation, and at the South- 
ern members’ Congressional mess. We highly enjoyed our dinings 
at the British legation, where we felt ourselves at home among 
our countrymen. Once, indeed, we were invited to help to do 
the honours as English ladies to the seven Judges of the Supreme 
Court, and seven great lawyers besides, when we had the merriest 
day that could well be. Mr. Webster fell chiefly to my share, 
and there is no merrier man than he; and Judge Story would 
enliven a dinner-table at Pekin. One laughable peculiarity at 
the British legation was the confusion of tongues among the 
servants, who asked you to take fish, flesh, and fowl in Spanish, 
Italian, German, Dutch, Irish, or French. The foreign ambassa- 
dors are terribly plagued about servants. No American will wear 
livery, and there is no reason why any American should. But the 
British ambassador must have livery servants. He makes what 
compromise he can, allowing his people to appear without livery 
out of doors except on state occasions; but yet he is obliged to pick 
up his domestics from among foreigners who are in want of a sub- 
sistence for a short time, and are sure to go away as soon as they 
can find any employment in which the wearing a livery is not 
requisite. The woes of this state of things, however, were the 
portion of the host, not of his guests; and the hearty hospitality 
with which we were ever greeted by the minister and his attachés, 
combined with the attractions of the society they brought together, 
made our visits to them some of the pleasantest hours we passed 
in Washington. 


Slight incidents were perpetually showing, in an amusing way, 
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the village-like character of some of the arrangements at Wash- 
ington. I remember that some of our party went one day to 
dine at Mr. Secretary Cass’s, and the rest of us at Mr. Secretary 
Woodbury’s. * The next morning a lady of the Cass party asked 
me whether we had candied oranges at the Woodburys’. “No.” 
“Then,” said she, “they had candied oranges at the attorney-gen- 
eral’s.” “How do you know?” “Oh, as we were on the way, I 
saw a dish carried; and as we had none at the Cass’s, I knew they 
must either be for the Woodburys’ or the attorney-general.” 
There were candied oranges at the attorney-general’s, 

When we became intimate some time afterward with some 
Southern friends, with whom we now dined at their congressional 
mess, they gave us an amusing account of the preparations for 
our dinner. They boarded (from a really self-denying kindness) 
at a house where the arrangements were of a very inferior kind. 
Two sessions previous to our being there they had invited a large 
party of eminent persons to dinner, and had committed the order- 
ing of the arrangements to a gentleman of their mess, advising 
him to engage a French cook in order to ensure a good dinner. 
The gentleman engaged a Frenchman, concluding he must be a 
cook, which, however, he was not; and the dinner turned out so 
unfortunately, that the mess determined to ask no more dinner- 
company while they remained in that house. When we arrived, 
however, it was thought necessary to ask us to dinner. There was 
little hope that all would go rightly, and the two senators of the 
mess were laughingly requested, in case of any blunder, to talk 
nullification as fast as possible to us ladies. This was done so 
efficaciously that, when dinner was over, I could not have told a 
single dish that was on the table, except that a ham stood before 
me, which we were too full of nullification to attack. Our hosts 
informed us, long afterward, that it was a bad dinner, badly 
served; but it was no matter. 

At the President’s I met a very large party, among whom there 
was more stiffness than I saw in any other society in America. 
It was not the fault of the President or his family, but of the way 
in which the company was unavoidably brought together. With 


* Lewis Cass, of Michigan, 1782-1866, was Secretary of War from 1831 
to 1836; Levi Woodbury, of New Hampshire, 1789-1851, was Secretary 
of the Navy 1831 to 1834, and Secretary of the Treasury from 1834 to 
1841. 
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the exception of my party, the name of everybody present began 
with J, K, or L; that is to say, it consisted of members of Con- 
gress, who are invited alphabetically, to ensure none being left out. 
This principle of selection is not, perhaps, the best for the promo- 
tion of ease and sociability; and well as I liked the day, I doubt 
whether many others could say they enjoyed it. When we went 
in the President was standing in the middle of the room to re- 
ceive his guests. After speaking a few words with me, he gave 
me into the charge of Major Donelson, his secretary, who seated 
me, and brought up for introduction each guest as he passed from 
before the President. A Congressional friend of mine (whose 
name began with a J) stationed himself behind my chair, and 
gave me an account of each gentleman who was introduced to me; 
where he came from, what his politics were, and how, if at all, 
he had distinguished himself. All this was highly amusing. At 
dinner the President was quite disposed for conversation. Indeed, 
he did nothing but talk. His health is poor, and his diet of the 
sparest. We both talked freely of the governments of England 
and France; I, novice in American politics as I was, entirely for- 
getting that the great French question was pending, and that the 
President and the King of the French were then bandying very 
hard words. I was most struck and surprised with the President’s 
complaints of the American Senate, in which there was at that 
time a small majority against the administration. He told me 
that I must not judge of the body by what I saw it then, and that 
‘after the 4th of March I should behold a Senate more worthy of 
the country. After the 4th of March there was, if I remember 
rightly, a majority of two in favour of the government. The 
ground of his complaint was, that the senators had sacrificed 
their dignity by disregarding the wishes of their constituents. 
The other side of the question is, that the dignity of the Senate 
is best consulted by its members following their own convictions, 
declining instructions for the term for which they are elected. It 
is a serious difficulty, originating in the very construction of the 
body, and not to be settled by dispute. 

The President offered me bonbons for a child belonging to our 
party at home, and told me how many children (of his nephew’s 
and his adopted son’s) he had about him, with a mildness and 
kindliness which contrasted well with his tone upon some public 


HARRIET MARTINEAU 193 


occasions. He did the honours of his house with gentleness and 
politeness to myself, and, as far as I saw, to every one else. About 
an hour after dinner he rose, and we led the way to the drawing- 
room, where the whole company, gentlemen as well as ladies, 
followed to take coffee; after which every one departed, some 
homeward, some to make evening calls, and others, among whom 
were ourselves, to a splendid ball at the other extremity of the city. 
General Jackson is extremely tall and thin, with a slight stoop, 
betokening more weakness than naturally belongs to his years. 
He has a profusion of stiff gray hair, which gives to his appear- 
ance whatever there is of formidable in it. His countenance 
bears commonly an expression of melancholy gravity; though, 
when roused, the fire of passion flashes from his eyes, and his 
whole person looks then formidable enough. His mode of speech 
is slow and quiet, and his phraseology sufficiently betokens that 
his time has not been passed among books. When I was at 
Washington albums were the fashion and the plague of the day. 
I scarcely ever came home but I found an album on my table, or 
requests for autographs; but some ladies went much further than 
petitioning a foreigner who might be supposed to have leisure. I 
have actually seen them stand at the door of the Senate Chamber, 
and send the doorkeeper with an album, and a request to write in 
it, to Mr. Webster and other eminent members. I have seen 
them do worse; stand at the door of the Supreme Court, and 
send in their albums to Chief-justice Marshall while he was on 
the bench hearing pleadings. The poor President was terribly 
persecuted; and to him it was a real nuisance, as he had no poeti- 
cal resource but Watts’s hymns. I have seen verses and stanzas 
of the most ominous purport from Watts, in the President’s very 
conspicuous handwriting, standing in the midst of the crowquill 
compliments and translucent charades which are the staples of 
albums. Nothing was done to repress this atrocious impertinence 
of the ladies. I always declined writing more than name and date; 
but senators, judges, and statesmen submitted to write gallant 
nonsense at the request of any woman who would stoop to desire it. 
Colonel Johnson, * now Vice-President of the United States, sat 
opposite to me at the President’s dinner-table. This is the gentle- 


* Richard M. Johnson, of Kentucky, 1780-1850, was at this time in the 
House, and became Vice-President in 1837. 
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man once believed to have killed Tecumseh, and to have written 
the Report on Sunday Mails, which has been the admiration of 
society ever since it appeared; but I believe Colonel Johnson is 
no longer supposed to be the author of either of these deeds. 
General Mason spoke of him to me at New York with much friend- 
ship, and with strong hope of his becoming President. I heard 
the idea so ridiculed by members of the federal party afterward, 
that I concluded General Mason to be in the same case with 
hundreds more who believe their intimate friends sure of being 
President. But Colonel Johnson is actually Vice-President, and 
the hope seems reasonable; though the slavery question will 
probably be the point on which the next election will turn, which 
may again be to the disadvantage of the colonel. If he should 
become President, he will be as strange-looking a potentate as 
ever ruled. His countenance is wild, though with much clever- 
ness in it; his hair wanders all abroad, and he wears no cravat. 
But there is no telling how he might look if dressed liked other 
people. 

I was fortunate enough once to catch a glimpse of the invisible 
Amos Kendall, * one of the most remarkable men in America. 
He is supposed to be the moving spring of the whole administra- 
tion; the thinker, planner, and doer; but it is all in the dark. 
Documents are issued of an excellence which prevents their being 
attributed to persons who take the responsibility of them; a corre- 
spondence is kept up all over the country for which no one 
seems to be answerable; work is done, of goblin extent and with 
goblin speed, which makes men look about them with a supersti- 
tious wonder; and the invisible Amos Kendall has the credit of 
it all. President Jackson’s Letters to his Cabinet are said to 
be Kendall’s; the Report on Sunday Mails is attributed to Ken- 
dall; the letters sent from Washington to appear in remote coun- 
try newspapers, whence they are collected and published in the 
Globe as demonstrations of public opinion,. are pronounced to 
be written by Kendall. Every mysterious paragraph in opposi- 
tion newspapers relates to Kendall; and it is some relief to the 
timid that his having now the office of postmaster-general af- 
fords opportunity for open attacks upon this twilight personage; 


* Amos Kendall, of Kentucky, 1789-1869, was appointed Postmaster- 
General by Jackson in May, 1835. aaa 
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who is proved, by the faults in the postoffice administration, not 
to be able to do quite everything well. But he is undoubtedly a 
great genius. He unites with his “great talent for silence” a 
splendid audacity. One proof of this I have given elsewhere, in 
the account of the bold stroke by which he obtained the sanction 
of the Senate to his appointment as postmaster-general.* 

It is clear that he could not do the work he does (incredible 
in amount anyway) if he went into society like other men. He did, 
however, one evening; I think it was at the attorney-general’s. 
The moment I went in, intimations reached me from all quarters, 
and nods and winks, “Kendall is here:” “That is he.” I saw 
at once that his plea for seclusion (bad health) is no false one. 
The extreme sallowness of his complexion, and hair of such perfect 
whiteness as is rarely seen in a man of middle age, testified to 
disease. His countenance does not help the superstitious to throw 
off their dread of him. He probably does not desire this super- 
stition to melt away; for there is no calculating how much influ- 
ence was given to Jackson’s administration by the universal belief 
that there was a concealed eye and hand behind the machinery 
of government, by which everything could be foreseen, and the 
hardest deeds done. A member of Congress told me this night 
that he had watched through four sessions for a sight of Kendall, 
and had never obtained it till now. Kendall was leaning on a 
chair, with head bent down, and eye glancing up at a member of 
Congress with whom he was in earnest conversation, and in a 
few minutes he was gone. 


An Attempt on Jackson’s Life 


There was a funeral of a member of Congress on the 3oth of 
January; the interment of a representative from South Carolina, 
whose death I mentioned in connection with Mr. Calhoun. We 
were glad that we were in Washington at the time, as a congres- 
sional funeral is a remarkable spectacle. We went to the Capitol 
at about half an hour before noon, and found many ladies al- 
ready seated in the gallery of the Hall of Representatives. I 
chanced to be placed at the precise point of the gallery where 
the sounds from every part of the house are concentred; so that 
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196 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


T heard the whole service, while I was at such a distance as to 
command a view of the entire scene. In the chair were the Presi- 
dent of the Senate and the Speaker of the Representatives. Be- 
low them sat the officiating clergymen; immediately opposite to 
them were the President and the heads of departments, one side 
the coffin, and the judges of the Supreme Court and members of 
the Senate on the other. The representatives sat in rows behind, 
each with crépe round the left arm; some in black; many in blue 
coats with bright buttons. Some of the fiercest political foes in 
the country; some who never met on any other occasion—the 
President and the South Carolina senators, for instance—now sat 
knee to knee, necessarily looking into each other’s faces. With a 
coffin beside them, and such an event awaiting their exit, how out 
of place was hatred there! 

After prayers there was a sermon, in which warning of death 
was brought home to all, and particularly to the aged; and the 
vanity of all disturbances of human passion when in view of the 
grave was dwelt upon. There sat the gray-headed old President, 
at that time feeble, and looking scarcely able to go through this 
ceremonial. I saw him apparently listening to the discourse; I 
saw him rise when it was over and follow the coffin in his turn, 
somewhat feebly; I saw him disappear in the doorway, and im- 
mediately descended with my party to the Rotundo, in order to 
behold the departure of the procession for the grave. At the bot- 
tom of the stairs a member of Congress met us, pale and trem- 
bling, with the news that the President had been twice fired at with 
a pistol by an assassin who had waylaid him in the portico, but 
that both pistols had missed fire. At this moment the assassin 
rushed into the Rotundo where we were standing, pursued and 
instantly surrounded by a crowd. I saw his hands and half-bare 
arms struggling above the heads of the crowd in resistance to be- 
ing handcuffed. He was presently overpowered, conveyed to a 
carriage, and taken before a magistrate. The attack threw the 
old soldier into a tremendous passion. He fears nothing, but his 
temper is not equal to his courage. Instead of his putting the 
event calmly aside, and proceeding with the business of the hour, 
it was found necessary to put him into his carriage and take 
him home. 


We feared what the consequences would be. We had little 
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doubt that the assassin Lawrence was mad; and as little that, 
before the day was out, we should hear the crime imputed to 
more than one political party or individual. And so it was. Be- 
fore two hours were over, the name of almost every eminent poli- 
tician was mixed up with that of the poor maniac who had caused 
the uproar. The President’s misconduct on the occasion was the 
most virulent and protracted. A deadly enmity had long sub- 
sisted between General Jackson and Mr. Poindexter, * a senator 
of the United States, which had been much aggravated since 
General Jackson’s accession by some unwarrantable language 
which he had publicly used in relation to Mr. Poindexter’s pri- 
vate affairs. There was a prevalent expectation of a duel as soon 
as the expiration of the President’s term of office should enable 
his foe to send him a challenge. Under these circumstances the 
President thought proper to charge Mr. Poindexter with being the 
instigator of Lawrence’s attempt. He did this in conversation 
so frequently and openly, that Mr. Poindexter wrote a letter, 
brief and manly, stating that he understood this charge was made 
against him, but that he would not believe it until it was con- 
firmed by the President himself; his not replying to this letter 
being understood to be such a confirmation. The President showed 
this letter to visitors at the White House, and did not answer it. 
He went further; obtaining affidavits (tending to implicate Poin- 
dexter) from weak and vile persons whose evidence utterly failed; 
having personal interviews with these creatures and openly show- 
ing a disposition to hunt his foe to destruction at all hazards. 
The issue was, that Lawrence was proved to have acted from 
sheer insanity; Poindexter made a sort of triumphal progress 
through the States, and an irretrievable stain was left upon Presi- 
dent Jackson’s name. 

Every one was anxiously anticipating the fierce meeting of 
these foes on the President’s retirement from office, when Mr. 
Poindexter last year, in a fit either of somnambulism or of de- 
lirium from illness, walked out of a chamber window in the mid- 
dle of the night, and was so much injured that he soon died. 

It so happened that we were engaged to a party at Mr. Poin- 
dexter’s the very evening of this attack upon the President. There 


* George Poindexter, of Mississippi, 1779-1853, was United States 
Senator 1830-35. 
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was so tremendous a thunderstorm that our host and hostess were 
disappointed of almost all of their guests except ourselves, and we 
had difficulty in merely crossing the street, being obliged to have 
planks laid across the flood which gushed between the carriage and 
the steps of the door. The conversation naturally turned on the 
event of the morning. I knew little of the quarrel which was now 
to be so dreadfully aggravated; but the more I afterward heard, 
the more I admired the moderation with which Mr. Poindexter 
spoke of his foe that night, and as often as I subsequently met 
him. 

I had intended to visit the President the day after the funeral; 
but I heard so much of his determination to consider the attack 
a political affair, and I had so little wish to hear it thus treated, 
against the better knowledge of all the world, that I stayed away 
as long as I could. Before I went I was positively assured of 
Lawrence’s insanity by one of the physicians who were appointed 
to visit him. One of the poor creature’s complaints was, that 
General Jackson deprived him of the British crown, to which he 
was heir. When I did go to the White House, I took the briefest 
possible notice to the President of the “insane attempt” of Law- 
rence; but the word roused his ire. He protested, in the presence 
of many strangers, that there was no insanity in the case. I was 
silent, of course. He protested that there was a plot, and that 
the man was a tool, and at length quoted the attorney-general 
as his authority. It was painful to hear a chief ruler publicly 
trying to persuade a foreigner that any of his constituents hated 
him to the death; and I took the liberty of changing the subject 
as soon as I could. The next evening I was at the attorney- 
general’s, and I asked him how he could let himself be quoted as 
saying that Lawrence was not mad. He excused himself by say- 
ing that he meant general insanity. He believed Lawrence in- 
sane in one direction; that it was a sort of Ravaillac case. I 
besought him to impress the President with this view of the case 
as soon as might be. 

It would be amusing, if it were possible to furnish a complete 
set of the rumours, injurious (if they had not been too absurd) 
to all parties in turn, upon this single and very common act of 
a madman. One would have thought that no maniac had ever 
before attacked a chief magistrate. The act might so easily 
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have remained fruitless! but it was made to bear a full and 
poisonous crop of folly, wickedness, and woe. I feared on the 
instant how it would be, and felt that though the President was 
safe, it was very bad news. When will it come to be thought 
possible for politicians to have faith in one another, though they 
may differ, and to be jealous’ for their rivals rather than for 
themselves? 


Sittings of the Supreme Court 


The places of resort for the stranger in the Capitol are the 
Library, the Supreme Court, the Senate Chamber, and the hall 
of Representatives. 

The former library of Congress was burnt by the British in 
their atrocious attack upon Washington in 1814. Jefferson then 
offered his, and it was purchased by the nation. It is perpetually 
increased by annual appropriations. We did not go to the Library 
to read, but amused ourselves for many pleasant hours with the 
prints and with the fine medals which we found there. I was 
never tired of the cabinet of Napoleon medals; the most beauti- 
fully composed piece of history that I ever studied. There is a 
cup carved by Benvenuto Cellini, preserved among the curiosities 
of the Capitol, which might be studied for a week before all 
the mysteries of its design are apprehended. How it found its 
way to so remote a resting place I do not remember. 

Judge Story was kind enough to send us notice when any case 
was to be argued in the Supreme Court which it was probable 
we might be able to understand, and we passed a few mornings 
there. The apartment is less fitted for its purposes than any 
other in the building, the court being badly lighted and venti- 
lated. The windows are at the back of the judges, whose coun- 
tenances are therefore indistinctly seen, and who sit in their own 
light. Visitors are usually placed behind the counsel and opposite 
the judges, or on seats on each side. I was kindly offered the 
reporter’s chair, in a snug corner, under the judges, and facing 
the counsel; and there I was able to hear much of the pleadings 
and to see the remarkable countenances of the attorney-general, 
Clay, Webster, Porter, and others, in the fullest light that could 
be had in this dim chamber. 

At some moments this court presents a singular spectacle. 
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I have watched the assemblage while the chief-justice was de- 
livering a judgment; the three judges on either hand gazing 
at him more like learners than associates; Webster standing 
firm as a rock, his large, deep-set eyes wide awake, his lips com- 
pressed, and his whole countenance in that intent stillness which 
easily fixes the eye of the stranger; Clay leaning against the 
desk in an attitude whose grace contrasts strangely with the 
slovenly make of his dress, his snuffbox for the moment unopened 
in his hand, his small gray eye and placid half-smile conveying 
an expression of pleasure which redeems his face from its usual 
unaccountable commonness; the attorney-general, his fingers 
playing among his papers, his quick black eye, and thin tremu- 
lous lips for once fixed, his small face, pale with thought, con- 
trasting remarkably with the other two; these men, absorbed in 
what they are listening to, thinking neither of themselves nor of 
each other, while they are watched by the groups of idlers and 
listeners around them; the newspaper corps, the dark Cherokee 
chiefs, the stragglers from the Far West, the gay ladies in their 
waving plumes, and the members of either house that have 
stepped in to listen; all these I have seen at one moment 
constitute one silent assemblage, while the mild voice of the 
aged chief-justice sounded through the court. 

Every one is aware that the wigs and gowns of counsel are 
not to be seen in the United States. There was no knowing, when 
Webster sauntered in, threw himself down, and leaned back 
against the table, his dreamy eyes seeming to see nothing about 
him, whether he would by and by take up his hat and go away, or 
whether he would rouse himself suddenly, and stand up to ad- 
dress the judges. For the generality there was no knowing; and 
to us, who were forewarned, it was amusing to see how the court 
would fill after the entrance of Webster, and empty when he 
had gone back to the Senate Chamber. The chief interest to me 
in Webster’s pleading, and also in his speaking in the Senate, 
was from seeing one so dreamy and nonchalant roused into 
strong excitement. It seemed like having a curtain lifted up 
through which it was impossible to pry; like hearing autobio- 
graphical secrets. Webster is a lover of ease and pleasure, and has 
an air of the most unaffected indolence and careless self-sufficiency. 
It is something to see him moved with anxiety and the toil of in- 
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tellectual conflict; to see his lips tremble, his nostrils expand, the 
perspiration start upon his brow; to hear his voice vary with 
emotion, and to watch the expression of laborious thought while 
he pauses, for minutes together, to consider his notes, and decide 
upon the arrangement of his argument. These are the moments 
when it becomes clear that this pleasure-loving man works for 
his honours and his gains. 


Webster and Clay Contrasted 


Mr. Webster speaks seldom in the Senate. When he does, it 
is generally on some constitutional question, where his reasoning 
powers and knowledge are brought into play, and where his au- 
thority is considered so high, that he has the glorious satisfaction 
of knowing that he is listened to as an oracle by an assemblage 
of the first men in the country. Previous to such an exercise 
he may be seen leaning back in his chair, not, as usual, biting 
the top of his pen, or twirling his thumbs, or bursting into sudden 
and transient laughter at Colonel Benton’s oratorical absurdities, 
but absent and thoughtful, making notes, and seeing nothing that 
is before his eyes. When he rises, his voice is moderate and his 
manner quiet, with the slightest possible mixture of embarrass- 
ment; his right hand rests upon his desk, and the left hangs by his 
side. Before his first head is finished, however, his voice has risen 
so as to fill the chamber and ring again, and he has fallen into his 
favourite attitude, with his left hand under his coat-tail, and 
the right in full action. At this moment the eye rests upon him 
as one under the true inspiration of seeing the invisible and 
grasping the impalpable. When the vision has passed away, the 
change is astonishing. He sits at his desk, writing letters or 
dreaming, so that he does not always discover when the Senate is 
going to a division. Some one of his party has not seldom to 
jog his elbow, and tell him that his vote is wanted. 

There can scarcely be a stronger contrast than between the elo- 
quence of Webster and that of Clay. Mr. Clay is now my per- 
sonal friend; but I have a distinct recollection of my impression of 
his speaking while he was yet merely an acquaintance. His ap- 
pearance is plain in the extreme, being that of a mere west- 
country farmer. He is tall and thin, with a weather-beaten, 
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complexion, small gray eyes, which convey the idea of some- 
thing more than his well-known sagacity, even of slyness. It is 
only after much intercourse that Mr. Clay’s personal appearance 
can be discovered to do him any justice at all. All attempts to 
take his likeness have been in vain, though upward of thirty 
portraits of him, by different artists, were in existence when I 
was in America. No one has succeeded in catching the subtle 
expression of placid kindness, mingled with astuteness, which be- 
comes visible to the eyes of those who are in daily intercourse with 
him. His mode of talking, deliberate and somewhat formal, in- 
cluding sometimes a grave humour and sometimes a gentle senti- 
ment, very touching from the lips of a sagacious man of ambition, 
has but one fault, its obvious adaptation to the supposed state 
of mind of the person to whom it is addressed. Mr. Clay is a 
man of an irritable and impetuous nature, over which he has 
obtained a truly noble mastery. His moderation is now his most 
striking characteristic; obtained, no doubt, at the cost of pradi- 
gious self-denial on his part, and on that of his friends of some of 
the ease, naturalness, and self-forgetfulness of his manners and 
discourse. But his conversation is rich in information, and full- 
charged with the spirit of justice and kindliness, rising, on occa- 
sion, to a moving magnanimity. By chances, of some of which he 
was totally unaware, I became acquainted with several acts of his 
life, political and private, which prove that his moderation is not 
the mere diffusion of oil upon the waves, but the true stilling of 
the storm of passion and selfishness. The time may come when 
these acts may be told; but it has not yet arrived. 


His recollections of Europe are very vivid and pleasurable. 
We spent many an hour of my visit to him in Kentucky in talking 
over our mutual English friends, till we forgot the time and 
space we had both traversed since we parted from them, and 
looked up surprised to find ourselves, not at a London dinner- 
table, but in the wild woods of the West. Mr. Clay has not kept 
up his knowledge of British life and politics so accurately as some 
of his brother-statesmen; but he is still full of the sayings of 
Castlereagh and Canning, of Lords Eldon and Stowell, of Mackin- 
tosh and Sydney Smith. 

The finest speech I heard from Mr. Clay in the Senate was on 
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the sad subject of the injuries of the Indians. He exposed the 
facts of the treatment of the Cherokees by Georgia. He told how 
the lands in Georgia, guaranteed by solemn treaties to the Chero- 
kees, had been surveyed and partitioned off to white citizens of 
the State; that, though there is a nominal right of appeal awarded 
to the complainants, this is a mere mockery, as an acknowledg- 
ment of the right of Georgia to divide the lands is made a neces- 
sary preliminary to the exercise of the right; in other words, the 
Indians must lay down their claims on the threshold of the courts 
which they enter for the purpose of enforcing these claims! The 
object of Mr. Clay’s plea was to have the Supreme Court open to 
the Cherokees, their case being, he contended, contemplated by 
the Constitution. A minor proposition was that Congress should 
assist, with territory and appliances, a body of Cherokees who 
desired to emigrate beyond the Mississippi. 

It was known that Mr. Clay would probably bring forward 
his great topic that day. Some of the foreign ambassadors might 
be seen leaning against the pillars behind the chair, and many 
members of the other house appeared behind and in the passages; 
and one sat on the steps of the platform, his hands clasped, and 
his eyes fixed on Mr. Clay, as if life hung upon his words. As 
many as could crowd into the gallery leaned over the balustrade; 
and the lower circle was thronged with ladies and gentlemen, in 
the centre of whom stood a group of Cherokee chiefs, listening 
immovably. I never saw so deep a moral impression produced by 
a speech. The best testimony to this was the disgust excited by 
the empty and abusive reply of the Senator from Georgia, who, 
by the way, might be judged from his accent to have been about 
three months from the Green Island. This gentleman’s speech, 
however, showed us one good thing, that Mr. Clay is as excellent 
in reply as in proposition; prompt, earnest, temperate, and grace- 
ful. The chief characteristic of his eloquence is its earnestness. 
Every tone of his voice, every fibre of his frame, bears testimony 
to this. His attitudes are, from the beginning to the close, very 
graceful. His first sentences are homely and given with a little 
hesitation and repetition, and with an agitation shown by a fre- 
quent putting on and taking off of the spectacles, and a trembling 
of the hands among the documents on the desk. Then, as the 
speaker becomes possessed with his subject, the agitation changes 
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its character, but does not subside. His utterance is still deliber- 
ate, but his voice becomes deliciously winning. Its higher tones 
disappointed me at first; but the lower ones, trembling with 
emotion, swelling and falling with the earnestness of the speaker, 
are very moving, and his whole manner becomes irresistibly 
persuasive. I saw tears, of which I am sure he was wholly un- 
conscious, falling on his papers as he vividly described the woes 
and injuries of the aborigines. I saw Webster draw his hand 
across his eyes; I saw every one deeply moved except two per- 
sons, the Vice-President, who yawned somewhat ostentatiously, 
and the Georgian Senator, who was busy brewing his storm. I 
was amazed at the daring of this gentleman; at the audacity 
which could break up such a moral impression as this Cherokee 
tale, so told, had produced, by accusing Mr. Clay of securing 
an interest in opposition to Georgia “by stage starts and theatric 
gesticulations.” The audience were visibly displeased at having 
their feelings thus treated, in the presence even of the Cherokee 
chiefs; but Mr. Clay’s replies both to argument and abuse were 
so happy, and the Georgian’s rejoinder was so outrageous, that 
the business ended with a general burst of laughter. The proposi- 
tions were to lie over till the next day; and, as I soon after left 
Washington, I never learned their ultimate fate. 

The American Senate is a most imposing assemblage. When 
I first entered it I thought I never saw a finer set of heads than 
the forty-six before my eyes; two only being absent, and the 
Union then consisting of twenty-four States. Mr. Calhoun’s coun- 
tenance first fixed my attention; the splendid eye, the straight 
forehead, surmounted by a load of stiff, upright, dark hair; the 
stern brow; the inflexible mouth; it is one of the most remarkable 
heads in the country. Next to him sat his colleague, Mr. Pres- 
ton, in singular contrast; stout in person, with a round, ruddy, 
good-humoured face, large blue eyes, and a wig, orange today, 
brown yesterday, and golden tomorrow. Near them sat Colonel 
Benton, a temporary people’s man, remarkable chiefly for his 
pomposity. He sat swelling amid his piles of papers and books, 
looking like a being designed by nature to be a good-humoured 
barber or innkeeper, but forced by fate to make himself into a 
mock-heroic senator. Opposite sat the transcendent Webster, 
with his square forehead and cavernous eyes; and behind him 
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the homely Clay, with the face and figure of a farmer, but some- 
thing of the air of a divine, from his hair being combed straight 
back from his temples. Near them sat Southard and Porter; the 
former astute and rapid in countenance and gesture; the latter 
strangely mingling a boyish fun and lightness of manner and 
glance with the sobriety suitable to the judge and the senator. 
His keen eye takes in everything that passes; his extraordinary 
mouth, with its overhanging upper lip, has but to unfold into a 
smile to win laughter from the sourest official or demagogue. Then 
there was the bright bonhomie of Ewing of Ohio, the most primi- 
tive-looking of Senators; and the benign, religious gravity of 
Frelinghuysen; the gentlemanly air of Buchanan; the shrewdness 
of Poindexter; the somewhat melancholy simplicity of Silsbee; * 
all these and many others were striking, and for nothing more than 
for their total unlikeness to each other. No English person who 
has not travelled over half the world can form an idea of such 
differences among men forming one assembly for the same pur- 
poses, and speaking the same language. Some were descended 
from Dutch farmers, some from French Huguenots, some from 
Scotch Puritans, some from English cavaliers, some from Irish 
chieftains. They were brought together out of law-courts, sugar- 
fields, merchants’ stores, mountain farms, forests, and prairies. 
The stamp of originality was impressed upon every one, and in- 
spired a deep, involuntary respect. I have seen no assembly of 
chosen men, and no company of the highborn, invested with the 
antique dignities of an antique realm, half so imposing to the 
imagination as this collection of stout-souled, full-grown, original 
men, brought together on the ground of their supposed sufficiency, 
to work out the will of their diverse constituencies. 

In this splendid chamber, thus splendidly inhabited, we 
spent many hours of many weeks. Here I was able to gain no 
little knowledge of the state, political and other, of various parts 
of the country, from my large acquaintance among the members 
of the Senate. When dull official reports were read, and uninter- 
esting local matters were discussed, or when the one interminable 


* Thomas Ewing, of Ohio, 1789-1871, was United States Senator 1830- 
37; Theodore Frelinghuysen, of New Jersey, 1787-1862, was Senator 
1829-35; James Buchanan, of Pennsylvania, 1791-1869, was Senator 1834- 
45; and Nathaniel Silsbee, of Massachusetts, 1773-1850, was Senator 
1826-35. 
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speaker, Benton, was on his legs, one member or another of the 
body would come and talk with us. I have heard certain of the 
members, stalking from their seats towards those of the ladies, 
compared to cranes in search of fish; the comparison is not a 
bad one. 

I wished every day that the ladies would conduct themselves 
in a more dignified manner than they did in the Senate. They 
came in with waving plumes, and glittering in all the colors of 
the rainbow, causing no little bustle in the place, no little annoy- 
ance to the gentlemen spectators, and rarely sat still for any 
length of time. I know that these ladies are no fair specimens 
of the women who would attend parliamentary proceedings in any 
other metropolis. I know that they were the wives, daughters, and 
sisters of legislators, women thronging to Washington for pur- 
poses of convenience or pleasure, leaving their usual employments 
behind them, and seeking to pass away the time. I knew this, 
and made allowance accordingly; but I still wished that they 
could understand the gravity of such an assembly, and show so 
much respect to it as to repay the privilege of admission by 
striving to excite as little attention as possible, and by having 
the patience to sit still when they happened not to be amused, 
till some interruption gave them opportunity to depart quietly. 
If they had done this, Judge Porter would not have moved that 
they should be appointed seats in the gallery instead of below; 
and they would have been guiltless of furnishing a plea for the 
exclusion of women, who would probably make a better use of 
the privilege, from the galleries of other houses of parliament. 

I was glad of an opportunity of hearing both the South Caro- 
lina Senators soon after my arrival in Washington. They are 
listened to with close attention, and every indication of their 
state of feeling is watched with the interest which has survived 
the nullification struggle. Mr. Calhoun on this occasion let us 
a little into his mind; Mr. Preston * kept more closely to the 
question before the body. The question was whether a vote of 
censure of the President, recorded in the minutes of the pro- 
ceedings of the Senate the preceding session, should be expunged. 
The motion for the expunging was made by Colonel Benton, and 


* William C. Preston, of South Carolina, 1794-1860, was United States 
Senator 1832-42. 
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rejected, as it had been before, and has been since; though it was 
finally carried, to the agony of the opposition, at the end of the 
last session (February, 1837). 

Mr. Preston was out of health, and unable to throw his ac- 
customed force into his speaking; but his effort showed us how 
beautiful his eloquence is in its way. It is not solid. His speeches, 
if taken to pieces, will be found to consist of analogies and dec- 
lamation; but his figures are sometimes very striking, and his 
manner is as graceful as anything so artificial can be. I never 
before understood the eloquence of action. The action of public 
speakers in England, so far as I have observed (and perhaps 
I may be allowed to hint that deaf persons are peculiarly qualified 
to judge of the nature of such action), is of two kinds; the in- 
voluntary gesture which is resorted to for the relief of the nerves, 
which may or may not be expressive of meaning, and the action 
which is wholly the result of study; arbitrary, and not the birth 
of the sentiment; and, therefore, though pleasing perhaps to the 
eye, perplexing to the mind of the listener. Mr. Preston’s man- 
ner unites the advantages of these two methods, and avoids most 
of their evils. It is.easy to see that he could not speak without 
an abundant use of action, and that he has therefore done wisely 
in making it a study. To an unaccustomed eye it appears some- 
what exuberant; but it is exquisitely graceful, and far more than 
commonly appropriate. His voice is not good, but his person 
is tall, stout, and commanding, and his countenance animated. 

Mr. Calhoun followed, and impressed me very strongly. While 
he kept to the question, what he said was close, good, and moder- 
ate, though delivered in rapid speech, and with a voice not suffi- 
ciently modulated. But when he began to reply to a taunt of 
Colonel Benton’s that he wanted to be President, the force of his 
speaking became painful. He made protestations which it seemed 
to strangers had better have been spared, that he would not 
turn on his heel to be President; and that he had given up all for 
his own brave, magnanimous little State of South Carolina. While 
thus protesting, his eyes flashed, his brow seemed charged with 
thunder, his voice became almost a bark, and his sentences were 
abrupt, intense, producing in the auditory that sort of laugh 
which is squeezed out of people by the application of a very sud- 
den mental force. I believe he knew little what a revelation he 
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made in a few sentences. They were to us strangers the 
key, not only to all that was said and done by the South Carolina 
party during the remainder of the session, but to many things at 
Charleston and Columbia which would otherwise have passed 
unobserved or unexplained. 

I was less struck than some strangers appear to have been 
with the length and prosy character of the speeches in Congress. 
I do not remember hearing any senator (always excepting Colo- 
nel Benton) speak for more than an hour. I was seldom present 
at the other house, where probably the most diffuse oratory is 
heard; but I was daily informed of the proceedings there by the 
representative who was of our party, and I did not find that there 
was much annoyance or delay from this cause. Perhaps the 
practise may be connected with the amount of business to be done. 
It is well known that the business of Congress is so moderate in 
quantity, from the functions of the general government being 
few and simple, that it would be considered a mere trifle by any 
parliament in the Old World; and long speeches, which would 
be a great annoyance elsewhere, may be an innocent pastime in 
an assembly which may have leisure upon its hands. 


The Moral Consequences of Slavery 


What social virtues are possible in a society of which injustice 
is the primary characteristic? in a society which is divided into 
two classes, the servile and the imperious? - 

The most obvious is Mercy. Nowhere, perhaps, can more 
touching exercises of mercy be seen than here. It must be re- 
membered that the greater number of slaveholders have no other 
idea than of holding slaves. Their fathers did it; they themselves 
have never known the coloured race treated otherwise than as 
inferior beings, born to work for and tease the whites; helpless, 
improvident, open to no higher inducements than indulgence and 
praise; capable of nothing but entire dependence. The good 
affections of slaveholders like these show themselves in the form 
of mercy; which is as beautiful to witness as mercy, made a 
substitute for justice, can ever be. I saw endless manifestations 
of mercy, as well as of its opposite. The thoughtfulness of mas- 
ters, mistresses, and their children about, not only the comforts, 
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but the indulgences of their slaves, was a frequent subject of ad- 
miration with me. Kind masters are liberal in the expenditure of 
money, and (what is better) of thought, in gratifying the whims 
and fancies of their negroes. They make large sacrifices occasion- 
ally for the social or domestic advantage of their people; and use 
great forbearance in the exercise of the power conferred upon 
them by law and custom... . 

Little can be said of the purity of manners of the whites of 
the south; but there is purity. Some few examples of domestic 
fidelity may be found; few enough, by the confession of residents 
on the spot; but those individuals who have resisted the con- 
tagion of the vice amidst which they dwell are pure. Every man 
who resides on his plantation may have his harem, and has 
every inducement of custom, and of pecuniary gain,* to tempt 
him to the common practise. Those who, notwithstanding, keep 
their homes undefiled may be considered as of incorruptible purity. 

Here, alas, ends my catalogue of the virtues which are of pos- 
sible exercise by slave-holders towards their labourers. The in- 
herent injustice of the system extinguishes all others, and nour- 
ishes a whole harvest of false morals towards the rest of society. 

The personal oppression of the negroes is the grossest vice which 
strikes a stranger in the country. It can never be otherwise 
when human beings are wholly subjected to the will of other hu- 
man beings, who are under no other external control than the 
law which forbids killing and maiming—a law which it is diffi- 
cult to enforce in individual cases. A fine slave was walking 
about in Columbia, South Carolina, when I was there, nearly 
helpless and useless from the following causes. His master was 
fond of him, and the slave enjoyed the rare distinction of never 
having been flogged. One day, his master’s child, supposed to 
be under his care at the time, fell down and hurt itself. The mas- 
ter flew into a passion, ordered the slave to be instantly flogged, 
and would not hear a single word the man had to say. As 
soon as the flogging was over, the slave went into the back-yard, 
where there was an axe and a block, and struck off the upper 
half of his right hand. He went and held up the bleeding hand 


* The law declares that the children of slaves are to follow the 
fortunes of the mother. Hence the practise of planters selling and 
bequeathing their own children—[Miss Martineau’s note.] 
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before his master, saying, “You have mortified me, so I have made 
myself useless. Now you must maintain me as long as I live.” 
It came out that the child had been under the charge of another 
person. 

There are, as is well known throughout the country, houses in 
the free States which are open to fugitive slaves, and where they 
are concealed till the search for them is over. I know some of the 
secrets of such places; and can mention two cases, among many, 
of runaways, which show how horrible is the tyranny which the 
slave system authorizes men to inflict on each other. A negro 
had found his way to one of these friendly houses; and had been 
so skilfully concealed, that repeated searches by his master, ( who 
had followed for the purpose of recovering him), and by consta- 
bles, had been in vain. After three weeks of this seclusion, the 
negro became weary, and entreated of his host to be permitted to 
look out of the window. His host strongly advised him to keep 
quiet, as it was pretty certain that his master had not given him 
up. When the host had left him, however, the negro came out 
of his hiding-place, and went to the window. He met the eye of 
his master, who was looking up from the street. The poor slave 
was obliged to return to his bondage. 

A young negress had escaped in like manner; was in like manner 
concealed; and was alarmed by constables, under the direction of 
her masters, entering the house in pursuit of her, when she had 
reason to believe that the search was over. She flew up stairs to 
her chamber in the third story, and drove a heavy article of furni- 
ture against the door. The constables pushed in, notwithstanding, 
and the girl leaped from the window into the paved street. Her 
master looked at her as she lay, declared she would never be good 
for anything again, and went back into the south. The poor 
creature, her body bruised, and her limbs fractured, was taken up, 
and kindly nursed; and she is now maintained in Boston, in her 
maimed condition, by the charity of some ladies there. 

The following story has found its way into the northern States 
(as few such stories do) from the circumstance that a New 
Hampshire family are concerned in it. It has excited due horror 
wherever it is known; and it is to be hoped that it will lead to 
an exposure of more facts of the same kind, since it is but too 
certain that they are common. 
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A New Hampshire gentleman went down into Louisiana, many 
years ago, to take a plantation. He pursued the usual method; 
borrowing money largely to begin with, paying high interest, and 
clearing off his debt, year by year, as his crops were sold. He 
followed another custom there; taking a Quadroon wife: a mis- 
tress, in the eye of the law, since there can be no legal marriage 
between whites and persons of any degree of colour: but, in nature 
and in reason, the woman he took home was his wife. She was 
a well-principled, amiable, well-educated woman; and they lived 
happily together for twenty years. She had only the slightest 
possible tinge of colour. Knowing the law that the children of 
slaves are to follow the fortunes of the mother, she warned her 
husband that she was not free, an ancestress having been a slave, 
and the legal act of manumission having never been performed. 
The husband promised to look to it: but neglected it. At the 
end of twenty years, one died, and the other shortly followed, 
leaving daughters; . . . I have reason to believe three, of the 
ages of fifteen, seventeen, and eighteen: beautiful girls, with no 
perceptible mulatto tinge. The brother of their father came down 
from New Hampshire to settle the affairs; and he supposed, as 
everyone else did, that the deceased had been wealthy. He was 
pleased with his nieces, and promised to carry them back with 
him into New Hampshire, and (as they were to all appearances 
perfectly white) to introduce them into the society which by edu- 
cation they were fitted for. It appeared, however, that their 
father had died insolvent. The deficiency was very small: but 
it was necessary to make an inventory of the effects, to deliver to 
the creditors. This was done by the brother—the executor. 
Some of the creditors called on him, and complained that he had 
not delivered in a faithful inventory. He declared he had. No: 
the number of slaves was not accurately set down: he had omitted 
the daughters. The executor was overwhelmed with horror, and 
asked time for thought. He went round among the creditors, 
appealing to their mercy: but they answered that these young 
ladies were “‘a first-rate article,” too valuable to be relinquished. 
He next offered (though he had himself six children and very 
little money) all he had for the redemption of his nieces; alleging 
that it was more than they would bring in the market for house 
or field labour. This was refused with scorn. It was said that 
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there were other purposes for which the girls would bring more 
than for field or house labour. The uncle was in despair, and 
felt strongly tempted to wish their death rather than their sur- 
render to such a fate as was before them. He told them, abruptly, 
what was their prospect. He declares that he never before beheld 
human grief; never before heard the voice of anguish. They 
never ate, nor slept, nor separated from each other, till the day 
when they were taken into the New Orleans slave-market. There 
they were sold, separately, at high prices, for the vilest of pur- 
poses; and where each is gone no one knows... . 

It is well known that the most savage violences that are now 
heard of in the world take place in the southern and western 
States of America. Burning alive, cutting the heart out, and 
sticking it on the point of a knife, and other such diabolical deeds, 
the result of the deepest hatred of which the human heart is 
capable, are heard of only there. The frequency of such deeds 
is a matter of dispute, which time will settle. (I knew of the 
death of four men by summary burning alive, within thirteen 
months of my residence in the United States.) The existence 
of such deeds is a matter of no dispute. Whether two or twenty 
such deeds take place in a year, their perpetration testifies to 
the existence of such hatred as alone could prompt them. There 
is no doubt in my mind as to the immediate causes of such out- 
rages. They arise out of the licentiousness of manners. The 
negro is exasperated by being deprived of his wife—by being sent 
out of the way that his master may take possession of his home. 
He stabs his master; or if he cannot fulfill his desire of vengeance, 
he is a dangerous person, an object of vengeance in return, and 
destined to some cruel fate. If the negro attempts to retaliate 
and defile the master’s home, the faggots are set alight about him. 
Much that is dreadful ensues from the negro being subject to 
toil and the lash: but I am confident that the licentiousness of the 
masters is the proximate cause of society in the south and south- 
west being in such a state that nothing else is to be looked for 
than its being dissolved into its elements, if man does not soon 
cease to be called the property of man. This dissolution will 
never take place through the insurrection of the negroes ; but by 
the natural operation of vice. But the process of demoralization 
will be stopped, I have no doubt, before it reaches that point. 


THE DARK SIDE OF SLAVERY, 1838-39 * 


By FaNNy KEMBLE 


“A sadder book the human hand never wrote,” said the Atlantic 
Monthly of the “Journal of a Residence on a Georgian Plantation in 
1838-39” when it first appeared in 1863. Fanny Kemble, a niece of 
Mrs. Siddons and a daughter of the famous actor Charles Kemble, was 
born in 1809 and made her début as Juliet at Covent Garden at the age 
of nineteen, at once becoming a great favorite of the public. Sheridan 
Knowles wrote “The Hunchback” especially for her. In 1832 she accom- 
panied her father to America, and the two achieved an even more 
striking success there, being equally applauded. As she says, in these 
years she “literally coined money.” Meeting Pierce Butler, a Southern 
planter, she married him in 1834, and went to reside on his two large 
estates near Darien, Georgia, in total ignorance, she assures us, of the 
fact that he was an extensive slave owner, or of what the condition of 
the slaves was. 

In her solitary situation on the Darien estates, living in a comfortless 
frame house, without any of the amusements to which she had been 
accustomed, she conceived the idea of writing a journal of her daily 
experiences on the model of the Journal kept by Monk Lewis during his 
visit to his West India plantations. The negroes on Pierce Butler’s 
estates esteemed themselves comparatively well off, as well they might 
when they looked at the lot of those on neighboring tracts; while in 
this part of the South they were very much better off indeed than on 
some of the remote interior plantations. She was a clear-sighted, noble- 
minded, warm-hearted woman, who at the outset believed that the blacks 
about her were contented, and then for a time that they might be made 
so. Her book relates in vivid and sincere style the story of her tragic 
undeceiving. Its literary merits are considerable—she was later the 
author of various poetical and dramatic works—but it is wholly devoid 
of coloring for effect or of sensationalism. Her daily observations are 
stated in a matter of fact way, and she shows in every successive entry 
how deeply her heart was wrung. 

It was the slave women, tasked with constant childbearing and field 
work, with whom she sympathized most deeply, and of the terrible 


*From “Journal of a Residence on a Georgian Plantation in 1838-39.” 
New York, 1863. Pages 149-155, 174-179, 181-183, 189-191, 246. 
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physical ailments which resulted from the merciless combination of these 
two burdens she writes with proper frankness. She tells us that on 
Pierce Butler’s well-managed plantations, as on others, the mothers were 
driven afield to work under the lash within three weeks after childbirth, 
and their infants, among whom the mortality was of course excessive, 
were left to the care of youngsters still not quite old enough for the 
field. She tells what she observed of the compulsion placed upon some 
of these women to cohabit with their overseers or even white masters. 
She tells of the floggings they received. One of her most striking 
passages relates at length the agony of a woman slave, Psyche, the 
mother of two small children, when, supposing herself the property of 
an overseer who had just purchased an Alabama plantation, she was in 
daily fear of being separated from her husband and removed thither ; 
and the struggle which the writer, Fanny Kemble, had to wage with the 
overseer and with Pierce Butler to keep the family united. She describes 
the wretched infirmaries on the estates, and the ghastly lack of care given 
to the slaves on their beath-beds, in childbirth, and at other seasons of 
illness—no fire, no medicines, no bandages, no bed-clothing, no lights. 
“I groped my way out,” she states in describing one visit to an infirmary, 
where sick slave women were lying on the bare earth in nothing but 
filthy tattered clothing, “and emerging on the piazza, all the choking 
tears and sobs I had controlled broke forth, and I leaned there crying 
over the lot of these unfortunates.” 

Her description of the dirtiness and squalor of the slave huts is un- 
doubtedly veracious. They had almost no furniture, their beds being 
mere wooden frames with a bark covering; they abounded with fleas and 
other vermin. The meals of the slaves were eaten without the aid of 
the most ordinary utensils, and consisted of nothing but meal or hominy. 
Work began at daybreak, the first food was eaten at noon—cooked over a 
fire kindled in the field—and the second meal was taken at night. She 
pictures a negro dance and other merrymakings, but the tone of her 
book is one of almost unrelieved sadness. It can no more be neglected 


by the student of Southern society before the war than can Olmsted’s 
volumes of Southern travels. 


The Negroes at Home 


Tuts morning I have been to the hospital to see a poor woman 
who has just enriched Mr. Butler * by borning him another slave. 
The poor little pickaninny, as they called it, was not one bit 
uglier than white babies under similarly novel circumstances, 
except in one particular, that it had a head of hair like a trunk, 
in spite of which I had all the pains in the world in persuading 
its mother not to put a cap upon it. I bribed her finally, by the 


*In the original, Pierce Butler’s name is represented by a dash. 
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promise of a pair of socks instead, with which I undertook to 
endow her child, and, moreover, actually prevailed upon her to 
forego the usual swaddling and swathing process, and let her 
poor baby be dressed at its first entrance into life as I assured 
her both mine had been. 

On leaving the hospital I visited the huts all along the street, 
confiscating sundry refractory baby caps among shrieks and out- 
cries, partly of laughter and partly of real ignorant alarm for the 
consequences. I think if this infatuation for hot head-dresses 
continues, I shall make shaving the children’s heads the only 
condition upon which they shall be allowed to wear caps. 

On Sunday morning I went over to Darien to church. Our 
people’s church was closed, the minister having gone to officiate 
elsewhere. With laudable liberality I walked into the opposite 
church of a different, not to say opposite sect: here I heard a 
sermon, the opening of which will, probably, edify you as it did 
me, viz., that if a man was just in all his dealings he was apt to 
think he did all that could be required of him,—and no wide 
mistake either one might suppose. But is it not wonderful how 
such words can be spoken here, with the most absolute uncon- 
sciousness of their tremendous bearing upon the existence of 
every slaveholder who hears them? Certainly the use that is 
second nature has made the awful injustice in the daily practise 
of which these people live, a thing of which they are as little 
aware as you or I of the atmospheric air that we inhale each time 
we breathe. The bulk of the congregation in this church was 
white. The negroes are, of course, not allowed to mix with their 
masters in the house of God, and there is no special place set 
apart for them. Occasionally one or two are to be seen in the 
corners of the singing gallery, but any more open pollution by 
them of their owners’ church could not be tolerated. Mr. Butler’s 
people have petitioned very vigorously that he would build a 
church for them on the island. I doubt, however, his allowing 
them such a luxury as a place of worship all to themselves. Such 
a privilege might not be thought well of by the neighboring plant- 
ers; indeed, it is almost what one might call a whity-brown idea, 
dangerous, demoralizing, inflammatory, incendiary. I should not 
wonder if I should be suspected of being the chief corner-stone 
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of it, and yet I am not: it is an old hope and entreaty of these 
poor people, which I am afraid they are not destined to see ful- 
filled. 

Dearest E * Passing the rice mill this morning in my 
walk, I went in to look at the machinery, the large steam mortars 
which shell the rice, and which work under the intelligent and 
reliable supervision of Engineer Ned. I was much surprised, in 
the course of conversation with him this morning, to find how 
much older a man he was than he appeared. Indeed his youthful 
appearance had hitherto puzzled me much in accounting for his 
very superior intelligence and the important duties confided to 
him. He is, however, a man upwards of forty years old, although 
he looks ten years younger. He attributed his own uncommonly 
youthful appearance to the fact of his having never done what 
he called field work, or been exposed, as the common gang negroes 
are, to the hardships of their all but brutish existence. He said 
his former master had brought him up very kindly, and he had 
learnt to tend the engines, and had never been put to any other 
work, but he said this was not the case with his poor wife. He 
wished she was as well off as he was, but she had to work in the 
rice-fields and was “most broke in two” with labor and exposure 
and hard work while with child, and hard work just directly 
after child-bearing; he said she could hardly crawl, and he urged 
me very much to speak a kind word for her to massa. She was 
almost all the time in hospital, and he thought she could not 
live long. : 

Now, E——, here is another instance of the horrible injustice 
of this system of slavery. In my country or in yours, a man 
endowed with sufficient knowledge and capacity to be an engineer 
would, of course, be in the receipt of considerable wages; his 
wife would, together with himself, reap the advantages of his 
ability, and share the well-being his labor earned; he would be 
able to procure for her comfort in sickness or in health, and 
beyond the necessary household work, which the wives of most . 
artisans are inured to, she would have no labor to encounter; in 
case of sickness even these would be alleviated by the assistance 
of some stout girl of all work, or kindly neighbor, and the tidy 


* The author’s letters were addressed to Elizabeth Dwight Sedgwick 
in New England. 
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parlor or snug bedroom would be her retreat if unequal to the 
daily duties of her own kitchen. Think of such a lot compared 
with that of the head engineer of Mr. Butler’s plantation, whose 
sole wages are his coarse food and raiment and miserable hovel, 
and whose wife, covered with one filthy garment of ragged texture 
and dingy color, barefooted and bare-headed, is daily driven 
afield to labor with aching pain-racked joints, under the lash of 
a driver, or lies languishing on the earthen floor of the dismal 
plantation hospital in a condition of utter physical destitution 
and degradation such as the most miserable dwelling of the poor- 
est inhabitant of your free Northern villages never beheld the 
like of. Think of the rows of tiny tidy houses in the long suburbs 
of Boston and Philadelphia, inhabited by artisans of just the 
same grade as this poor Ned, with their white doors and steps, 
their hydrants of inexhaustible fresh flowing water, the innu- 
merable appliances for decent comfort of their cheerful rooms, 
the gay wardrobe of the wife, her cotton prints for daily use, her 
silk for Sunday church-going; the careful comfort of the chil- 
dren’s clothing, the books and newspapers in the little parlor, 
you can—but you are happy that you cannot—the cqntrast be- 
tween such an existence and that of the best mechanic on a 
Southern plantation... . 

On my return to the house I found a terrible disturbance in 
consequence of the disappearance from under cook John’s safe 
keeping, of a ham Mr. Butler had committed to his charge. There 
was no doubt whatever that the unfortunate culinary slave had 
made away in some inscrutable manner with the joint intended 
for our table: the very lies he told about it were so curiously 
shallow, childlike, and transparent, that while they confirmed 
the fact of his theft quite as much if not more than an absolute 
confession would have done, they provoked at once my pity and 
my irrepressible mirth to a most painful degree. Mr. Butler 
was in a state of towering anger and indignation, and, besides a 
flogging, sentenced the unhappy cook to degradation from his 
high and dignified position (and, alas! all the sweets of compara- 
tively easy labor and good living from the remains of our table) 
to the hard toil, coarse scanty fare, and despised position of a 
common field hand. I suppose some punishment was inevitably 
necessary in such a plain case of deliberate theft as this, but, 
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nevertheless, my whole soul revolts at the injustice of visiting 
upon these poor wretches a moral darkness which all possible 
means are taken to increase and perpetuate. 

In speaking of this and the whole circumstance of John’s tres- 
pass to Mr. Butler in the evening, I observed that the ignorance 
of these poor people ought to screen them from punishment. He 
replied, that they knew well enough what was right and wrong. 
I asked how they could be expected to know it. He replied, by 
the means of Cooper London, and the religious instruction he 
gave them. So that, after all, the appeal is to be made against 
themselves to that moral and religious instruction which is with- 
held from them, and which, if they obtain it at all, is the result 
of their own unaided and unencouraged exertion. The more I 
hear, and see, and learn, and ponder the whole of this system 
of slavery, the more impossible I find it to conceive how its 
practisers and upholders are to justify their deeds before the 
tribunal of their own conscience or God’s law. It is too dreadful 
to have those whom we love accomplices to this wickedness; it 
is too intolerable to find myself an involuntary accomplice to it. 

I had a conversation the next morning with Abraham, cook 
John’s brother, upon the subject of his brother’s theft; and only 
think of the s/ave saying that “this action had brought disgrace 
upon the family.” Does not that sound very like the best sort 
of free pride, the pride of character, the honorable pride of hon- 
esty, integrity, and fidelity? But this was not all, for this same 
Abraham, a clever carpenter and much valued hand on the estate, 
went on, in answer to my questions, to tell me such a story that 
I declare to you I felt as if I could have howled with helpless 
indignation and grief when he departed, and went to resume his 
work. His grandfather had been an old slave in Darien, ex- 
tremely clever as a carpenter, and so highly valued for his skill 
and good character that his master allowed him to purchase his 
liberty by money which he earned by working for himself at 
odd times, when his task work was over. I asked Abraham what 
sum his grandfather paid for his freedom: he said he did not know, 
but he supposed a large one, because of his being a “skilled car- 
penter,” and so a peculiarly valuable chattel. I presume, from 
what I remember Major M and Dr. H—— saying on the 
subject of the market value of negroes in Charleston and 


FANNY KEMBLE 219 


Savannah, that such a man in the prime of life would have been 
worth from 1,500 to 2,000 dollars. However, whatever the man 
paid for his ransom, by his grandson’s account, fourteen years 
after he became free, when he died, he had again amassed money 
to the amount of 700 dollars, which he left among his wife and 
children, the former being a slave on Major ’s estate, where 
the latter remained by virtue of that fact slaves also. So this 
man not only bought his own freedom at a cost of at least 1,000 
dollars, but left a little fortune of 700 more at his death: and 
then we are told of the universal idleness, thriftlessness, incor- 
rigible sloth, and brutish incapacity of this inferior race of crea- 
tures, whose only fitting and Heaven-appointed condition is that 
of beasts of burden to the whites. I do not believe the whole 
low white population of the state of Georgia could furnish such 
an instance of energy, industry, and thrift, as the amassing of 
this laborious little fortune by this poor slave, who left, never- 
theless, his children and grandchildren to the lot from which he 
had so heroically ransomed himself: and yet the white men with 
whom I live and talk tell me, day after day, that there is neither 
cruelty nor injustice in this accursed system. . 

Dear E I cannot give way to the bitter impatience I 
feel at my present position, and come back to the North without 
leaving my babies; and though I suppose their stay will not in 
any case be much prolonged in these regions of swamp and 
slavery, I must, for their sakes, remain where they are, and learn 
this dreary lesson of human suffering to the end. The record, 
it seems to me, must be utterly wearisome to you, as the in- 
stances themselves I suppose in a given time (thanks to that 
dreadful reconciler to all that is evil—habit) would become to me. 

This morning I had a visit from two of the women, Charlotte 
and Judy, who came to me for help and advice for a complaint, 
which it really seems to me every other woman on the estate 
is cursed with, and which is a direct result of the conditions of 
their existence; the practise of sending women to labor in the 
fields in the third week after their confinement is a specific for 
causing this infirmity, and I know no specific for curing it under 
these circumstances. As soon as these poor things had departed 
with such comfort as I could give them, and the bandages they 
especially begged for, three other sable graces introduced them- 


220 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


selves, Edie, Louisa, and Diana; the former told me she had 
had a family of seven children, but had lost them all through 
‘Gl luck,” as she denominated the ignorance and ill treatment 
which were answerable for the loss of these, as of so many other 
poor little creatures their fellows. Having dismissed her and 
Diana with the sugar and rice they came to beg, I detained 
Louisa, whom I had never seen but in the presence of her old 
grandmother, whose version of the poor child’s escape to, and 
hiding in the woods, I had a desire to compare with the heroine’s 
own story. She told it very simply, and it was most pathetic. 
She had not finished her task one day, when she said she felt ill, 
and unable to do so, and had been severely flogged by Driver 
Bran, in whose “gang” she then was. The next day, in spite of 
this encouragement to labor, she had again been unable to com- 
plete her appointed work; and Bran having told her that he’d 
tie her up and flog her if she did not get it done, she had left 
the field and run into the swamp. “Tie you up, Louisa!” said I, 
“what is that?”? She then described to me that they were fastened 
up by their wrists to a beam or a branch of a tree, their feet 
barely touching the ground, so as to allow them no purchase for 
resistance or evasion of the lash, their clothes turned over their 
heads, and their backs scored with a leather thong, either by the 
driver himself, or if he pleases to inflict their punishment by 
deputy, any of the men he may choose to summon to the office; 
it might be father, brother, husband, or lover, if the overseer so 
ordered it. I turned sick and my blood curdled listening to 
these details from the slender young slip of a lassie, with her 
poor piteous face and murmuring pleading voice. “Oh,” said I, 
“Louisa; but the rattlesnakes, the dreadful rattlesnakes in the 
swamps; were you not afraid of those horrible creatures?” “Oh, 
missis,” said the poor child, “me no tink of dem, me forget all 
bout dem for de fretting.” ‘Why did you come home at last?” 
“Oh, missis, me starve with hunger, me most dead with hunger 
before me come back.” “And were you flogged, Louisa?” said: 
I, with a shudder at what the answer might be. “No, missis, me 
go to hospital; me almost dead and sick so long, ’spec Driver 
Bran him forgot ’bout de flogging.” I am getting perfectly 
savage over all these doings, E , and really think I should 
sonsider my own throat and those of my children well cut, if 


FANNY KEMBLE 221 


some night the people were to take it into their heads to clear 
off scores in that fashion. 

The Calibanish wonderment of all my visitors at the exceed- 
ingly coarse and simple furniture and rustic means of comfort 
of my abode is very droll. I have never inhabited any apartment 
so perfectly devoid of what we should consider the common 
decencies of life; but to them my rude chintz-covered sofa and 
common pine-wood table, with its green baize cloth, seem the 
adornings of a palace; and often in the evening, when my bairns 
are asleep, and M upstairs keeping watching over them, and 
I sit writing this daily history for your edification—the door of 
the great barn-like room is opened stealthily, and one after an- 
other, men and women come trooping silently in, their naked 
feet falling all but inaudibly on the bare boards as they betake 
themselves to the hearth, where they squat down on their hams 
in a circle—the bright blaze from the huge pine logs, which is 
the only light of this half of the room, shining on their sooty 
limbs and faces, and making them look like a ring of ebony idols 
surrounding my domestic hearth. I have had as many as fourteen 
at a time squatting silently there for nearly half an hour, watch- 
ing me writing at the other end of the room. The candles on 
my table give only light enough for my own occupation, the 
firelight illuminates the rest of the apartment; and you cannot 
imagine anything stranger than the effect of all these glassy 
whites of eyes and grinning white teeth turned towards me, and 
shining in the flickering light. I very often take no notice of 
them at all, and they seem perfectly absorbed in contemplating 
me. My evening dress probably excites their wonder and ad- 
miration no less than my rapid and continuous writing, for which 
they have sometimes expressed compassion, as if they thought 
it must be more laborious than hoeing; sometimes at the end of 
my day’s journal I look up and say suddenly, “Well, what do 
you want?” when each black figure springs up at once, as if 
moved by machinery, they all answer, “Me come say ha do (how 
d’ye do), missis”; and then they troop out as noiselessly as they 
entered, like a procession of sable dreams, and I go off in search, 
if possible, of whiter ones. 

Two days ago I had a visit of great interest to me from several 
lads from twelve to sixteen years old, who had come to beg me 
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to give them work. To make you understand this you must 
know, that wishing very much to cut some walks and drives 
through the very picturesque patches of woodland not far from 
the house, I announced, through Jack, my desire to give employ- 
ment in the wood-cutting line, to as many lads as chose, when 
their unpaid task was done, to come and do some work for me, 
for which I engaged to pay them. At the risk of producing a 
most dangerous process of reflection and calculation in their 
brains, I have persisted in paying what I considered wages to 
every slave that has been my servant; and these my laborers 
must, of course, be free to work or no, as they like, and if they 
work for me must be paid by me. The proposition met with 
unmingled approbation from my “gang”; but I think it might be 
considered dangerously suggestive of the rightful relation between 
work and wages; in short, very involuntarily no doubt, but, never- 
theless, very effectually I am disseminating ideas among Mr. 
Butler’s dependents the like of which have certainly never before 
visited their wool-thatched brains. 

Friday, March 1— ...1 have not felt well, and have been 
much depressed for some days past. I think I should die if I 
had to live here. This morning, in order not to die yet, I thought 
T had better take a ride, and accordingly mounted the horse which 
I told you was one of the equestrian alternatives offered me here; 
but no sooner did he feel my weight, which, after all, is mere 
levity and frivolity to him, than he thought proper to rebel, and 
find the grasshopper a burden, and rear and otherwise demon- 
strate his disgust. I have not ridden for a long time now, but 
Montreal’s opposition very presently aroused the Amazon which 
is both natural and acquired in me, and I made him comprehend 
that, though I object to slaves, I expect obedient servants; which 
views of mine being imparted by a due administration of both 
spur and whip, attended with a judicious combination of coaxing 
pats on his great crested neck, and endearing commendation of his 
beauty, produced the desired effect. Montreal accepted me as 
inevitable, and carried me very wisely and well up the island to 
another of the slave settlements on the plantation, called Jones’s 
Creek. 

On my way I passed some magnificent evergreen oaks, and 
some thickets of exquisite evergreen shrubs, and one or two beau- 
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tiful sites for a residence, which made me gnash my teeth when 
I thought of the one we have chosen. To be sure, these charming 
spots, instead of being conveniently in the middle of the planta- 
tion, are at an out of the way end of it, and so hardly eligible 
for the one quality desired for the overseer’s abode, viz., being 
central. 

All the slaves’ huts on St. Simon’s are far less solid, comfortable, 
and habitable than those at the rice-island. I do not know 
whether the laborer’s habitation bespeaks the alteration in the 
present relative importance of the crops, but certainly the culti- 
vators of the once far-famed long staple sea-island cotton of St. 
Simon’s are far more miserably housed than the rice-raisers of 
the other plantation. These ruinous shielings, that hardly keep 
out wind or weather, are deplorable homes for young or aged 
people, and poor shelters for the hard-working men and women 
who cultivate the fields in which they stand. Riding home I 
passed some beautiful woodland with charming pink and white 
blossoming peach and plum trees, which seemed to belong to some 
orchard that had been attempted, and afterwards delivered over 
to wildness. On inquiry I found that no fruit worth eating was 
ever gathered from them. What a pity it seems! for in this 
warm delicious winter climate any and every species of fruit 
might be cultivated with little pains and to great perfection. As 
I was cantering along the side of one of the cotton fields I sud- 
denly heard some inarticulate vehement cries, and saw what 
seemed to be a heap of black limbs tumbling and leaping towards 
me, renewing the screams at intervals as it approached. I stopped 
my horse and the black ball bounded almost into the road before 
me, and suddenly straightening itself up into a haggard hag of 
a half-naked negress, exclaimed, with panting, eager breathless- 
ness, “Oh, missis, missis! you no hear me cry, you no hear me call. 
O missis! me call, me cry, and me run; make me a gown like 
dat. Do, for massy’s sake, only make me a gown like dat.” 
This modest request for a riding habit in which to hoe the cotton 
fields served for an introduction to sundry other petitions for 
rice and sugar and flannel, all of which I promised the petitioner, 
but not the “gown like dat”; whereupon I rode off and she flung 
herself down in the middle of the road to get her wind and 
FESEy qaetl- 
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Suffering Slave Women 


Saturday, March 2—1 have made a gain, no doubt, in one re- 
spect in coming here, dear E——,, for, not being afraid of a rear- 
ing stallion, I can ride; but, on the other hand, my aquatic 
diversions are all likely, I fear, to be much curtailed. Well may 
you, or any other Northern Abolitionist, consider this a heaven- 
forsaken region,—why, I cannot even get worms to fish with, 
and was solemnly assured by Jack this morning that the whole 
“point,” i.e., neighborhood of the house, had been searched in 
vain for these useful and agreeable animals. I must take to some 
more sportsman-like species of bait; but in my total ignorance of 
even the kind of fish that inhabit these waters, it is difficult for 
me to adapt my temptations to their taste. 

Yesterday evening I had a visit that made me very sorrowful 
—if anything connected with these poor people can be called 
more especially sorrowful than their whole condition; but 
Mr. Butler’s declaration that he will receive no more statements 
of grievances or petitions for redress through me, makes me as 
desirous now of shunning the vain appeals of these unfortunates 
as I used to be of receiving and listening to them. The imploring 
cry “O missis!” that greets me whichever way I turn, makes me 
long to stop my ears now; for what can I say or do any more 
for them? The poor little favors—the rice, the sugar, the flannel 
—that they beg for with such eagerness, and receive with such 
exuberant gratitude, I can, it is true, supply, and words and looks 
of pity and counsel of patience and such instruction in womanly 
habits of decency and cleanliness, as may enable them to better, 
in some degree, their own hard lot; but to the entreaty, “Oh 
missis, you speak to massa for us! Oh missis, you tell massa for 
we, he sure do as you say!”—I cannot now answer as formerly, 
and I turn away choking and with eyes full of tears from the poor 
creatures, not even daring to promise any more the faithful 
transmisison of their prayers. 

The women who visited me yesterday evening were all in the 
family way, and came to entreat of me to have the sentence 
(what else can I call it?) modified, which condemns them to 
resume their labor of being in the fields three weeks after their 
confinement. They knew, of course, that I cannot interfere with 
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their appointed labor, and therefore their sole entreaty was that 
I would use my influence with Mr. Butler to obtain for them a 
month’s respite from labor in the field after child-bearing. Their 
principal spokeswoman, a woman with a bright sweet face, called 
Mary, and a very sweet voice, which is by no means an uncommon 
excellence among them, appealed to my own experience; and 
while she spoke of my babies, and my carefully tended, delicately 
nursed, and tenderly watched confinement and convalescence, 
and implored me to have a kind of labor given to them less ex- 
hausting during the month after their confinement, I held the 
table before me so hard in order not to cry that I think my 
fingers ought to have left a mark on it. At length I told them 
that Mr. Butler had forbidden me to bring him any more com- 
plaints from them, for that he thought the ease with which I 
received and believed their stories only tended to make them dis- 
contented, and that, therefore, I feared I could not promise to 
take their petitions to him; but that he would be coming down 
to “the point” soon, and that they had better come then some 
time when I was with him, and say what they had just been 
saying to me: and with this, and various small bounties, I was 
forced, with a heavy heart, to dismiss them, and when they were 
gone, with many exclamations of “Oh, yes, missis, you will, you 
will speak to massa for we; God bless you, missis, we sure you 
will!” I had my cry out for them, for myself, for US... . 

Before closing this letter, I have a mind to transcribe to you 
the entries for today recorded in a sort of daybook, where I put 
down very succinctly the number of people who visit me, their 
petitions and ailments, and also such special particulars con- 
cerning them as seem to me worth recording. You will see how 
miserable the physical condition of many of these poor creatures 
is; and their physical condition, it is insisted by those who uphold 
this evil system, is the only part of it which is prosperous, happy, 
and compares well with that of northern laborers. Judge from 
the details I now send you; and never forget, while reading them, 
that the people on this plantation are well off, and consider them- 
selves well off, in comparison with the slaves on some of the 
neighboring estates. 

Fanny has had six children, all dead but one. She came to 
beg me to have her work in the field lightened. 
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Nanny has had three children, two of them are dead; she came 
to implore that the rule of sending them into the field three weeks 
after their confinement might be altered. 

Leah, Czsar’s wife, has had six children, three are dead. 

Sophy, Lewis’ wife, came to beg for some old linen; she is 
suffering fearfully, has had ten children, five of them are dead. 
The principal favor she asked was a piece of meat, which I gave 
her. 

Sally, Scipio’s wife, has had two miscarriages and three chil- 
dren born, one of whom is dead. She came complaining of in- 
cessant pain and weakness in her back. This woman was a 
mulatto daughter of a slave called Sophy, by a white man of the 
name of Walker, who visited the plantation. 

Charlotte, Renty’s wife, has had two miscarriages, and was with 
child again. She was almost crippled with rheumatism, and 
showed me a pair of poor swollen knees that made my heart ache. 
I have promised her a pair of flannel trowsers, which I must 
forthwith set about making. 

Sarah, Stephen’s wife,—this woman’s case and history were, 
alike, deplorable. She had had four miscarriages, had brought 
seven children into the world, five of whom were dead, and was 
again with child. She complained of dreadful pains in the back, 
and an internal tumor which swells with the exertion of working 
in the fields; probably, I think, she is ruptured. She told me 
she had once been mad and ran into the woods, where she con- 
trived to elude discovery for some time, but was at last tracked 
and brought back, when she was tied up by the arms and heavy 
logs fastened to her feet, and was severely flogged. After this 
she contrived to escape again, and lived for some time skulking 
in the woods, and she supposes mad, for when she was taken 
again she was entirely naked. 


A WRITER OF SEA TALES ON AMERICA * 
By Captain MarryaT 


Captain Frederick Marryat, the well-known novelist, was forty-five 
years old when he visited America in 1837, and as famous in the United 
States as in Great Britain. After an honorable naval career, in which 
during the Napoleonic Wars he had witnessed literally scores of engage- 
ments, and had attained the rank of commander, he had retired to civil 
life in 1830. His first book had appeared in 1829, and his labors as a 
writer of naval stories were thenceforth almost incessant. “Peter Simple” 
and “Jacob Faithful” were published in 1834, and “Mr. Midshipman 
Easy” and “Japhet in Search of a Father” in 1836. 

Marryat himself relates that when he had first landed in the United 
States, an errand boy who fetched him a package from a New York 
store gravely inquired whether Mr. Easy had left the King’s service, 
and whether he had seen Mr. Japhet lately. The novelist was already 
a veteran traveller. Not only had he seen naval service in Burmese, 
North American, and West Indian waters as well as in Europe, but 
since retiring he had spent much time on the Continent. If we may 
believe his own account, he had resolved during these wanderings to 
compare America with Europe. “Do the faults of these people,” he wrote 
of the Swiss in his “Diary on the Continent,” “arise from the peculiarity 
of their constitutions, or from the nature of their government? To 
ascertain this, one must compare them with those who live under similar 
institutions. I must go to America—that is decided.” He was, more- 
over, a little perplexed by the contradictory accounts of the republic 
brought home by different travellers, and wished to find out the facts 
for himself. He returned to England in 1839, and at once published in 
London “A Diary in America, With Remarks on Its Institutions,” in 
two series of three volumes each. The work was reprinted in Phila- 
delphia by Carey & Hart, who were generous enough to pay Marryat 
$2,250 for it and a novel. 

Marryat was everywhere well received in America. In Boston he was 
claimed as a kinsman through his mother, a native of that city, and in 
New York his visit coincided with the successful production of a 


*From “A Diary in America, With Remarks on Its Institutions.” 
Philadelphia, 1839. Volume I, chapter 2; volume II, chapters 31 and 32; 
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nautical drama which he had written, “The Ocean Wolf, or the Channel 
Outlaw.” He felt, however, an undercurrent of sensitiveness, and bore 
it in mind in writing his volumes, which were meant to be studiously 
fair. He blames Miss Martineau severely for her many “absurdities 
and fallacies,” though he notes that some of her errors originated in 
the desire of a few Americans to hoax the lady; and he ridicules Mrs. 
Trollope. His conclusions were generally favorable to the American 
character. He liked its energy and enterprise, saying that these were 
a natural development of English traits in an environment which de- 
manded alertness and activity. He wrote that “the mind can hardly 
calculate upon the degree of perfection and power to which, whether 
the States are eventually separated or not, it [the United States] may 
in the course of two centuries arrive.” But he had no liking for the 
government of the United States, though he recognized that it was the 
one best suited to existing circumstances. It was not a republican 
government at all, he asserted, but a democracy, by which he meant that 
it was a “mob government”; the popular majority controlling it directly, 
instead of electing wise agents and permitting them to control it. He 
also formed the queer impression that the American climate resulted in 
a deterioration from the physique possessed by the original British 
settlers, and in several other ways he was unjust. 


Effects of the Panic of 1837 


A visit, to make it agreeable to both parties, should be well 
timed. My appearance at New York was very much like burst- 
ing into a friend’s house with a merry face when there is a death 
in it—with the sudden change from levity to condolence. “Any 
other time most happy to see you. You find us in a very unfor- 
tunate situation.” 

“Indeed I’m very—very sorry.” 

Two hundred and sixty houses have already failed, and no 
one knows where it is to end. Suspicion, fear, and misfortune 
have taken possession of the city. Had I not been aware of the 
cause, I should have imagined that the plague was raging, and 
I had the description of Defoe before me. 

Not a smile on one countenance among the crowd who pass 
and repass; hurried steps, careworn faces, rapid exchanges of 
salutation, or hasty communication of anticipated ruin before 
the sun goes down. Here two or three are gathered together on 
one side, whispering and watching that they are not overheard: 
there a solitary, with his arms folded and his hat slouched, brood- 
ing over departed affluence. Mechanics, thrown out of employ- 
ment, are pacing up and down with the air of famished wolves. 
The violent shock has been communicated, like that of elec- 
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tricity, through the country to a distance of hundreds of miles. 
Canals, railroads, and all public works, have been discontinued, 
and the Irish emigrant leans against his shanty, with his spade 
idle in his hand, and starves, as his thoughts wander back to his 
own Emerald Isle. 

The Americans delight in hyperbole; in fact they hardly 
have a metaphor without it. During this crash, when every day 
fifteen or twenty merchants’ names appeared in the newspapers 
as bankrupts, one party, not in a very good humour, was hasten- 
ing down Broadway, when he was run against by another whose 
temper was equally unamiable. This collision roused the choler 
of both. 

“What the devil do you mean, sir?” cried one; “I’ve a great 
mind to knock you into the middle of next week.” 

This occurring on a Saturday, the wrath of the other was 
checked by the recollection of how very favourable such a blow 
would be to his present circumstances. 

“Will you! by heavens, then pray do; it’s just the thing I 
want, for how else I am to get over next Monday and the ac- 
ceptances I must take up, is more than I can tell.” 

All the banks have stopped payment in specie, and there is not 
a dollar to be had. I walked down Wall Street, and had a con- 
vincing proof of the great demand for money, for somebody 
picked my pocket. 

The militia are under arms, as riots are expected. The banks 
in the country and other towns have followed the example of 
New York, and thus has General Jackson’s currency bill been 
repealed without the aid of Congress. Affairs are now at their 
worst, and now that such is the case, the New Yorkers appear 
to recover their spirits. One of the newspapers humorously ob- 
serves—“All Broadway is like unto a new-made widow, and don’t 
know whether to laugh or cry.” There certainly is a very remark- 
able energy in the American disposition; if they fall, they bound 
up again. Somebody has observed that the New York merchants 
are of that elastic nature, that, when fit for nothing else, they 
might be converted into coach springs, and such really appears 
to be their character. 

Nobody refuses to take the paper of the New York banks, 
although they virtually have stopped payment ;—they never refuse 
anything in New York;—but nobody will give specie in change, 


230 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


and great distress is occasioned by this want of a circulating 
medium. Some of the shop-keepers told me that they had been 
obliged to turn away a hundred dollars a day, and many a South- 
erner, who has come up with a large supply of Southern notes, 
has found himself a pauper, and has been indebted to a friend 
for a few dollars in specie to get home again. 

The radicals here, for there are radicals, it appears, in a de- 
mocracy— 


“In the lowest depths, a lower deep”— 


are very loud in their complaints. I was watching the swarming 
multitude in Wall Street this morning, when one of these fellows 
was declaiming against the banks for stopping specie payments, 
and “robbing a poor man in such a willainous manner,” when 
one of the merchants, who appeared to know his customer, said 
to him—“Well, as you say, it is hard for a poor fellow like you 
not to be able to get dollars for his notes; hand them out, and 
I'll give you specie for them myself!’ The blackguard had not 
a cent in his pocket, and walked away, looking very foolish. 
He reminded me of a little chimney-sweeper at the Tower Ham- 
lets election, asking—‘Vot vos my hopinions about primagini- 
tur?”—a very important point to him certainly, he having no 
parents, and having been brought up by the parish. 

I was in a store when a thorough-bred democrat walked in: 
he talked loud, and voluntarily gave it as his opinion that all 
this distress was the very best thing that could have happened to 
the country, as America would now keep all the specie and pay 
her English creditors with bankruptcies. There always appears 
to me to be a great want of moral principle in all radicals; 
indeed, the levelling principles of radicalism are adverse to the 
sacred rights of meum et tuum. At Philadelphia the ultra- 
democrats have held a large public meeting, at which one of the 
first resolutions brought forward and agreed to was—“That they 
did not owe one farthing to the English people.” 

“They may say the times are bad,” said a young American 
to me, “but I think that they are excellent. A twenty dollar 
note used to last me but a week, but now it is as good as Fortu- 
natus’s purse, which was never empty. I eat my dinner at the 
hotel, and show them my twenty dollar note. The landlord 
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turns away from it, as if it were the head of Medusa, and begs 
that I will pay another time. I buy everything that I want, and 
I have only to offer my twenty dollar note in payment, and my 
credit is unbounded—that is, for any sum under twenty dollars. 
If they ever do give change again in New York it will make a 
very unfortunate change in my affairs.” 

A government circular, enforcing the act of Congress, which 
obliges all those who have to pay custom-house duties or postage 
to do so in specie, has created great dissatisfaction, and added 
much to the distress and difficulty. At the same time that they 
(the government) refuse to take from their debtors the notes of 
the banks, upon the ground that they are no longer legal tenders, 
they compel their creditors to take those very notes—having had 
a large quantity in their possession at the time that the banks 
suspended specie payments—an act of despotism which the Eng. 
lish government would not venture upon. 

Miss Martineau’s work is before me. How dangerous it is to 
prophesy. Speaking of the merchants of New York, and their 
recovering after the heavy losses they sustained by the calami- 
tous fire of 1835, she says, that although eighteen millions of 
property were destroyed, not one merchant failed; and she con- 
tinues, “It seems now as if the commercial credit of New York 
could stand any shock short of an earthquake like that of Lis- 
bon.” That was the prophecy of 1836. Where is the commer- 
cial credit of New York now in 1837?! 

The distress for change has produced a curious remedy. Every 
man is now his own banker. Go to the theatres and places of 
public amusement, and, instead of change, you receive an I. O. U. 
from the treasury. At the hotels and oyster cellars it is the same 
thing. Call for a glass of brandy and water, and the change is 
fifteen tickets, each “good for one glass of brandy and water.” 
At an oyster shop, eat a plate of oysters, and you have in return 
seven tickets, good for one plate of oysters each. It is the same 
everywhere. The barbers give you tickets, good for so many 
shaves; and were there beggars in the streets, I presume they 
would give you tickets in change, good for so much philanthropy. 
Dealers, in general, give out their own bank notes, or as they are 
called here, shin plasters, which are good for one dollar, and from 
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that down to two and a half cents, all of which are redeemable, 
and redeemable only upon a general return to cash payments. 

Hence arises another variety of exchange in Wall Street. 

“Tom, do you want any oysters for lunch today?” “Yes!” 
“Then here’s a ticket, and give me two shaves in return.” 

The most prominent causes of this convulsion have already 
been laid before the English public; but there is one—that of 
speculating in land—which has not been sufficiently dwelt upon, 
nor has the importance been given to it which it deserves; as, 
perhaps, next to the losses occasioned by the great fire, it led, 
more than any other species of over-speculation and over-trading, 
to the distress which has ensued. 


The White Sulphur Springs of Virginia 


We arrived first at the blue sulphur springs, and I remained 
there for one day to get rid of the dust of travelling. They have 
a very excellent hotel there, with a ballroom, which is open till 
eleven o’clock every night; the scenery is very pretty, and the 
company was good—as indeed is the company at all these springs, 
for they are too distant, and the travelling too expensive for 
everybody to get there. But the blue sulphur are not fashionable, 
and the consequence was, we were not crowded, and were very 
comfortable. People who cannot get accommodated at the white 
sulphur, remain here until they can, the distance between them 
being only twenty-two miles. : 

The only springs which are fashionable are the white sulphur, 
and as these springs are a feature in American society, I shall 
describe them more particularly. 

They are situated in a small valley, many hundred feet above 
the level of the sea, and are about fifteen or twenty acres in area, 
surrounded by small hills covered with foliage to their summits: 
at one end of the valley is the hotel, with the large dining-room 
for all the visitors. Close to the hotel, but in another building, 
is the ballroom, and a little below the hotel, on the other side, 
is the spring itself; but beautiful as is the whole scenery, the 
great charm of this watering place is, the way in which those live 
who visit it. The rises of the hills which surround the valley are 
covered with little cottages, log-houses, and other picturesque 


CAPTAIN MARRYAT 233 


buildings, sometimes in rows, and ornamented with verandahs, 
without a second story above, or kitchen below. Some are very 
elegant and more commodious than the rest, having been built 
by gentlemen who have the right given to them by the company 
to whom the springs belong, of occupying them themselves when 
there, but not of preventing others from taking possession of 
them in their absence. The dinners and other meals are, gen- 
erally speaking, bad; not that there is not a plentiful supply, but 
that it is so difficult to supply seven hundred people sitting down 
in one room. In the morning, they all turn out from their little 
burrows, meet in the public walks, and go down to the spring 
before breakfast; during the forenoon, when it is too warm, they 
remain at home; after dinner they ride out or pay visits, and then 
end the day, either at the ballroom, or in little societies among 
one another. There is no want of handsome equipages, many 
four in hand (Virginny long tails) and every accommodation 
for these equipages. The crowd is very great, and it is astonish- 
ing what inconvenience people will submit to, rather than not be 
accommodated somehow or another. Every cabin is like a rabbit 
burrow. In the one next to where I was lodged, in a room about 
fourteen feet square, and partitioned off as well as it could be, 
there slept a gentleman and his wife, his sister and brother, and 
a female servant. I am not sure that the nigger was not under 
the bed—at all events, the young sister told me that it was not 
at all pleasant. 

There is a sort of major-domo here, who regulates every de- 
partment; his word is law, and his fiat immoveable, and he pre- 
sumes not a little upon his power; a circumstance not to be sur- 
prised at, as he is as much courted and is as despotic as all the 
lady patronesses of Almacks rolled into one. He is called the 
Metternich of the mountains. No one is allowed accommodation 
at these springs who is not known, and generally speaking, only 
those families who travel in their private carriages. It is at 
this place that you feel how excessively aristocratical and exclu- 
sive the Americans would be, and indeed will be, in spite of their 
institutions. Spa, in its palmiest days, when princes had to sleep 
in their carriages at the doors of the hotels, was not more in vogue 
than are these white sulphur springs with the élite of the United 
States. And it is here, and here only, in the States, that you do 
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meet what may be fairly considered as select society, for at 
Washington there is a great mixture. Of course all the cele- 
brated belles of the different States are to be met with here, as 
well as all the large fortunes, nor is there a scarcity of pretty 
and wealthy widows. The president, Mrs. Caton, the mother of 
Lady Wellesley, Lady Strafford, and Lady Caermarthen, the 
daughter of Carroll, of Carrollton, one of the real aristocracy of 
America, and a signer of the Declaration of Independence, and 
all the first old Virginian and Carolina families, many of them 
descendants of the old cavaliers, were at the springs when I ar- 
rived there; and I certainly must say that I never was at any 
watering place in England where the company was so good and 
so select as at the Virginia springs in America. 

I passed many pleasant days at this beautiful spot, and was 
almost as unwilling to leave it as I was to part with the Sioux 
Indians at St. Peters. Refinement and simplicity are equally 
charming. I was introduced to a very beautiful girl here, whom 
I should not have mentioned particularly, had it not been that 
she was the first and only lady in America that I observed to 
whittle. She was sitting one fine morning on a wooden bench, 
surrounded by admirers, and as she carved away her seat with 
her pen-knife, so did she cut deep into the hearts of those who 
listened to her lively conversation. 

There are, as may be supposed, a large number of negro serv- 
ants here attending their masters and mistresses. I have often 
been amused, not only here, but during my residerice in Ken- 
tucky, at the high-sounding Christian names which have been 
given to them. “Byron, tell Ada to come here directly.” “Now, 
Telemachus, if you don’t leave Calypso alone, you'll get a taste 
of the cow-hide.” 

Among others, attracted to the springs professionally, was a 
very clever German painter, who, like all Germans, had a very 
correct ear for music. He had painted a kitchen-dance in Old 
Virginia, and in the picture he had introduced all the well-known 
coloured people in the place; amongst the rest were the band 
of musicians, but I observed that one man was missing. “Why 
did you not put him in?” inquired I. “Why, sir, I could not put 
him in; it was impossible; he never plays in tune. Why, if I put 
him in, sir, he would spoil the harmony of my whole picture!” 
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I asked this artist how he got on in America. He replied, 
“But so-so; the Americans in general do not estimate genius. 
They come to me and ask what I want for my pictures, and I tell 
them. Then they say, ‘how long did it take you to paint it?’ 
I answer ‘so many days.’ Well, then they calculate and say, ‘if 
it took you only so many days, you ask so many dollars a day 
for your work; you ask a great deal too much; you ought to be 
content with so much per day, and I will give you that.’ So 
that, thought I, invention, and years of study, go for nothing with 
these people. There is only one way to dispose of a picture in 
America, and that is, to raffle it; the Americans will then run 
the chance of getting it. If you do not like to part with your 
pictures in that way, you must paint portraits; people will pur- 
chase their own faces all over the world: the worst of it is, that 
in this country, they will purchase nothing else.” 

During my stay here I was told one of the most remarkable 
instances that perhaps ever occurred, of the discovery of a fact 
by the party from whom it was of the utmost importance to con- 
ceal it—a very pretty interesting young widow. She had mar- 
ried a promising young man, to whom she was tenderly attached, 
and who, a few months after the marriage, unfortunately fell in 
a duel. Aware that the knowledge of the cause of her husband’s 
death would render the blow still more severe to her (the ball 
having passed through the eye into his brain, and there being no 
evident gun-shot wound), her relations informed her that he had 
been thrown from his horse, and killed by the fall. She believed 
them. She was living in the country; when, about nine months 
after her widowhood, her brother rode down to see her, and as 
soon as he arrived went into his room to shave and dress. The 
window of his room, which was on the ground-floor, looked out 
upon the garden, and it being summer time, it was open. He 
tore off a portion of an old newspaper to wipe his razor. The 
breeze caught it, and carried it away into the garden until it 
stopped at the feet of his sister who happened to be walking. 
Mechanically she took up the fragment, and perceiving her hus- 
band’s name upon it she read it. It contained a full account of 
the duel in which he lost his life! The shock she received was 
so great that it unsettled her mind for nearly two years. She 
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had but just recovered, and for the first time re-appeared in 
public, when she was pointed out to me. 

Returning to Guyandotte one of the travellers wished to see 
the view from the Hawk’s Nest, or rather wished to be able to 
say that he had seen it. We passed the spot when it was quite 
dark, but he persisted in going there, and to help his vision, 
borrowed one of the coach-lamps from the driver. He returned, 
and declared that with the assistance of the lamp he had had a 
very excellent view, down a precipice of several hundred feet. 
His bird’s-eye view by candle-light must have been very exten- 
sive. After all, it is but to be able to say that they have been 
to such a place, or have seen such a thing that, more than any 
real taste for it, induces the majority of the world to incur the 
trouble and fatigue of travelling. 


Use and Abuse of Lynch Law 


Englishmen express their surprise that in a moral community 
such a monstrosity as Lynch law should exist; but although the 
present system, which has been derived from the original Lynch 
law, cannot be too severely condemned, it must, in justice to 
the Americans, be considered that the original custom of Lynch 
law was forced upon them by circumstances. Why the term 
Lynch law has been made use of, I do not know; but in its origin 
the practise was no more blameable than were the laws estab- 
lished by the Pilgrim fathers on their first landing at Plymouth, 
or any law enacted amongst a community left to themselves, 
their own resources, and their own guidance and government. 
Lynch law, as at first constituted, was nothing more than pun- 
ishment awarded to offenders by a community who had been 
injured, and who had no law to refer to, and could have no re- 
dress if they did not take the law into their own hands; the 
present system of Lynch law is, on the contrary, an illegal exer- 
cise of the power of the majority in opposition to and defiance 
of the laws of the country, and the measure of justice adminis- 
tered and awarded by those laws... . 

A circumstance occurred within these few years in which Lynch 
law was duly administered. At Dubuque, in the Ioway district, 
a murder was committed. The people of Dubuque first applied 
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to the authorities of the State of Michigan, but they discovered 
that the district of Ioway was not within the jurisdiction of that 
State; and, in fact, although on the opposite side of the river 
there was law and justice, they had neither to appeal to. They 
would not allow the murderer to escape; they consequently met, 
selected among themselves a judge and jury, tried the man, and, 
upon their own responsibility, hanged him. 

There was another instance which occurred a short time since 
at Snakes’ Hollow, on the western side of the Mississippi, not 
far from the town of Dubuque. A band of miscreants, with a 
view of obtaining possession of some valuable diggings (lead 
mines) which were in the possession of a grocer who lived in 
that place, murdered him in the open day. The parties were 
well known, but they held together, and would none of them 
give evidence. As there were no hopes of their conviction, the 
people of Snakes’ Hollow armed themselves, seized the parties 
engaged in the transaction, and ordered them to quit the terri- 
tory on pain of having a rifle bullet through their heads imme- 
diately. The scoundrels crossed the river in a canoe, and were 
never after heard of. 

I have collected these facts to show that Lynch law has been 
forced upon the American settlers in the Western States by cir- 
cumstances; that it has been acted upon in support of morality 
and virtue, and that its awards have been regulated by strict 
justice. But I must now notice this practise with a view to 
show how dangerous it is that any law should be meted out by 
the majority, and that what was commenced from a sense of 
justice and necessity, has now changed into a defiance of law, 
where law and justice can be readily obtained. The Lynch law 
of the present day, as practised in the States of the West and 
South, may be divided into two different heads: the first is, the 
administration of it in cases in which the laws of the States are 
considered by the majority as not having awarded a punishment 
adequate, in their opinion, to the offence committed; and the 
other, when from excitement the majority will not wait for the 
law to act, but inflict the punishment with their own hands... . 

One or two instances in which Lynch law was called in to 
assist justice on the bench, came to my knowledge. A Yankee 
had stolen a slave, but as the indictment was not properly 
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worded, he knew that he would be acquitted, and he boasted so, 
previous to the trial coming on. He was correct in his supposi- 
tion; the flaw in the indictment was fatal, and he was acquitted. 
“IT told you so,” he said, triumphantly smiling as he left the ~ 
court, to the people who had been waiting the issue of the trial. 

“Yes,” replied they, “it is true that you have been acquitted 
by Judge Smith, but you have not yet been tried by Judge 
Lynch.” The latter Judge was very summary. The Yankee 
was tied up, and cow-hided till he was nearly dead; they then 
put him into a dugout and sent him floating down the river. 
Another instance occurred which is rather amusing, and, at the 
same time, throws some light upon the peculiar state of society 
in the West. 

There was a bar-keeper at some tavern in the State of Louisi- 
ana (if I recollect right) who was a great favourite; whether 
from his judicious mixture of the proportions in mint-juleps 
and gin-cocktails, or from’ other causes, I do not know; but what 
may appear strange to the English, he was elected to an office 
in the law courts of the State, similar to our Attorney-General, 
and I believe was very successful, for an American can turn his 
hand or his head to almost anything. It so happened that a 
young man who was in prison for stealing a negro, applied to 
this Attorney-General to defend him in the court. This he did 
so successfully that the man was acquitted; but Judge Lynch 
was as usual waiting outside, and when the attorney came out 
with his client, the latter was demanded to be given up. This 
the attorney refused, saying that the man was under his pro- 
tection. A tumult ensued, but the attorney was firm; he drew 
his bowie knife, and addressing the crowd, said, “My men, you 
all know me: no one takes this man, unless he passes over my 
body.” The populace were still dissatisfied, and the attorney, 
not wishing to lose his popularity, and at the same time wanting 
to defend a man who had paid him well,. requested the people 
to be quiet a moment until he could arrange the affair. He took 
his client aside, and said to him, “These men will have you, and 
will Lynch you, in spite of all my efforts; only one chance re- 
mains for you, and you must accept it: you know that it is but 
a mile to the confines of the next State, which if you gain you 
will be secure. You have been in prison for two months, you 
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have lived on bread and water, and you must be in good wind, 
moreover, you are young and active. These men who wish to 
get hold of you are half drunk, and they never can run as you 
can. Now, I'll propose that you shall have one hundred and 
fifty yards law, and then if you exert yourself, you can easily 
escape.” The man consented, as he could not help himself: the 
populace also consented, as the attorney pointed out to them 
that any other arrangement would be injurious to his honour. 
The man, however, did not succeed; he was so frightened that 
he could not run, and in a short time he was taken, and had the 
usual allowance of cow-hide awarded by Judge Lynch. Fortu- 
nately he regained his prison before he was quite exhausted, and 
was sent away during the night in a steamer. 

At Natchez, a young man married a young lady of fortune, 
and, in his passion, actually flogged her to death. He was tried, 
but as there were no witnesses but negroes, and their evidence 
was not admissible against a white man, he was acquitted: but 
he did not escape; he was seized, tarred and feathered, scalped, 
and turned adrift in a canoe without paddles. 

Such are the instances of Lynch law being superadded, when it 
has been considered by the majority that the law has not been 
sufficiently severe. The other variety of Lynch law is, when 
they will not wait for law, but, in a state of excitement, proceed 
to summary punishment. 

The case more than once referred to by Miss Martineau, of the 
burning alive of a coloured man at St. Louis, is one of the gravest 
under this head. I do not wish to defend it in any way, but I 
do, for the honour of humanity, wish to offer all that can be said 
in extenuation of this atrocity: and I think Miss Martineau, 
when she held up to public indignation the monstrous punish- 
ment, was bound to acquaint the public with the cause of an 
excitable people being led into such an error. This unfortunate 
victim of popular fury was a free coloured man, of a very quar- 
relsome and malignant disposition; he had already been engaged 
in a variety of disputes, and was a nuisance in the city. For an 
attempt to murder another coloured man, he had been seized, 
and was being conducted to prison in the custody of Mr. Ham- 
mond, the sheriff, and another white person who assisted him in 
the execution of his duty. As he arrived at the door of hig 
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prison, he watched his opportunity, stabbed the person who was 
assisting the sheriff, and, then passing his knife across the throat 
of Mr. Hammond, the carotid artery was divided, and the latter 
fell dead upon the spot. Now, here was a wretch who, in one 
day, had three times attempted murder, and had been successful 
in the instance of Mr. Hammond, the sheriff, a person universally 
esteemed. Moreover, when it is considered that the culprit was 
of a race who are looked upon as inferior; that this successful 
attempt on the part of a black man was considered most dan- 
gerous as a precedent to the negro population; that, owing to 
the unwillingness to take life away in America, he might prob- 
ably have escaped justice; and that this occurred just at the 
moment when the abolitionists were creating such mischief and 
irritation—although it must be lamented that they should have 
so disgraced themselves, the summary and cruel punishment 
which was awarded by an incensed populace is not very sur- 
prising. Miss Martineau, however, has thought proper to pass 
over the peculiar atrocity of the individual who was thus sac- 
rificed: to read her account of the transaction, it would appear as 
if he were an unoffending party, sacrificed on account of his 
colour alone. 


The American Language 


The Americans boldly assert that they speak better English 
than we do, and I was rather surprised not to find a statistical 
table to that effect in Mr. Carey’s publication. What I believe 
the Americans would imply by the above assertion is, that you 
may travel through all the United States and find less difficulty 
in understanding, or in being understood, than in some of the 
counties of England, such as Cornwall, Devonshire, Lancashire, 
and Suffolk. So far they are correct; but it is remarkable how 
very debased the language has become in a short period in Amer- 
ica. There are few provincial dialects in England much less in- 
telligible than the following. A Yankee girl, who wished to hire 
herself out, was asked if she had any followers, or sweethearts? 
After a little hesitation, she replied, “Well, now, can’t exactly 
say; I bees a sorter courted, and a sorter not; reckon more a 
sorter yes than a sorter no.” In many points the Americans 
have to a certain degree obtained that equality which they pro- 
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fess; and, as respects their language, it certainly is the case. If 
their lower classes are more intelligible than ours, it is equally 
true that the higher classes do not speak the language so purely 
or so classically as it is spoken among the well-educated Eng- 
lish. The peculiar dialect of the English counties is kept up 
because we are a settled country; the people who are born in a 
county live in it, and die in it, transmitting their scites of labour 
or of amusement to their descendants, generation after genera- 
tion, without change; consequently, the provincialisms of the 
language become equally hereditary. Now, in America, they 
have a dictionary containing many thousands of words which, 
with us, are either obsolete, or are provincialisms, or are words 
necessarily invented by the Americans. When the people of Eng- 
land emigrated to the States, they came from every county in 
England, and each county brought its provincialisms with it. 
These were admitted into the general stock; and were since all 
collected and bound up by one Mr. Webster. With the excep- 
tions of a few words coined for local uses (such as snags and 
sawyers, on the Mississippi) I do not recollect a word which 
I have not traced to be either a provincialism of some English 
county, or else to be obsolete English. There are a few from 
the Dutch, such as stoup, for the porch of a door, etc. I was 
once talking with an American about Webster’s dictionary, and 
he observed, ‘‘Well now, sir, I understand it’s the only one used 
in the Court of St. James, by the king, queen, and princesses, and 
that by royal order.” 

The upper classes of the Americans do not, however, speak 
or pronounce English according to our standard; they appear 
to have no exact rule to guide them, probably from a want of any 
intimate knowledge of Greek or Latin. You seldom hear a 
derivation from the Greek pronounced correctly, the accent being 
generally laid upon the wrong syllable. In fact, every one ap- 
pears to be independent, and pronounces just as he pleases. 

But it is not for me to decide the very momentous question, 
as to which nation speaks the best English. The Americans gen- 
erally improve upon the inventions of others; probably they may 
have improved upon our language. 

I recollect someone observing how very superior the German 
language was to the English, from their possessing so many com- 
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pound substantives and adjectives, whereupon his friend replied, 
that it was just as easy for us to possess them in England if we 
pleased, and gave us as an example an observation made by his 
old dame at Eton, who declared that young Paulet was, without 
any exception, the most good-for-nothingest, the most provoking- 
people-est, and the most poke-about-every-cornerest boy she had 
ever had charge of in her life. 

Assuming this principle of improvement to be correct, it must 
be acknowledged that the Americans have added considerably 
to our dictionary; but, as I have before observed, this being a 
point of too much delicacy for me to decide upon, I shall just 
submit to the reader the occasional variations, or improvements, 
as they may be, which met my ears during my residence in 
America, as also the idiomatic peculiarities, and having so done, 
I must leave him to decide for himself. 

I recollect once talking with one of the first men in America, 
who was narrating to me the advantages which might have accrued 
to him if he had followed up a certain speculation, when he said, 
“Sir, if I had done so, I should not only have doubled and trebled, 
but I should have fourbled and fivebled my money.” 

One of the members of Congress once said, “What the hon- 
orable gentleman has just asserted I consider as catamount to a 
denial ;”—(catamount is the term given to a panther or lynx). 

“T presume,” replied his opponent, “that the honorable gentle- 
man means tantamount.” 

“No, sir, I do not mean tantamount; I am not so ignorant of 
our language, not to be aware that catamount and tantamount are 
anonymous.” 

The Americans dwell upon their words when they speak— 
a custom arising, I presume, from their cautious, calculating 
habits; and they have always more or less of a nasal twang. I 
once said to a lady, “Why do you drawl out your words in that 
way?” 

“Well,” replied she, “I’d drawl all the way from Maine to 
Georgia, rather than clip my words as you English people do.” 

Many English words are used in a very different sense from 
that which we attach to them; for instance: a clever person in 
America means an amiable good-tempered person, and the Amer- 
icans make the distinction by saying, I mean English clever, 


CAPTAIN MARRYAT 243 


Our clever is represented by the word smart. 

The verb to admire is also used in the East, instead of the 
verb to like. 

“Have you ever been at Paris?” 

“No; but I should admire to go.” 

A Yankee description of a clever woman:— 

“Well, now, she’ll walk right into you and talk to you like a 
book;” or, as I have heard them say, “she'll talk you out of 
sight.” 

The word ugly is used for cross, ill-tempered. “I did feel so 
ugly when he said that.” 

Bad is used in an odd sense: it is employed for awkward, un- 
comfortable, sorry. 

“T did feel so bad when I read that”—awkward. 

“T have felt quite bad about it ever since”—uncomfortable. 

“She was so bad, I thought she would cry,’—sorry. 

And as bad is tantamount to not good, I have heard a lady 
say, “I don’t feel at all good, this morning.” 

Mean is occasionally used for ashamed. 

“T never felt so mean in my life.” 

“We reckon this very handsome scenery, sir,” said an American 
to me, pointing to the landscape. 

“T consider him very truthful,” is another expression. 

“He stimulates too much.” 

“He dissipates awfully.” 

And they are very fond of using the noun as a verb, as— 

“T suspicion that’s a fact.” 

“I opinion quite the contrary.” 

The word considerable is in considerable demand in the United 
States. In a work in which the letters of the party had been 
given to the public as specimens of good style and polite litera- 
ture, it is used as follows:— | 

“My dear sister, I have taken up the pen early this morning, 
as I intend to write considerable.” 

“The word great is oddly used for fine, splendid.” 

“She’s the greatest gal in the whole Union.” 

But there is one word which we must surrender up to the Amer- 
icans as their very own, as the children say. I will quote a pas- 


sage from one of their papers:— 
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“The editor of the Philadelphia Gazette is wrong in calling 
absquatiated a Kentucky phrase (he may well say phrase instead 
of word). It may prevail there, but its origin was in South 
Carolina, where it was a few years since regularly derived from 
the Latin, as we can prove from undoubted authority. By the 
way, there is a little corruption in the word as the Gazette uses 
it, absquatalized is the true reading.” 

Certainly a word worth quarreling about! 

“Are you cold, miss?” said I to a young lady, who pulled the 
shawl closer over her shoulders. 

“Some,” was the reply. 

The English what, implying that you did not hear what was 
said to you, is changed in America to the word how. 

“T reckon,” “I calculate,” “I guess,” are all used as the common 
English phrase, “I suppose.” Each term is said to be peculiar 
to different States, but I found them used everywhere, one as 
often as the other. I opine is not so common... . 

The verb “to fix” is universal. It means to do anything. 

“Shall I fix your coat or your breakfast first?” That is—~“Shall 
I brush your coat, or get ready your breakfast first?” 

Right away, for immediately or at once, is very general. 

“Shall I fix it right away?”—i.e., “Shall I do it immediately?” 

In the West, when you stop at an inn, they say— 

“What will you have? Brown meal and common doings, or 
white wheat and chicken fixings?”—that is, ‘will you have pork 
and brown bread, or white bread and fried chicken?” 

Also, “Will you have a feed or a check?”—A dinner, or a 
luncheon? 

In full blast—something in the extreme. 

“When she came to meeting, with her yellow hair and feathers, 
wasn’t she in full blast?” .. . 

There are two syllables—um, hu—which are very generally 
used by the Americans as a sort of reply, intimating that they 
are attentive, and that the party may proceed with his narra- 
tive; but, by inflection and intonation, these two syllables are 
made to express dissent or assent, surprise, disdain, and (like 
Lord Burleigh’s nod in the play) a great deal more. The reason 
why these two syllables have been selected is, that they can be 
pronounced without the trouble of opening your mouth, and 
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you may be in a state of listlessness and repose while others talk. 
I myself found them very convenient at times, and gradually 
got into the habit of using them. 


Affected Modesty 


I cannot conclude this chapter without adverting to one or two 
points peculiar to the Americans. They wish, in everything, to 
improve upon the old country, as they call us, and affect to be 
excessively refined in their language and ideas; but they forget 
that very often in the covering, and the covering only, consists 
the indecency, and that, to use the old aphorism,—“Very nice 
people, are people with very nasty ideas.” 

They object to everything nude in statuary. When I was at 
the house of Governor Everett at Boston, I observed a fine cast 
of the Apollo Belvidere, but, in compliance with general opinion, 
it was hung with drapery, although Governor Everett himself is 
a gentleman of refined mind and high classical attainments, and 
quite above such ridiculous sensitiveness. In language it is the 
same thing: there are certain words which are never used in 
America, but an awkward substitute is employed. I cannot par- 
ticularize them after this preface, lest I should be accused of 
indelicacy myself. I may, however, state one little circumstance, 
which will prove the correctness of what I say. 

When at Niagara Falls, I was escorting a young lady with 
whom I was on friendly terms. She had been standing on a piece 
of rock, the better to view the scene, when she slipped down, and 
was evidently hurt by the fall; she had in fact grazed her shin. 
As she limped a little in walking home, I said, “Did you hurt your 
leg much?” She turned from me evidently much shocked, or 
much offended; and not being aware that I had committed any 
very heinous offence, I begged to know what was the reason of 
her displeasure. After some hesitation, she said that as she knew 
me well, she would tell me that the word Jeg was never men- 
tioned before ladies. I apologized for my want of refinement, 
which was attributable to my having been accustomed only to 
English society, and added, that as such articles must occasion- 
ally be referred to, even in the most polite circles of America, 
perhaps she would inform me by what name I might mention 
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them without shocking the company. Her reply was, that the 
word limb was used; “nay,” continued she, “I am not so par- 
ticular as some people are, for I know those who always say 
limb of a table, or limb of a piano-forte.” 

There the conversation dropped; but a few months afterwards 
I was obliged to acknowledge that the young lady was correct 
when she asserted that some people were more particular than 
even she was. 

I was requested by a lady to escort her to a seminary for young 
ladies, and on being ushered into the reception room, conceive my 
astonishment at beholding a square piano-forte with four limbs. 
However, that the ladies who visited their daughters, might feel 
in its full force the extreme delicacy of the mistress of the estab- 
lishment, and her care to preserve in their utmost purity the ideas 
of the young ladies under her charge, she had dressed all these 
four limbs in modest little trousers, with frills at the bottom of 
them! 


OBSERVATIONS OF A BRITISH CONSUL, 1839-46 * 
By Tuomas CoLLEY GRATTAN 


Thomas Colley Grattan, who was born in 1792 and died in 1864, 
achieved a considerable reputation as a diplomatist and writer of travels, 
and for some years was one of the best-known British residents in the 
United States. Sprung from a famous Irish family, he was, as T. A. 
Trollope tells us, “intensely Irish in manners, accent, and mind’; but 
the circumstances of his upbringing and his position in London society 
gave him a good many aristocratic English prejudices. When he came 
to Boston in 1839 to act as consul he was known principally as the 
author of three series of volumes describing his French tours, under 
the title of “Highways and Byways,” and of a history of the Nether- 
lands. His chief service during his term of seven years in Boston was 
in assisting Lord Ashburton to draft the treaty of 1842 with the United 
States settling the Northeastern boundary question. A full account of 
his part in the negotiations is given in his American travels, but its 
historical value is vitiated by his insistence upon the inaccurate state- 
ment that the United States won an unfair advantage by concealing a 
map of Dr. Franklin’s, made in 1783, which substantiated the British 
claims. Grattan made many friends in America, where he was regarded 
as a representative of Irish-American as well as of British interests; 
he was a notable figure in Boston circles, and Emerson preserves in his 
journals one of his witty puns: he contributed to the North American 
Review, made many public addresses, and was an honorary member of 
the New York and Boston Historical Societies. In 1846 he returned 
home, but it was not until 1859 that he published his “Civilized America” 
in two volumes as “a record of events, a gallery of portraits, and a 
miscellany of opinions.” He makes no mention of visiting the West, 
and seems never to have gone farther south than Richmond, while his 
principal acquaintance was naturally with New England and New York. 
His gallery of portraits includes unflattering pictures of Webster and 
Edward Everett, both of whom he accuses of lacking intellectual 
courage. 

Grattan was not an unfriendly observer, but he was sharply critical, 
and was unable to see that certain defects of youth in America were 
only temporary. He was convinced that the United States, thanks to 


*From “Civilized America.” London, 1859. Volume I, chapters 
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their resources and institutions, “are better adapted than any country 
on earth for securing the greatest good to the greatest number of man- 
kind”; but that life in the republic was unfavorable to high distinction 
in any field of human endeavor. The Anglo-Saxon race, he went so 
far as to declare, deteriorates with transplantation; its loftiest attributes 
were exhibited in Great Britain alone, and “under republican forms, it 
must be content to exhibit a mediocrity, conducive to the general weal, 
but fatal to individual distinction.” Grattan had a shrewd eye for some 
of our political defects. He deplored the excesses of party spirit, which 
gave one political group an “inveterate determination to frame measures 
of deep mischief” merely because they were in violent contrast to the 
opposition measures they had succeeded in defeating. He condemned 
the custom of giving Presidents a second term, as leading them into 
unworthy political manceuvrings in their first four years. On the other 
hand, some of his observations were fatuous. Thus he wrote that the 
Federal Government existed on sufferance only, and had no real power 
to prevent the secession of a single State. He held that there was “no 
chance of a speedy collision between the north and the south”; and he 
actually declared that the Americans would never fight over a matter 
of sentiment, loyalty, or principle. “The Americans as a nation have 
no abstract veneration for anything but money and money’s worth; gain 
is their impulse and their object in all things.” 

The same severity, joined with a certain superciliousness, is evident 
in Grattan’s comments upon American society. He was filled with dis- 
gust by the pretensions of a certain moneyed group to a gentility like 
that of Europe. He mentions contemptuously an American merchant’s 
belief that he was equal to a European nobleman, and rebukes an Amer- 
ican writer for daring to speak of Eylau and Lundu’s Lane in the same 
sentence. Elegance, Grattan said, had as yet gained little true foothold 
in the country, for “there exists only the raw materials of elegance— 
handsome houses, fine furniture, expensive dress—money, in short, in its 
various modes of disbursement.” The people lacked heart or feeling as 
well as refinement. They had no deep convictions on moral or social 
questions, but were ruled by an accepted code which nobody had the 
courage to combat. “An inordinate timidity pervades the whole surface 
of active life,” writes Grattan. From this sprang a want of originality 
in individuals, and of relief in the general aspect of society. He found 
also a lack of genuine sociability, and complains of coldness and for- 
mality everywhere. However, he does praise American order and dis- 
cipline, American good nature, and American independence and energy. 


True Mission of America 


STRANGERS in America must all be struck with the obvious dis- 
proportion between inanimate and human nature. The greatness 
of the country strongly contrasts with the deficiencies of the 
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people. The magnificent scale of creation seems unsuited to the 
beings who possess it. Certainly the pursuits of mankind in the 
New World are wanting in grandeur. The mechanical arts are 
of necessity in constant progress, energy and ingenuity have ample 
scope, but the moral greatness of man is nearly undeveloped; and 
all this is in keeping with the scheme of American progress. 

But a common error of Americans is the belief that, because 
their country is vast, their destiny requires them to do great 
things in a grand style; and an inflated imitation of England 
is the result. They do not comprehend that England, in despite 
of circumscribed limits, is forced by the impulse of civilization 
to act on a large and lofty plan. Bursting the cramped bounds 
of geographical position, she has a mighty mission to fulfill. Ex- 
ploring and peopling the remotest parts of the earth, flooding 
them with knowledge from her reservoirs at home, a vast ma- 
chinery is required, and infinite powers of mind to direct its 
operations. Commercial and military means, science in its mani- 
fold forms, a literature commensurate with all, must be in con- 
tinual movement, well guided to the objects in view. But Amer- 
ica has no such mission. To clear the forests, hunt the wild 
beasts, scatter the savage tribes, and rout the hordes of a less 
hardy race than their own; then to till the soil, dig in the mines, 
and work out the rude ways of physical existence—these form 
the elements of American civilization. She has to do the labour ~ 
of the world. All the higher duties of human improvement are ~ 
done for her. The exercises of lofty thought, and the elegancies 
of art, all come from Europe. She has no such indigenous stand- 
ard of taste and knowledge as that in which they have their 
source. She obtains the little that she wants of them ready 
made. Yet a servile and jealous admiration of the Old World 
leads to attempted imitations, uncouth and clumsy. She is 
shrewd enough to see this, and envies or hates what she cannot 
succeed to rival. 

The importance of the United States, as long as the Union 
lasts, will consist in a conjunction of small causes tending to one 
powerful result. Her fame must not be founded on her con- 
quests, or on literary or artistic distinction. Trade, manufac- 
tures, agriculture, must be its basis; excellent and honourable 
pursuits, adapted to the genius of a people which, if it rightly 
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knew its interests, would not emulate a lot more elevated but 
less happy. 


Hard Precocity of American Youth 


A “Boston boy” is a melancholy picture of prematurity. It 
might almost be said that every man is born middle-aged in that 
and every other great city of the Union. The principal business 
of life seems to be to grow old as fast as possible. The boy, the 
youth, the young man are only anxious to hurry on to the grav- 
ity and care of “the vale of tears.” There is a velocity in their 
movements, as though the hill they mount were a mere mole-hill, 
and that their downward course commenced before the youth 
of other countries had gained a third of the upward path. The 
toils of life—the destiny of the poorer classes in Europe form the 
free choice of the rich man of America, always excepting the 
indolent Southern planters. 

The boys are sent to college at fourteen. They leave it, with 
their degrees, at about seventeen. They are then launched at 
once into life, either as merchants or attornies’ clerks, medical 
students, or adventurers in the Western States of the Union, or 
in foreign countries. The interval between their leaving school 
and commencing their business career offers no occupation to give 
either gracefulness or strength to body or mind. Athletic games 
and the bolder field sports being unknown, nothing being done 
that we do—I mean, alas! that we used to do—at home, all that 
is left is chewing, smoking, drinking, driving hired horses in 
wretched gigs with a cruel velocity, or trotting on jaded and 
hard-mouthed hacks, at a speed that makes humanity shudder, 
and with an awkwardness that turns our pity for the one animal 
into contempt for the other. I doubt if there exists an American 
gentleman who could take a horse over a three foot rail in Eng- 
land, or an Irish potato trench. Yet they constantly talk of such 
or such a one being “a good rider.” 

Young men made up of such materials-as I describe are not 
young men at all. . . . They follow business like drudges and . 
politics with fierce ardour. They marry. They renounce party- 
going. They give up all pretensions in dress. They cannot force 
wrinkles and crow’s feet on their faces, but they assume and soon 
acquire a pursed-up, keen, and haggard look. Their air, manners, 
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and conversation are alike contracted. They have no breadth, 
either of shoulders, information, or ambition. Their physical 
powers are subdued, and their mental capability cribbed into nar- 
row limits. There is constant activity going on in one small 
portion of the brain; all the rest is stagnant. The money-making 
faculty is alone cultivated. They are incapable of acquiring gen- 
eral knowledge on a broad or liberal scale. All is confined to 
trade, finance, law, and small, local provincial information. Art, 
science, literature, are nearly dead letters to them. 


Everyday Life in American Cities 


The houses, though mostly built of brick, and many of them 
having fronts of granite, have rarely the look of London or Liver- 
pool dwellings. The shops are generally small, with narrow paned 
windows, and more like those of Paris or Brussels in the days of 
Louis XVIII. There is an overabundance of glaring sign-boards, 
gilding, and green paint. But it is, perhaps, more in the absence 
of many things that constitute the general appearance of an 
English city of our time, than in the difference between the rela- 
tive objects which are visible, that we perceive the contrast when 
walking the streets of Boston, New York, Philadelphia, or Balti- 
more. In the first-mentioned a livery servant is never seen; in 
the others, some gaudy ill-assorted variety of colours occasionally 
distinguishes the dress of domestics, particularly of black men. 
The absence of soldiery, or a uniformly dressed police, is very 
striking. No one, in fact, in uniform appears, unless on periodical 
occasions of muster for the militia companies. A military garri- 
son is unknown in the United States, except in the far distant 
forts and frontier towns. The few thousand men composing the 
regular army are so widely scattered and in such small parties, 
particularly since the termination of the Florida and Mexican 
campaigns, that they have nowhere an opportunity of showing 
themselves in any force. 

Although there are constables in all the cities, they are not to 
be distinguished from the inhabitants at large; * but it must ap- 
pear to all newcomers that no class of persons requires the inter- 


*Of late years, a badge on the coat, or a blue band bearing the 
word “Police,” has been introduced—[Grattan’s note.] 
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ference of a permanent police. Open beggary is altogether un- 
known. The general air of the population proclaims it to be above 
want, and out of the temptation of the petty crimes and disturb- 
ances of European communities. Employment is the most effect- 
ual peace-preserver; and where every man feels himself to form a 
portion of the Law, or at any rate of the Executive, hired guard- 
ians are little required for its enforcement. To see anything like 
indulgence or idleness we must penetrate into the purlieues in the 
seaport towns, occupied by the Irish labouring population. And 
there even, though they be in comparative wealth to what they 
were in their state of native wretchedness, their home habits are 
too evidently traced in the filth of the dwellings, the raggedness of 
the barefooted children, and the slatternly air of the women. 
The haunts of this portion of the inhabitants and of the coloured 
people form a painful contrast to the general air of cleanliness 
and comfort. 

The season of the year at which a stranger arrives in an Amer- 
ican city makes a greater difference in his first impressions than 
it would do in any other country. In summer, the foliage of the 
many trees planted along the streets and in the public places 
gives great brilliance and softness to the scene. But in winter, 
particularly if it is a severe one, the scandalous way in which the 
ice and snow are allowed to accumulate—the day-thaw from the 
heat of the sun, and the night-frosts partially retarding its action 
—cause a mass of mud and a state of slipperiness that is dirty and 
dangerous in the highest degree. The middle of the streets is 
filled with snow several feet high, the channels overflowing, and 
the flagways, or “sidewalks,” covered with ice in patches, which 
neither respect for the corporation ordinances nor benevolence 
towards their species can induce the householders to clear away 
or cover with ashes. Dr. Franklin remarked long ago, that the 
test of a citizen’s goodness of heart, or the want of it, was his 
strewing ashes before the shop door, or the neglect of it, in frosty 
weather. If this be a fair rule to judge by, the milk of human 
nature is fearfully curdled, in the cities of Boston and New York - 
more particularly; for the neglect in question is not so severely 
felt in the more southern cities. . 

At all seasons of the year there is an absence of much that 
gives a sort of speaking life to an English town. There are no 
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morning or evening “cries”; no bells jingling, except the church 
bells, for service in the daytime or a fire at night, or the bells 
attached to horses’ necks at sleighing time, to warn foot passen- 
gers of what is coming along the snow. There is no street music, 
vocal or instrumental * (perhaps a satisfactory exemption); no 
dancing dogs, no puppet-shows, and, saddest of all privations, no 
Punch! Iam not speaking in anti-temperance lamentation; but I 
seriously mourn the want of Polichinel, his mellifluous squeak, the 
well-wielded club with which he draws sweet melody from his 
wooden-headed wife and his other victims, and all those quirks, 
and quiddities, and personal jokes with which he makes the 
streets of the Old World joyous. I really wish some adventurous 
showman would cross the Atlantic with a well-appointed ‘‘Punch,” 
and I think he would get as good a reception as his literary name- 
sake, which is now so generally read, though at times so nervously 
winced under. 

The streets of the “Atlantic cities,” as the seaport towns are 
called, are altogether deficient in the air of lounging and lazy 
life, which well dressed men of leisure and the many varieties of 
vagabondage give to the towns of the Continent, and, in a minor 
degree, to those of the British Isles. But there is much bustle and 
businesslike vivacity. The thoroughfares are full of well-clad, 
plain-looking, serious-visaged men, and women in all the gaudi- 
ness of over-dressed pretension. The flaunting air of these ladies, 
their streaming feathers and flowers, silks and satins of all colours, 
and a rapid, dashing step as they walk along, singly or in couples, 
give foreigners a widely mistaken notion of them. They look, in 
fact, like so many nymphs of the pavé; for no other class of 
females in Europe are at all like them; and many awkward mis- 
takes take place in consequence. But in proportion as the Amer- 
ican ladies lose much of the retiring modesty so becoming in their 
sex, by this habit of independent promenading, the streets gain 
largely, in the glare and glitter of the fair piétons. 

A very curious feature in the movements of Boston is the 
extraordinary degree of training exhibited by the horses which 
draw the numerous trucks (Anglicé drays) through the narrow and 
sometimes densely crowded streets. These trucks, formed of two 

*An occasional Italian organ-grinder is an importation recently 
admitted—[Grattan’s note.] 
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long shafts with transverse planks, are a most unwieldy and un- 
manageable kind of carriage; and, laden with barrels of flour, or 
other heavy articles, they require two, three, four, and sometimes 
five horses to drag them. The animals so employed are of a good 
breed, and many of them are handsome. But the matter most 
worthy of remark is, that none of the teams, except the shaft- 
horse, has any sort of reins; and they being all harnessed singly 
to the traces in a line one after the other, they obey with amazing 
sagacity the word of command of the driver, who stands on the 
plank or bar close behind the shaft horse, with the bridle in one 
hand, and a short whip in the other. .. . 

Such are some of the peculiarities of American cities, contrasted 
with those of Europe. Within the houses they are still more 
striking. Unpapered walls, uncurtained windows and beds, the 
absence of what American delicacy calls “modern improvements,” 
and the tenacity with which American indelicacy adheres to an- 
cient nuisances, all give to the generality of houses in the United 
States a half-finished and half-furnished appearance. .. . Scarcely 

any object seems meant for use, all are so prim and formal, in 
pattern and position; while the sameness which pervades the 
whole, makes it look as if it was done by a common measurement. 
Some mansions are, no doubt, more expensively fitted up than 
others; but they are nearly all built on the same plan, and fur- 
nished in the same style of ungraceful utility. In some, the walls 
are covered with tolerable engravings; in many, they are spotted 
with wretched pictures; but in very few, indeed, does good taste 
preside over the decorations, or confine them to what is chaste 
in art, and rare in America. A passable copy of some old Euro- 
pean master, or a mediocre specimen by some living American 
painter, is overlaid by a number of daubs; or a small group of 
well-copied foreign statuary is smothered in a crowd of big busts 
of the native “great men.” 

The method of heating many of the best houses is a terrible 
grievance to persons not accustomed to it, and a fatal misfortune 
to those who are. Casual visitors are nearly suffocated, and con- 
stant occupiers killed. An enormous furnace in the cellar sends 
up, day and night, streams of hot air, through apertures and pipes, 
to every room in the house. No spot is free from it, from the 
dining-parlour to the dressing-closet. It meets you the moment 
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the street-door is opened to let you in, and rushes after you when 
you emerge again, half-stewed and parboiled, into the wholesome 
air. The self-victimized citizens, who have a preposterous affec- 
tion for this atmosphere, undoubtedly shorten their lives by it. 
Several elderly gentlemen of my acquaintance, suddenly cut off, 
would assuredly have had a verdict of “died of a furnace” pro- 
nounced on their cases, had a coroner been called, and had a jury 
decided on fair evidence. But no citizen is inclined to condemn 
the instrument which every one in “high life” patronizes, and 
which is congenial to the frigid temperament of all classes. Half 
the sickness in the Atlantic cities, north of Washington, is to be 
attributed to the extreme heat of the houses, without which the 
cold external air would do good instead of harm. Large fires of 
anthracite coal and close stoves are common, in houses of mod- 
erate pretensions, where the cruel luxury of a furnace is not 
found. And independent of the mischief done to the health of 
both sexes and all ages, there is something inexpressibly cheerless, 
whether it be in Germany, Holland, or the United States, in the 
look of a house heated by a furnace, particularly if the rooms 
have grates unfilled and useless. 

One extremely gratifying circumstance of domestic economy in 
the United States, arises from the cheapness of lamp oil. Tallow 
candles (the curse of middle life and moderate incomes in Europe) 
are never seen. Astral, solar, moderator, and other fanciful kinds 
of lamps, ustres lighted with glass, and wax or spermaceti lights, 
are to be found everywhere. English and Nova Scotia coal is much 
used, particularly on the seacoast. But wood is also a favourite 
fuel, though becoming dear, from the constantly increasing 
havoc among the forest trees, in proportion to the rapid clearing 
of the country in all directions. A very strange and disagreeable- 
looking lamp, made of glass, in the shape of an urn, is common in 
the best houses. The wick is seen inside coiled up in oil, and 
having exactly the appearance of a large worm preserved in spirits. 
This is passed upwards through a small tin tube, and it burns 
openly, without covering of any kind. These lamps are the com- 
mon bedroom lights; and one or more, very large and lofty, 
stands in every drawing-room. 

The style of everyday living among even the wealthiest people, 
is very simple and inexpensive. But little wine is drunk in the 
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more domestic circle; and plain English cookery is alone usual. 
Eating and drinking, en famille, is a mere operation of appetite, 
without any social feeling connected with it; and the more quickly 
and least expensively it can be performed the better. But the 
overloaded table, and the interminable varieties of wine, at a 
regular dinner given to company, form a striking contrast to the 
family meal. At these dinners all the good things of the place 
abound; and they are well served, for the best cook in town is 
sure to be hired for the occasion. Poultry and wild fowl largely 
preponderate among the more solid portions of the repast; some- 
times, indeed, to the entire exclusion of butcher’s meat. A high- 
flavoured, but half-starved, fatless kind of venison, is considered 
a dainty. It is always served disgustingly underdone—almost raw 
sometimes—on pewter or tin plates, standing over burners with 
spirits of wine, to enable each person to cook it in a thick gravy 
according to his fancy. This is a very disagreeable process to 
witness. I never was tempted to undertake it. 

Excellent beef, mutton, veal, and lamb are to be had in all the 
large cities of the United States. But the national taste certainly 
runs on pork, salt-fish, tough poultry, and little birds of all de- 
scriptions. Two favourite condiments are cranberry jelly and 
tomato sauce. They form a part of every diner. Oysters are 
eaten in all ways, and in great quantities. Of vegetable sub- 
stances, and certain fancy dishes with uncouth names, I have 
spoken elsewhere. 

Without wishing to enlarge on this topic of gastronomical taste, 
I cannot omit noticing more particularly the passion for salted 
provisions, which prevails so generally. Even butter is rarely to 
be met with, except at Philadelphia, that is not impregnated with 
salt to an almost incredible excess. What we understand by fresh 
butter in Europe is, with the above exception, in the summer 
season, almost unknown. Many Americans, male and female, have 
assured me that they could not eat the butter served to them in 
England and France, from its want of salt. I believe I should in 
justice, attribute much of the apparent deficiency in flavour, both 
to myself and others, of fish, flesh, and fowl in the United States, 
to the excoriation of our tongues and palates from the inevitable 
use of the fiercely salted butter. 


One word as to cookery in general throughout the country. 
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At hotels, with a few exceptions in the large cities, it is detestable; 
in private houses, very indifferent. The great evils are the odious 
attempts at Ja cuisine francaise, and the bad butter used in the 
sauces. Every broken-down barber, or disappointed dancing- 
master, French, German, or Italian, sets up as cook with about 
as much knowledge of cookery as a cow has of cowcumbers. In 
a word, the science of the table is at the earliest stage of infancy 
in the United States. In all the doubts and fears expressed as to 
their future fate, nothing sounds so terribly ominous as that 
aphorism in the “Physiologie du Gout,” which solemnly says, 
“La destinée des Nations depend de la maniére dont elles se 
nourissent.” 

As to the behaviour, while at meals, of the people in general, 
nothing very refined or graceful ought to be expected. Of the 
conventional proprieties of European life there is a great de- 
ficiency. Those who form their estimate of foreign manners (as 
I do not) on the presence or absence of certain observances 
amongst good society in England, must be prepared to meet 
grievous anomalies in transatlantic circles. Eating with the knife, 
loading the plate with numerous incongruous kinds of food; 
abruptness of demeanour, are the common habits of the table 
@héte. Private parties are not exempt from the first two of these 
offences against taste. But, in my opinion, a natural instinct of 
good breeding may exist in individuals sufficient to counterbalance 
habits like these. The stiffness and overdone efforts at propriety, 
of people who wish to behave remarkably well, are more offensive 
to me than the rough and rapid method with which others dispose 
of their dinner. I consider a man who picks his teeth with his 
fork (and I am sorry to say I have frequently sat at table in 
America with such a one) as a less unpleasant object than he 
who ostentatiously holds his napkin before his face while he per- 
forms with a gold instrument, taken out of an ivory case, the 
simple operation that can be so unobservedly effected by the point 
of a quill slipped quietly between the lips. Then the splashing, 
rinsing, and wiping, when the finger-glasses come into play, is far 
worse than having none at all. But these are small items of 
remark; and at best but paltry tests of good or bad manners, and 
none at all of character. 

When we penetrate a little deeper into the domestic arrange- 
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ments of the natives, we find that the most prominent feature of 
their private lives is its publicity. The vast majority of the town 
inhabitants of the United States live in boarding-houses or hotels; 
and it would be difficult indeed to calculate the small proportion 
of those who live alone. In the style of their country-houses the 
same wish to be stared at and to stare prevails. A snug cottage 
embowered in shrubbery, or a handsome villa shaded with planta- 
tions, is a very rare object in the landscape. Almost all is open 
and exposed. The improvements of a country place in England, 
mean the copses or clumps of young trees, put into the earth and 
fostered in their growth to rural embellishment. In America the 
same word means the clearance of old timber, with half-burned 
or unseemly stumps defacing the sward, or the huge and tasteless 
wooden barns and other offices of the farm. To see and to be 
seen constitute the staple of enjoyment in town or country. But 
there is none of the nonchalance of French, Italian, or German 
outdoor life, or the easy intercourse of its table d’héte existence. 
No graceful display—no cordial association. This mixture of cold 
self-exposure and prying curiosity arises from the absence of 
domestic resources, and from sheer niggardliness. The compara- 
tive cheapness of occupying merely bedrooms, frequenting the 
common sitting parlour, called the Ladies’ Drawing-room, and 
eating all meals at the ordinary, is irresistible to the natives, when 
added to the luxury of seeing what other people wear, listening 
to what they say, and watching how they “feed.” Very few, 
therefore, occupy private apartments in the hotels; and the accom- 
modation for those who do is most imperfect. Every discourage- 
ment is, in fact, given to such a taste, and those who venture to 
act on it are considered very exclusive and “aristocratical.” Few 
persons will risk the unpopularity attendant on such a reputation. 


The Inauguration of President Harrison 


This memorable day of Harrison’s glory was one of pinching 
cold; but it was favourable enough for the formation of a long 
procession, formed of horsemen and footmen, firemen and artil- 
lerymen, banners and music, which according to custom escorted 
the new President from the White House to the Capitol. The 
corps diplomatique assembled at the house of M. de Bacourt, 
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the French Minister. I went with Mr. Fox, whose carriage led 
the way, being followed by those of the other members of the 
diplomatic corps; and we soon took our places in the crowded 
senate chamber, on chairs appropriated to our use in front of the 
President’s seat. There Mr. Tyler, Vice-President of the Union, 
and ex-officio President of the Senate, was installed. And shortly 
afterwards the hero of the day, of “Tippecanoe” and “the 
Thames,” came into the hall—a little gray-headed, respectable 
looking man of between sixty and seventy, plainly dressed. He 
moved briskly forward, ascended the steps leading to the Presi- 
dent’s chair, and after some hasty words of ceremony, retired. 
Mr. Tyler then made an address to the assembled senate, in which 
the only thing remarkable was his Virginian pronunciation of the 
word chair. When he, for the third time in the course of his 
address, professed his intention to act with independence as long 
as he might have the honour to occupy that “cheer,” I could not 
help remarking to a person beside me, that Mr. Tyler had very 
properly given three cheers for the Vice-President. 

Our whole assemblage quickly moved from the comfortable 
senate-room to the chilling air of the platform erected out beyond 
the vestibule of the Capitol, which looks to the extensive court- 
yard. Here was the place fixed on for the grand display. Large 
accommodations were effected for all the state dignitaries, judges 
of the supreme court, senators, members of the legislature, corps 
diplomatique, and “distinguished strangers.” And there did Gen- 
eral Harrison take the solemn oath to observe the Constitution; 
and then and there did he deliver his lengthy oration—and indeed 
his last speech—of seven-eighths of two hours duration, in a loud 
voice and with bare head, to a shivering circle around and a sym- 
pathizing multitude below him. . . . He would not consent to 
leave out “the Greeks and Romans,” those indispensable inflictions 
in a genuine American oration. Accordingly, almost the very 
first sentence contained an allusion to the act of one of the Roman 
consuls. 

“What does that mean? What’s that about Consuls?” asked a 
classical colleague of mine, an ex-member of Parliament, recently 
appointed to his post, and who sat close to me on this occasion. 

“OQ, only a little compliment to the foreign Consuls present,” 
answered I, with a chattering of the teeth... . 
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The platform on which this scene was enacted afforded abundant 
materials for observation. The concentrated force of the Whig 
party was there, and perhaps not one individual of them was 
attending to the President’s discourse, while all were occupied 
with their personal objects; no doubt a very general one was to 
keep the blood in circulation on that bitter day. And for that 
purpose, or with that excuse, the strict order of the arrangements 
was quickly disturbed, almost everyone, after a short time, quit- 
ting his seat and walking up and down, joining some com- 
panion, or with others forming groups for passing talk, or deep 
discussion. I thought I could perceive much of the true spirit of 
ambitious intrigue in what was going on; and I fancied that in 
the bent brow and unquiet glance of more than one of the chief 
actors on that stage, I read exciting anticipations of what was 
expected to come, in four years after that memorable day. 

Under a salute of artillery, and the loud shouts of the crowd, 
the solemnity broke up, and the long procession returned to the 
President’s official dwelling, the White House, which Harrison 
now entered as temporary tenant, little thinking that the cere- 
mony which had just given him his title to possession also set 
the seal upon his frail tenure of life. The exposure and fatigue 
he had gone through on that occasion, laid the germs of the 
disease which carried him off exactly a month from that day. 

But the labours of the day were by no means at an end. Crowds 
pressed to pay their respects and their court in the promiscuous 
enthusiasm of pleasure at the President’s elevation, and in hope 
at the prospect of their own. Many of these partisans shared the 
hospitable dinner of their chief; and at a large and brilliant public 
ball in the evening, the indefatigable President again made his 
appearance early, and for hours went the rounds of a hundred 
little circles, all so many eddies of delight in which he sported 
unrestrained. At the ball there were full a thousand persons. 
As the price of the tickets was as high as ten dollars each, it might 
be supposed that the company would have been somewhat select. 
But it formed a most curious mixture, being composed of con- 
tingents from all parts of the Union. And strange varieties they 
were. Groups of fine ladies from Boston, New York, Baltimore, 
and Philadelphia, overloaded with ornament and in flaunting 
colours, were contrasted with specimens from the wild West, in 
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dresses as gaudy in pattern, but more uncouth in cut. The hang- 
ing sleeves and flowing flounces in satin and gauze, with rich 
embroidery and lace garnitures, were opposed to tight muslin or 
cotton gowns made in defiance of all modern taste, while flowers, 
feathers, and the most fantastic combinations of headgear, threw 
an air of inconceivable burlesque over the whole display. Female 
beauty, in every shape and hue-which the country could furnish, 
was there, from the bright-skinned New Englander to the New 
Orleans brunette; while sprigs of dandyism from the Atlantic 
cities were in amusing contact with rough western men, or down- 
east delegates, in the glorious equality of semi-civilization. The 
uniforms of diplomatists and military and naval officers gave their 
usual bright relief to the mass of black cloth coats and black 
satin vests. The building was large and straggling and of rude 
construction. The walls were covered with mere whitewash, which, 
with a profusion of spermaceti lights, threw an intense glare upon 
the crowded company, and I think I never saw so true a picture 
on a large scale of elation and enjoyment as was presented by this 
motley assembly. Harrison was that main attraction, for it was 
in celebration of his election that the ball was given. But there 
were men there of far more note—Clay, Webster, Scott... . 

Harrison looked, during all the different occasions of the day, 
animated, kind-hearted, and happy, and it was so pleasant to see 
a man of his years and experience give loose to his natural feel- 
ings, that it left one no inclination to criticize his deportment or 
tone. There was certainly no dignity, as it is generally under- 
stood, in President Harrison. He had not even the cautious cool- 
ness of manner which stood in its stead with his predecessor Van 
Buren; nor the measured monotony of Tyler, doomed so soon to 
succeed him. He was, on the contrary, brisk and affable; seem- 
ingly unconscious that his position required, or probably of opinion 
that it would not receive, any additional importance from a more 
reserved demeanour. . . . His natural kindness of disposition was 
seen at every moment. Whoever called to pay him a visit was 
sure to be asked to dinner; whoever asked for a place was sure to 
get a promise: whoever hinted at a want of money was sure to 
receive a draft; until it became the common talk that the Presi- 
dent was over-drawing his account, over-promising his partisans, 
and over-feeding his friends. 


JOURNEYS BY STEAMBOAT AND CANAL * 
By CuHarLeEs DICKENS 


Much less familiar than the “American Notes” are the letters of 
Charles Dickens describing his travels in the United States, included 
in Forster’s life of the novelist. Yet as Forster says, in a number of 
respects they are more interesting and important. The freshness of 
first impressions is in them; they are simple and direct, unweakened by 
some of the rhetorical additions of his printed book; and they are 
thoroughly personal, showing how his experiences arose, and hiding none 
of his views, favorable or unfavorable. Their vividness, buoyancy, and 
humor are unfailing, and show how vigorously Dickens met the diffi- 
culties of travel. ‘Written amid such distraction, fatigue, and weariness 
as they describe,” says Forster, “amid the jarring noises of hotels and 
streets, aboard steamers, on canal boats, and in log huts, there is not an 
erasure in them.” Dickens made them the ground-work of his “Ameri- 
can Notes.” 

Dickens celebrated his thirtieth birthday (Feb. 7, 1842) while in the 
United States. His half dozen first books, “Sketches by Boz,” “Pick- 
wick Papers,” “Oliver Twist,” “Nicholas Nickleby,” “The Old Curiosity 
Shop,” and “Barnaby Rudge,” had been devoured one after another as 
eagerly in America as in England, and he was given a reception of 
greater cordiality than that ever tendered any other foreign visitor save 
Lafayette. At dinners in Boston and New York he took the opportunity 
of bringing forward the subject of an international copyright agreement 
to protect the interests of authors of the two countries, and this aroused 
some hostile feeling. But in general his journey was one long ovation. 
He was welcomed in Boston by Longfellow, Bancroft, R. H. Dana, 
Channing, and others; in New York by Irving, Bryant, Fitzgreene Hal- 
leck, and all the principal gentlemen of the city; and in Washington by 
President Tyler. 

The novelist’s original design was to make an extensive tour. He 
intended to go through Virginia to Charleston and Columbia, S. Cx 
and taking a carriage and saddle-horse there, té push west “through 
the wilds of Kentucky and Tennessee, across the Alleghany Mountains, 
and so on until we should strike the lakes and could get to Canada.” 


*From John Forster’s “Life of Charles Dickens.” London, 1872-74. 
Book III, chapters 5 and 6. 
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But being assured that such a journey would be quite too difficult for 
himself, and wholly out of the question for Mrs. Dickens, he gave it 
up. Fearing the heat of the South, and the repugnant scenes of slavery, 
he went no further south than Richmond, returning thence to Baltimore. 
From Maryland he travelled through York, Harrisburg, Pittsburgh, Cin- 
cinnati, and Louisville to St. Louis; returning through Cincinnati, Colum- 
bus, and Cleveland to Buffalo, Niagara—which he viewed with some- 
thing like ecstasy—and Montreal. 

Dickens’s second visit to the United States was made in 1867-68, long 
after the first resentment over his scarification of American faults in 
“American Notes” and “Martin Chuzzlewit” had been forgotten; and 
again he was given a welcome of the warmest kind. At the public 
dinner offered him in New York he expressed his regret for any apparent 
unkindness in his writings, and his heartfelt friendship for the United 
States. 


On board the canal boat. Going to Pittsburgh, Monday, 
March 28, 1842 


WE left Baltimore last Tuesday the twenty-fourth at half past 
eight in the morning, by railroad; and got to a place called York, 
about twelve. There we dined, and took a stage-coach for Harris- 
burgh; twenty-five miles further. This stage-coach was like 
nothing so much as the body of one of the swings you see at a 
fair set upon four wheels and roofed and covered at the sides with 
painted canvas. There were twelve inside! I, thank my stars, 
was on the box. The luggage was on the roof; among it, a good- 
sized dining-table and a big rocking-chair. We also took up an... 
intoxicated gentleman who got up behind, but in the course of a 
mile or two fell off without hurting himself, and was seen in the 
distant perspective reeling back to the grog-shop where we had 
found him. There were four horses to this land-ark, of course; 
but we did not perform the journey till half-past six o’clock that 
night. . . . The first half of the journey was tame enough, but 
the second lay through the valley of the Susquehannah (I think 
I spell it right, but I haven’t that American geography at hand) 
which is very beautiful... . 

I think I formerly made a casual remark to you touching the 
precocity of the youth of this country. When we changed horses 
on this journey I got down to stretch my legs, refresh myself with 
a glass of whiskey and water, and shake the wet off my great coat 
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—for it was raining very heavily, and continued to do so, all 
night. Mounting on my seat again, I observed something lying 
on the roof of the coach, which I took to be a rather large fiddle 
in a brown bag. In the course of ten miles or so, however, I dis- 
covered that it had a pair of dirty shoes at one end, and a glazed 
cap at the other; and further observation demonstrated it to be a 
small boy, in a snuff-colored coat, with his arms quite pinioned 
to his sides by deep forcing into his pockets. He was, I presume, 
a relative or friend of the coachman’s, as he lay atop of the 
luggage, with his face towards the rain; and, except when a 
change of position brought his shoes in contact with my hat, he 
appeared to be asleep. Sir, when we stopped to water the horses, 
about two miles from Harrisburgh, this thing slowly upreared 
itself to a height of three foot eight, and fixing its eyes on me 
with a mingled expression of complacency, patronage, national 
independence, and sympathy for all outer barbarians and for- 
eigners, said, in shrill piping accents, “Well, now, stranger, guess 
you find this a-most like an English a’ternoon—hey?” It is 
unnecessary to add that I thirsted for his blood... . 

We had all next morning in Harrisburgh, as the canal boat was 
not to start until three o’clock in the afternoon. The officials 
called upon me before I had finished breakfast; and as the town 
is the seat of the Pennsylvanian legislature, I went up to the 
capitol. I was very much interested in looking over a number 
of treaties made with the poor Indians, their signatures being 
rough drawings of the creatures or weapons they are called after; 
and the extraordinary drawing of these emblems, showing the 
queer, unused, shaky manner in which each man has held the pen, 
struck me very much. 

You know my small respect for our house of commons. These 
local legislatures are too insufferably apish of mighty legislation, 
to be seen without bile; for which reason, and because a great 
crowd of senators and ladies had assembled in both houses to 
behold the inimitable and had already begun to pour in upon him 
even in the secretary’s private room, I went back to the hotel, 
with all speed. The members of both branches of the legislature 
followed me there, however, so we had to hold the usual levee 
before our half past one o’clock dinner. We received a great 
number of them. Pretty nearly every man spat upon the carpet, 
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as usual; and one blew his nose with his fingers—also on the 
carpet, which was a very neat one, the room given up to us being 
the private parlor of the landlord’s wife. This has become so 
common since, however, that it scarcely seems worth mentioning. 
Please to observe that the gentleman in question was a member 
of the senate, which answers (as they very often tell me) to our 
house of lords. 

The innkeeper was the most attentive, civil, and obliging person 
I ever saw in my life. On being asked for his bill, he said there 
was no bill: the honour and pleasure, &c., being more than suffi- 
cient. I did not permit this, of course; and begged Mr. Q* to 
explain to him, that, travelling four strong, I could not hear of 
it on any account. 

And now I come to the Canal Boat. Bless your heart and soul, 
my dear fellow,—if you could only see us on board the canal 
boat! Let me think, for a moment, at what time of the day or 
night I should best like you to see us. In the morning? Between 
five and six in the morning, shall I say? Well! you would like 
to see me, standing on the deck, fishing the dirty water out of 
the canal with a tin ladle chained to the boat by a long chain; 
pouring the same into a tin-basin (also chained up in like man- 
ner); and scrubbing my face with the jack towel. At night, 
shall I say? I don’t know that you would like to look into the 
cabin at night, only to see me lying on a temporary shelf exactly 
the width of this sheet of paper when it’s open (J measured it this 
morning) with one man above me, and another below; and, in all, 
eight and twenty in a low cabin, which you can’t stand upright 
in with your hat on. I don’t think you would like to look in at 
breakfast time, either, for then these shelves have only just been 
taken down and put away, and the atmosphere of the place is, 
as you may suppose, by no means fresh; though there are upon 
the table tea and coffee, and bread and butter, and salmon, and 
shad, and liver, and steak, and potatoes, and pickles, and ham, 
and pudding, and sausages; and three and thirty people sitting 
round it, eating and drinking; and savoury bottles of gin, and 
whiskey, and brandy, and rum, in the bar hard by; and seven and 
twenty out of the eight and twenty men, in foul linen, with yellow 
streams from half-chewed tobacco trickling down their chins. 

* Dickens’s secretary, hired in Boston. 
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Perhaps the best time for you to take a peep would be the present: 
eleven o’clock in the forenoon: when the barber is at his shaving, 
and the gentlemen are lounging about the stove waiting for their 
turns, and not more than seventeen are spitting in concert, and 
two or three are walking overhead (lying down on the luggage 
every time the man at the helm calls “Bridge!””), and I am writing 
this in the ladies’ cabin, which is a part of the gentlemen’s, and 
only screened off by a red curtain. Indeed it exactly resembles 
the dwarf’s private apartment in a caravan at a fair; and the 
gentlemen, generally, represent the spectators at a penny-a-head. 
The place is just as clean and just as large as that caravan you 
and I were in at the Greenwich-fair last past. Outside, it is 
exactly like any canal boat you have seen near the Regent’s-park, 
or elsewhere. 

You never can conceive what the hawking and spitting is, the 
whole night through. Last night was the worst. Upon my honour 
and word 1 was obliged, this morning, to lay my fur-coat on the 
deck, and wipe the half-dried flakes of spittle from it with my 
handkerchief: and the only surprise seemed to be, that I should 
consider it necessary to do so. When IJ turned in last night, I put 
it on a stool beside me, and there it lay, under a cross-fire from 
five men—three opposite; one above; and one below. I make no 
complaints, and shew no disgust. I am looked upon as highly 
facetious at night, for I crack jokes with everybody near me until 
we fall asleep. I am considered very hardy in the morning, for 
I run up, bare-necked, and plunge my head into the half-frozen 
water, by half-past five o’clock. I am respected for my activity, 
inasmuch as I jump from the boat to the towing-path, and walk 
five or six miles before breakfast; keeping up with the horses all 
the time. In a word, they are quite astonished to find a sedentary 
Englishman roughing it so well, and taking so much exercise; and 
question me very much on that head. The greater part of the 
men will sit and shiver round the stove all day, rather than put 
one foot before the other. As to having a window open, that’s 
not to be thought of. 

We expect to reach Pittsburgh tonight, between eight and nine 
o'clock; and there we ardently hope to find your March letters 
awaiting us. We have had, with the exception of Friday after- 
noon, exquisite weather, but cold. Clear starlight and moonlight 
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nights. The canal has run, for the most part, by the side of the 
Susquehanna and Iwanata rivers; and has been carried through 
tremendous obstacles. Yesterday, we crossed the mountain. This 
is done by railroad. . . . You dine at an inn upon the mountain; 
and, including the half hour allowed for the meal, are rather more 
than five hours performing this strange part of the journey. The 
people north and “down-east” have terrible legends of its dangers; 
but they appear to be exceedingly careful, and don’t go to work 
at all wildly. There are some queer precipices close to the rails, 
certainly; but every precaution is taken, I am inclined to think, 
that such difficulties, and such a vast work, will admit of. 

The scenery, before you reach the mountains, and when you 
are on them, and after you have left them, is very fine and grand; 
and the canal winds its way through some deep, sullen gorges, 
which, seen by moonlight, are very impressive: though immeasur- 
ably inferior to Glencoe, to whose terrors I have not seen the 
smallest approach. We have passed, both in the mountains and 
elsewhere, a great number of new settlements and detached log- 
houses. Their utterly forlorn and miserable appearance baffles 
all description. I have not seen six cabins out of six hundred, 
where the windows have been whole. Old hats, old clothes, old 
boards, old fragments of blanket and paper, are stuffed into the 
broken glass; and their air is misery and desolation. It pains 
the eye to see the stumps of great trees thickly strewed in every 
field of wheat; and never to lose the eternal swamp and dull 
morass, with hundreds of rotten trunks, of elm and pine and 
sycamore and logwood, steeped in its unwholesome water; where 
the frogs so croak at night that after dark there is an incessant 
sound as if millions of phantom teams, with bells, were travelling 
through the upper air, at an enormous distance off. It is quite 
an oppressive circumstance, to, to come upon great tracks, where 
settlers have been burning down the trees; and where their 
wounded bodies lie about, like those of murdered creatures; while 
here and there some charred and blackened giant rears two bare 
arms aloft, and seems to curse his enemies. The prettiest sight 
I have seen was yesterday, when we—on the heights of the moun- 
tain, and in a keen wind—looked down into a valley full of light 
and softness: catching glimpses of scattered cabins; children run- 
ning to the doors; dogs bursting out to bark; pigs scampering 
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home, like so many prodigal sons; families sitting out in their 
gardens; cows gazing upward, with a stupid indifference; men in 
their shirt-sleeves, looking on at their unfinished houses, and 
planning work for tomorrow;—and the train riding on, high 
above them, like a storm. But I know this is beautiful—very— 
very beautiful... . 

I told you of the many uses of the word “fix.” I asked Mr. Q 
on board a steamboat if breakfast be nearly ready, and he tells 
me yes, he should think so, for when he was last below the steward 
was “fixing the tables”’—in other words, laying the cloth. When 
we have been writing and I beg him (do you remember anything 
of my love of order, at this distance of time?) to collect our 
papers, he answers that he’ll “fix ’em presently.” So when a 
man’s dressing he’s “fixing” himself, and when you put yourself 
under a doctor he “‘fixes” you in no time. T’other night, before 
we came on board here, when I had ordered a bottle of mulled 
claret, and waited some time for it, it was put on table with an 
apology from the landlord (a lieutenant colonel) that “he fear’d 
it wasn’t fixed properly.” And here, on Saturday morning, a 
Western man, handing his potatoes to Mr. Q at breakfast, en- 
quired if he wouldn’t take some of “these fixings” with his meat. 
I remained as grave as a judge. I catch them looking at me 
sometimes, and feel that they think I don’t take any notice. 
Politics are very high here; dreadfully strong; handbills, denun- 
ciations, invectives, threats, and quarrels. The question is, who 
shall be the next President. The election comes off in three 
years and a half from this time. 


On board the Messenger again. Going from St. Louis back to 
Cincinnati. Friday, fifteenth April, 1842 


Cincinnati is only fifty years old, but is a very beautiful city; 
I think the prettiest place I have seen here, except Boston. It has 
risen out of the forest like an Arabian-night City; is well laid out; 
ornamented in the suburbs with pretty villas; and above all, for 
this is a very rare feature in America, has smooth turf-plots and 
well kept gardens. There happened to be a great temperance 
festival; and the procession mustered under, and passed, our 


CHARLES DICKENS 269 


windows early in the morning. I suppose they were twenty 
thousand strong, at least. Some of the banners were quaint and 
odd enough. The ship carpenters, for instance, displayed on one 
side of their flag, the good Ship Temperance in full sail; on the 
other, the steamer Alcohol blowing up sky high. The Irishmen 
had a portrait of Father Mathew, you may be sure. And Wash- 
ington’s broad lower jaw (by the bye, Washington had not a 
pleasant face) figured in all parts of the ranks. In a kind of 
square at one outskirt of the city, they divided into bodies, and 
were addressed by different speakers. Drier speaking I never 
heard. I own that I felt quite uncomfortable to think they could 
take the taste out of their mouths with nothing better than water. 

In the evening we went to a party at Judge Walker’s, and were 
introduced to at least one hundred and fifty first-rate bores, 
separately and singly. I was required to sit down by the greater 
part of them, and talk! In the night we were serenaded (as we 
usually are in every place we come to), and very well serenaded, 
I assure you. But we were very much knocked up. I really think 
my face has acquired a fixed expression of sadness from the con- 
stant and unmitigated boring I endure. The LLs have carried 
away all my cheerfulness. There is a line in my chin (on the 
right side of the under lip), indelibly fixed there by the New- 
Englander I told you of in my last. I have the print of my 
crow’s foot on the outside of my left eye, which I attribute to 
the literary characters of small towns. A dimple has vanished 
from my cheek, which I felt myself robbed of at the time by a 
wise legislator. But on the other hand I am really indebted for 
a good broad grin to P E, literary critic of Philadelphia, and sole 
proprietor of the English language in its grammatical and idio- 
matical purity; to P E, with the shiny straight hair and turned- 
down shirt collar, who taketh all of us English men of letters to 
task in print, roundly and uncompromisingly, but told me at the 
same time that I had “awakened a new era” in his mind. . . . 

The last 200 miles of the voyage from Cincinnati to St. Louis 
are upon the Mississippi, for you come down the Ohio to its 
mouth. It is well for society that this Mississippi, the renowned 
fathers of waters, had no children who take after him. It is the 
beastliest river in the world... . 

Conceive the pleasure of rushing down this stream by night (as 
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we did last night) at the rate of fifteen miles an hour; striking 
against floating blocks of timber at every instant; and dreading 
some infernal blow at every bump. The helmsman in these boats 
is in a little glass-house upon the roof. In the Mississippi, another 
man stands in the very head of the vessel, listening and watching 
intently; listening, because they can tell in dark nights by the 
noise when any great obstruction is at hand. The man holds the 
rope of a large bell which hangs close to the wheel-house, and 
whenever he pulls it, the engine is to stop directly, and not to stir 
until he rings again. Last night, this bell rang at least once in 
every five minutes; and at each alarm there was a concussion 
which nearly flung one out of bed. . . . While I have been writing 
this account, we have shot out of that hideous river, thanks be 
to God; never to see it again, I hope, but in a nightmare. We 
are now on the smooth Ohio, and the change is like the transition 
from pain to perfect ease. 

We had a very crowded levee in St. Louis. Of course the paper 
had an account of it. If I were to drop a letter in the street, it 
would be in the newspaper next day, and nobody would think 
its publication an outrage. The editor objected to my hair, as 
not curling sufficiently. He admitted an eye; but objected again 
to dress, as being somewhat foppish, “and indeed perhaps rather 
flash—But such,” he benevolently adds, “are the differences be- 
tween American and English taste—rendered more apparent, per- 
haps, by all the other gentlemen present being dressed in black.” 
Oh, that you could have seen the other gentlemen! .. . 

A St. Louis lady complimented Kate upon her voice and man- 
ner of speaking, assuring her that she should never have suspected 
her of being Scotch, or even English. She was so obliging as to 
add that she would have taken her for an American, anywhere: 
which she (Kate) was no doubt aware was a very great compli- 
ment, as the Americans were admitted on all hands to have greatly 
refined upon the English language! I need not tell you that out 
of Boston and New York a nasal drawl is universal, but I may 
as well hint that the prevailing grammar is also more than doubt- 
ful; that the oddest vulgarisms are received idioms; that all the 
women who have been bred in slave States speak more or less 
like negroes, from having been constantly in their childhood with 
black nurses; and that the most fashionable and aristocratic 
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(these are two words in great use), instead of asking you in what 
place you were born, enquire where you “hail from!” 

Lord Ashburton arrived at Annapolis t’other day, after a 
voyage of forty odd days in heavy weather. Straightway the 
newspapers state, on the authority of a correspondent who “rowed 
round the ship” (I leave you to fancy her condition), that Amer- 
ica need fear no superiority from England, in respect of her 
wooden walls. The same correspondent is “quite pleased” with 
the frank manner of the English officers; and patronizes them as 
being, for John Bulls, quite refined. My face, like Haji Baba’s, 
turns upside down, and my liver is changed to water, when I 
come upon such things, and think who writes and who read 
them. .’.°. 

They won’t let me alone about slavery. A certain Judge in St. 
Louis went so far yesterday, that I fell upon him (to the inde- 
scribable horror of the man who brought him) and told him a 
piece of my mind. I said that I was very averse to speaking on 
the subject here, and always forebore, if possible: but when he 
pitied our national ignorance of the truths of slavery, I must 
remind him that we went upon indisputable records, obtained 
after many years of careful investigation, and at all sorts of self- 
sacrifice; and that I believed we were much more competent to 
judge of its atrocity and horror, than he who had been brought 
up in the midst of it. I told him that I could sympathize with 
men who admitted it to be a dreadful evil, but frankly confessed 
their inability to devise a means of getting rid of it; but that 
men who spoke of it as a blessing, as a matter of course, as a 
state of things to be desired, were out of the pale of reason; and 
that for them to speak of ignorance or prejudice was an absurdity 
too ridiculous to be combated. . . . 

It is not six years ago since a slave in this very same St. Louis, 
being arrested (I forget for what), and knowing he had no chance 
of a fair trial be his offence what it might, drew his bowie knife 
and ripped the constable across the body. A scuffle ensuing, the 
desperate negro stabbed two others with the same weapon. The 
mob who gathered round (among whom were men of mark, wealth, 
and influence in the place) overpowered him by numbers; carried 
him away to a piece of open ground beyond the city; and burned 
him qlive. This, I say, was done within six years in broad day; 
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in a city with its courts, lawyers, tipstaffs, judges, jails, and 
hangman; and not a hair on the head of one of these men has 
been hurt to this day. And it is, believe me, it is the miserable, 
wretched independence in small things; the paltry republicanism 
which recoils from honest service to an honest man, but does not 
shrink from every trick, artifice, and knavery in business; that 
makes these slaves necessary, and will render them so, until the 
indignation of other countries sets them free. 

They say the slaves are fond of their masters. Look at this 
pretty vignette (part of the stock-in-trade of a newspaper), and 
judge how you would feel, when men, looking in your face, told 
you such tales with the newspaper lying on the table. In all the 
slave districts, advertisements for runaways are as much matters 
of course as the announcement of the play for the evening with 
us. The poor creatures themselves fairly worship English people; 
they would do anything for them. They are perfectly acquainted 
with all that takes place in reference to emancipation; and of 
course their attachment to us grows out of a deep devotion to their 
owners. I cut this illustration out of a newspaper which had a 
leader in reference to the abominable and hellish doctrine of: 
Abolition—repugnant alike to every law of God and Nature. 
“I know something,” said a Dr. Bartlett (a very accomplished 
man), late a fellow-passenger of ours; “I know something of 
their fondness for their masters. I live in Kentucky; and I can 
assert upon my honour, that, in my neighbourhood, it is as com- 
mon for a runaway slave, retaken, to draw his bowie knife and 
rip his owner’s bowels open, as it is for you to see a drunken 
fight in London.” 


Same boat, Saturday, Sixteenth April, 1842 


Let me tell you, my dear Forster, before I forget it, a pretty 
little scene we had on board the boat between Louisville and St. 
Louis, as we were going to the latter place. It is not much to 
tell, but it was very pleasant and interesting to witness. 

There was a little woman on board, with a little baby; and 
both little woman and little child were cheerful, good-looking, 
bright-eyed, and fair to see. The little woman had been passing 
a long time with a sick mother in New York, and had left her 
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home in St. Louis in that condition in which ladies who truly 
love their lords desire to be. The baby had been born in her 
mother’s house, and she had not seen her husband (to whom she 
was how returning) for twelve months: having left him a month 
or two after their marriage. Well, to be sure, there never was a 
little woman so full of hope, and tenderness, and love, and 
anxiety, as this little woman was: and there she was, all the live- 
long day, wondering whether “he” would be at the wharf; and 
whether “he” had got her letter; and whether, if she sent the 
baby on shore by somebody else, “he” would know it, meeting it 
in the street: which, seeing that he had never set eyes upon it in 
his life, was not very likely in the abstract, but was probable 
enough to the young mother. She was such an artless little 
creature; and was in such a sunny, beaming, hopeful state; and 
let out all this matter, clinging close about her heart, so freely; 
that all the other lady passengers entered into the spirit of it as 
much as she: and the captain (who heard all about it from his 
wife) was wondrous sly, I promise you: enquiring, every time we 
met at table, whether she expected anybody to meet her at St. 
Louis, and supposing she wouldn’t want to go ashore the night 
we reached it, and cutting many other dry jokes which convulsed 
all his hearers, but especially the ladies. There was one little, 
weazen, dried-apple old woman among them, who took occasion 
to doubt the constancy of husbands under such circumstances of 
bereavement; and there was another lady (with a lapdog), old 
enough to moralize on the lightness of human affections, and yet 
not so old that she could help nursing the baby now and then, 
or laughing with the rest when the little woman called it by its 
father’s name, and asked it all manner of fantastic questions 
concerning him, in the joy of her heart. It was something of a 
blow to the little woman, that when we were within twenty miles 
of our destination, it became clearly necessary to put the baby 
to bed; but she got over that with the same good humour, tied a 
little handkerchief over her little head, and came out into the 
little gallery with the rest. Then, such an oracle as she became 
in reference to the localities; and such facetiousness as was dis- 
played by the married ladies! and such sympathy as was shown 
by the single ones and such peals of laughter as the little woman 
herself (who would just as soon have cried) greeted every jest 
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with! At last, there were the lights of St. Louis—and here was 
the wharf—and those were the steps—and the little woman, 
covering her face with her hands, and laughing, or seeming to 
laugh, more than ever, ran into her own cabin, and shut herself 
up tight. I have no doubt that, in the charming inconsistency of 
such excitement, she stopped her ears lest she should hear “him” 
asking for her; but I didn’t see her do it. Then a great crowd of 
people rushed on board, though the boat was not yet made fast, 
and was staggering about among the other boats to find a landing- 
place; and everybody looked for the husband, and nobody saw 
him; when all of a sudden, right in the midst of them—God 
knows how she ever got there—there was the little woman hug- 
ging with both arms round the neck of a fine, good-looking, sturdy 
fellow! And in a moment afterwards, there she was again, 
dragging him through the small door of her small cabin, to look 
at the baby as he lay asleep!—What a good thing it is to know 
that so many of us would have been quite downhearted and sorry 
if that husband had failed to come. 

But about the Prairie—it is not, I must confess, so good in its 
way as this; but I'll tell you about that, too, and leave you to 
judge for yourself. Tuesday the 12th was the day fixed; and we 
were to start at five in the morning—sharp. I turned out at four; 
shaved and dressed; got some bread and milk; and throwing up 
the window, looked down into the street. Deuce a coach was 
there, nor did anybody seem to be stirring in the house. I waited 
until half-past five; but no preparations being visible even then, 
I left Mr. Q to look out, and lay down upon the bed again. 
There I slept until nearly seven, when I was called. . . . Exclu- 
sive of Mr. Q and myself, there were twelve of my committee in 
the party; all lawyers except one. He was an intelligent, mild, 
well-informed gentleman of my own age—the Unitarian minister 
of the place. With him, and two other companions, I got into 
the first coach. ... 

We halted at so good an inn at Lebanon that we resolved to 
return there at night, if possible. One would scarcely find a 
better village alehouse of a homely kind in England. During 
our halt I walked into the village, and met a dwelling-house coming 
down-hill at a good round trot, drawn by some twenty oxen! We 
resumed our journey as soon as possible, and got upon the look- 
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ing-glass prairie at sunset. We halted near a solitary log-house 
for the sake of its water; unpacked the baskets; formed an en- 
campment with the carriages; and dined. 

Now, a prairie is undoubtedly worth seeing—but more that 
one may say one has seen it, than for any sublimity it possesses 
in itself. Like most things, great or small, in this country, you 
hear of it with considerable exaggerations. Basil Hall was really 
quite right in depreciating the general character of the scenery. 
The widely famed Far West is not to be compared with even the 
tamest portions of Scotland or Wales. You stand upon the 
prairie, and see the unbroken horizon all round you. You are 
on a great plain, which is like a sea without water. I am exceed- 
ingly fond of wild and lonely scenery, and believe that I have the 
faculty of being as much impressed by it as any man living. But 
the prairie fell, by far, short of my preconceived idea. I felt no 
such emotions as I do in crossing Salisbury plain. The excessive 
flatness of the scene makes it dreary, but tame. Grandeur is 
certainly not its characteristic. I retired from the rest of the 
party, to understand my own feelings the better; and looked all 
round, again and again. It was fine. It was worth the ride. The 
sun was going down, very red and bright; and the prospect looked 
like that ruddy sketch of Catlin’s, which attracted our attention 
(you remember?); except that there was not so much ground as 
he represents, between the spectator and the horizon. But to 
say (as the fashion is, here) that the sight is a landmark in one’s 
existence, and awakens a new set of sensations, is sheer gammon. 
I would say to every man who can’t see a prairie—go to Salisbury 
plain, Marlborough downs, or any of the broad, high, open lands 
near the sea. Many of them are fully as impressive; and Salis- 
bury plain is decidedly more so. 

We had brought roast fowls, buffalo’s tongue, ham, bread, 
cheese, butter, biscuits, sherry, champagne, lemons, and sugar for 
punch, and abundance of ice. It was a delicious meal: and as 
they were most anxious that I should be pleased, I warmed 
myself into a state of surpassing jollity; proposed toasts from 
the coach-box (which was the chair); ate and drank with the 
best; and made, I believe, an excellent companion to a very 
friendly companionable party. In an hour or so, we packed up, 
and drove back to the inn at Lebanon. While supper was pre- 
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paring, I took a pleasant walk with my Unitarian friend; and 
when it was over (we drank nothing with it but tea and coffee) 
we went to bed. The clergyman and I had an exquisitely clean 
little chamber of our own: and the rest of the party were quar- 
tered overhead... . 

We got back to St. Louis soon after twelve at noon; and I 
rested during the remainder of the day. The soiree came off at 
night, in a very good ball-room at our inn—the Planter’s-house. 
The whole of the guests were introduced to us, singly. We were 
glad enough, you may believe, to come away at midnight; and 
were very tired. Yesterday, I wore a blouse. Today, a fur coat. 
Trying changes! 


In the same boat. Sunday, sixteenth* April, 1842 


The inns in these outlandish corners of the world would aston- 
ish you by their goodness. The Planter’s-house is as large as the 
Middlesex-hospital, and. built very much on our hospital plan, 
with long wards abundantly ventilated, and plain whitewashed 
walls. They had a famous notion of sending up at breakfast 
time large glasses of new milk with blocks of ice in them as clear 
as crystal. Our table was abundantly supplied indeed at every 
meal. One day when Kate and I were dining alone together, in 
our own room, we counted sixteen dishes on the table at the 
same time. 

The society is pretty rough and intolerably conceited. All the 
inhabitants are young. I didn’t see one gray head in St. Louis. 
There is an island close by, called bloody island. It is the duel- 
ling ground of St. Louis; and is so called from the last fatal duel 
which was fought there. It was a pistol duel, breast to breast, 
and both parties fell dead at the same time. One of our prairie 
party (a young man) had acted there as second in several en- 
counters. The last occasion was a duel with rifles, at forty 
paces; and coming home he told us how he had bought his man a 
coat of green linen to fight in, woolen being usually fatal to rifle 
wounds. Prairie is variously called (on the refinement principle 
I suppose) Paraarer; parearer; and paroarer. . . 


* Actually April seventeenth. 


CHARLES DICKENS 277 


Sandusky, Sunday, twenty-fourth April, 1842 


We went ashore at Louisville this night week, where I left off, 
two lines above; and slept at the hotel, in which we had put up 
before. The Messenger being abominably slow, we got our lug- 
gage out next morning, and started on again at eleven clock in 
the Benjamin Franklin mail boat: a splendid vessel with a cabin 
more than two hundred feet long; and little state rooms affording 
proportionate conveniences. She got in at Cincinnati by one 
o’clock next morning, when we landed in the dark and went back 
to our old hotel. As we made our way on foot over the broken 
pavement, Anne measured her length upon the ground, but didn’t 
hurt herself. I say nothing of Kate’s troubles—but you recollect 
her propensity? She falls into, or out of, every coach or boat we 
enter; scrapes the skin off her legs; brings great sores and swell- 
ings on her feet; chips large fragments out of her ankle-bones; 
and makes herself blue with bruises. She really has, however, 
since we got over the first fatal trial of being among circumstances 
so new and fatiguing, made a most admirable traveller in every 
respect. She has never screamed or expressed alarm under cir- 
cumstance that would have fully justified her in doing so, even 
in my eyes; has never given way to despondency or fatigue. . . . 

We remained at Cincinnati, all Tuesday the nineteenth, and all 
that night. At eight o’clock on Wednesday morning the twen- 
tieth, we left in the mail stage for Columbus: Anne, Kate, and 
Mr. Q inside; I on the box. The distance is a hundred and 
twenty miles; the road macadamized; and for an American road, 
very good. We were three and twenty hours performing the 
journey. We travelled all night; reached Columbus at seven in 
the morning; breakfasted; and went to bed until dinner time. 
At night we held a levee for half an hour, and the people poured 
in as they always do: each gentleman with a lady on each arm, 
exactly like the chorus to God Save the Queen. I wish you could 
see them, that you might know what a splendid comparison this 
is. They wear their clothes, precisely as the chorus people do; 
and stand—supposing Kate and me to be in the centre of the 
stage, with our backs to the footlights—just as the company 
would, on the first night of the season. They shake hands exactly 
after the manner of the guests at a ball at the Adelphi or the 
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Haymarket; receive any facetiousness on my part, as if there 
were a stage direction “all laugh”; and have rather more diffi- 
culty in “getting off” than the last gentlemen, in white pantaloons, 
polished boots, and berlins, usually display, under the most try- 
ing circumstances. 

Next morning, that is to say on Friday the 22nd at seven o’clock 
exactly, we resumed our journey. The stage from Columbus to 
this place only running thrice a week, and not on that day, I 
bargained for an “exclusive extra” with four horses, for which I 
paid forty dollars, or eight pounds English: the horses changing, 
as they would if it were the regular stage. To ensure our getting 
on properly, the proprietors sent an agent on the box; and, with 
no other company but him and a hamper full of eatables and 
drinkables, we went upon our way. It is impossible to convey 
an adequate idea to you of the kind of road over which we 
travelled. I can only say that it was, at the best, but a track 
through the wild forest, and among the swamps, bogs, and 
morasses of the withered bush. A great portion of it was what 
is called a “corduroy road”: which is made by throwing round 
logs or whole trees into a swamp, and leaving them to settle 
there. Good Heavens! if you only felt one of the least of the 
jolts with which the coach falls from log to log! It is like nothing 
but going up a steep flight of stairs in an omnibus. Now the 
coach flung us in a heap on the floor, and now crushed our heads 
against its roof. Now one side of it was deep in the mire, and 
we were holding on to the other. Now it was lying on the horses’ 
tails, and now again upon its own back. But it never, never was 
in any position, attitude, or kind of motion to which we are 
accustomed in coaches; or made the smallest approach to our 
experience of the proceedings of any sort of vehicle that goes on 
wheels. Still, the day was beautiful, the air delicious, and we 
were alone; with no tobacco spittle, or eternal prosy conversation 
about dollars and politics (the only two subjects they ever con- 
verse about, or can converse upon) to bore us. We really en- 
joyed it; made a joke of the being knocked about; and were 
quite merry. At two o’clock we stopped in the wood to open our 
hamper and dine; and we drank to our darlings and all friends 
at home. Then we started again and went on until ten o’clock 
at night: when we reached a place called Lower Sandusky, sixty- 
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two miles from our starting point. The last three hours of the 
journey were not very pleasant, for it lightened—awfully; every 
flash very vivid, very blue, and very long; and the wood being 
so dense that the branches on either side of the track rattled and 
broke against the coach, it was rather a dangerous neighbour- 
hood for a thunder storm. 

The inn at which we halted was a rough log-house. The people 
were all abed and we had to knock them up. We had the queerest 
sleeping room with two doors, one opposite the other; both open- 
ing directly on the wild black country, and neither having any 
lock or bolt. The effect of these opposite doors was, that one was 
always blowing the other open: an ingenuity in the art of build- 
ing, which I don’t remember to have met with before. You should 
have seen me, in my shirt, blockading them with portmanteaus, 
and desperately endeavouring to make the room tidy; but the 
blockading was really needful, for in my dressing case I have 
about 250 £ in gold; and for the amount of the middle figure in 
that scarce metal, there are not a few men in the West who would 
murder their fathers. Apropos of this golden store, consider at 
your leisure the strange state of things in this country. It has no 
money; really no money. The bank paper won’t pass; the news- 
papers are full of advertisements from tradesmen who sell by 
barter; and American gold is not to be had, or purchased. I 
bought sovereigns, English sovereigns, at first; but as I could get 
none of them at Cincinnati to this day, I had to purchase French 
gold; 20-franc pieces; with which I am travelling as if I were 
in Paris! 

But let’s go back to Lower Sandusky. Mr. Q went to bed up 
in the roof of the log-house somewhere, but was so beset by bugs 
that he got up after an hour and Jay in the coach . . . where he 
was obliged to wait till breakfast time. We breakfasted, driver 
and all, in the one common room. It was papered with news- 
papers, and was as rough a place as need be. At half past seven 
we started again, and we reached Sandusky at six o’clock yes- 
terday afternoon... . 

We are in a small house here, but a very comfortable one, and 
the people are exceedingly obliging. Their demeanour in these 
country parts is invariably morose, sullen, clownish, and repulsive. 
I should think there is not, on the face of the earth, a people so 
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entirely destitute of humour, vivacity, or the capacity of enjoy- 
ment. It is most remarkable. I am quite serious when I say that 
I have not heard a hearty laugh these six weeks, except my own; 
nor have I seen a merry face on any shoulders but a black man’s. 
Lounging listlessly about; idling in bar-rooms; smoking; spitting; 
and lolling on the pavement in rocking-chairs, outside the shop 
doors; are the only recreations. I don’t think the national shrewd- 
ness extends beyond the Yankees; that is, the Eastern men. The 
rest are heavy, dull, and ignorant. Our landlord here is from the 
East. He is a handsome, obliging, civil fellow. He comes into 
the room with his hat on; spits in the fireplace as he talks; sits 
down on the sofa with his hat on; pulls out his newspaper, and 
reads; but to all this I am accustomed. He is anxious to please— 
and that is enough. 


PART III 
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TRAVELLERS OF THE THIRD PERIOD, 1840-1870: 
UNBIASSED PORTRAITURE 


AN era of detached appraisal, without much political philoso- 
phizing, followed the pamphleteering travels of the thirties. One 
reason for the change was the fact that, subsequent to the Reform 
Act of 1832, governmental issues aroused less and less alarm in 
England among the conservatives, particularly after Peel brought 
the Tories into power again in 1841. The attacks of the Quar- 
terly and Blackwood’s were more and more forgotten, and the 
motives behind them ceased to affect the judgment of the traveller. 
Moreover, it was now plain that the astonishing growth of the 
United States had passed beyond the rawness of youth, and the 
increasing wealth and power of the republic inspired a more re- 
spectful attitude in its visitors. A natural reaction followed upon 
the attacks of writers like Mrs. Trollope, Faux, and Fidler, which 
had all too evidently contributed to the American tendency, strong 
enough before, to regard England as an enemy. 

One English traveller after another took occasion to denounce 
these libels. Wm. E. Baxter, an Edinburgh merchant, in his 
“America and the Americans,” rejoiced that “the incorrect and 
caricatured accounts of the United States,” offered by men who 
had catered to a temporary fashion for ridiculing and sneering at 
the republic, had yielded to the friendly pictures drawn by Sir 
Charles Lyell, Lord Carlisle, Col. (later Sir) Arthur Cunynghame, 
and Lady Emmeline Stuart Wortley. Mrs. Houston, the author 
of a book of American travel called “Hesperus,” lifted her voice 
against the “prejudice and fancied contempt” of earlier writers. 
Most important of all the new visitors, Alexander Mackay, a 
highly competent journalist, expressed his regret that so many 
predecessors had evinced a pre-determination to ridicule every- 
thing. It was time, he declared, for England to have “a correct 
account of a great country, and a faithful portraiture of a great 
people.” 
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Mackay was qualified to write what is the best book of the 
time upon America, three systematic and acute volumes, by his 
warm sympathy, for he was an ardent radical, and his long 
acquaintance with us, for he had lived in the United States some 
years before making the journey he describes. His work is 
pleasantly diversified—here a chapter on politics, there a descrip- 
tive account of a month of travel, here again a disquisition upon 
manners. Divesting himself wholly of condescension or reserve, 
he met all kinds of Americans as one of themselves, and was 
rewarded by an easy and frank intercourse with them. No 
observant man ought to say, he remarked, that the Americans 
are chilly and distant, for their fault was actually rather an 
excessive vivacity and openness: 


During my peregrinations through the Union ...I had frequent 
opportunity of seeing how English travellers demeaned themselves on 
passing through the country. I invariably found that those who met the 
Americans frankly and ingenuously, were treated with the utmost kind- 
ness and warm-heartedness, and were consequently favorably impressed 
with the character of the people; whereas such as travelled through the 
country as if it were a compliment to the Republic that they touched its 
democratic soil, and as if the mere fact of their being Englishmen en- 
titled them to treat all who came in their way with ill-dissembled hauteur 
and contumely, were left to find their way as they best could, the cold 
shoulder being turned to them wherever they went. 


Almost the precise route of Dickens was covered by Mackay, 
with the addition of a circuit of the South; and it is interesting 
to contrast the equable and amiable pages of the barrister with 
the pungent vividness of the novelist. The hogs of Broadway 
and the squalor of the Five Points are barely mentioned in 
Mackay’s full description of a city which he pronounced very 
fine. Instead, the emphasis falls upon the beauty of the bay and 
its islands, the attractiveness of the Battery, traversed in every 
direction by lines of “magnificent trees,” the pleasant residential 
aspect of lower Broadway, with its terraces of houses “both 
elegant and lofty, some being built of red brick, and others of 
gray granite from Massachusetts”; the bustle and crowded wealth 
of the wharves, with auctioneers here and there disposing of 
goods; the fine effect of the granite portico of the new Merchants’ 
Exchange on Broadway; the forest of masts in the East River, 
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and the crowd of steamship funnels in the lower Hudson—all 
concluding with an account of the wonderful new Croton aque- 
duct, which could bring sixty million gallons of water every day 
thirty-three miles to the city. Not a word is uttered against the 
fair fame of Philadelphia, with its symmetry of plan, flaring red 
brick houses, and shady streets; save that it was blazing hot 
when he arrived there, many horses dropping dead in the streets 
under a temperature of 104 degrees. The decorous look of the 
soberly dressed people was as marked as the Quaker aspect of 
the town itself. Thus Mackay, seated on a hotel balcony, over- 
heard a conversation between an army officer and his friend: 


“Who, think you,” said the former, “was the most flashily dressed 
man I met to-day?” 

“Can’t tell,” said his friend. 

“Why, a corporal in my own company, to be sure,” added the officer. 
“He looked like a blue-jay among fantails.” 

“Ts he a Philadelphian?” inquired the other. 

“No,” replied the officer. “He’s from ‘the land of steady habits.’ ” 

“Ah, from Connecticut,” said his friend; “he must have passed 
through Broadway on his way here then.” 


Baltimore pleased Mackay, though he did not agree with Lord 
Carlisle that it was the most beautifully situated of American 
towns, and though he thought its title of “monumental city” 
affected in view of the fact that its only important monuments 
were the Washington pillar and a tasteless memorial to the dead 
of 1812. Upon Washington he made the stock remarks of the 
British traveller: that it was a thousand pities it had not grown 
symmetrically in both directions along the Potomac, as was in- 
tended, instead of wholly to the west, that its streets were too 
wide for the building facades, and its distance in every way too 
great, that the place looked like a collection of incipient country 
villages, that the plain brick government buildings, painted blue, 
were exceedingly ugly, and so on. But the Capitol itself he 
thought most imposing, and when viewed by moonlight, its milky 
white walls rising amid the fountains and shrubbery, a fairyland 
dream of magnificence. In the West, he wrote of St. Louis with 
warm admiration for its rapid growth—it contained 34,000 people 
at the time! —and with a prediction that it would advance to the 
first place among inland cities and entrepots of trade. He had 
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also the tact to speak well of the prairies, which Dickens had 
deemed rather depressing, saying that “when the wind sweeps 
over them the effect is magnificent.” On his way home he halted 
at Rochester, the town which Capt. Basil Hall had described so 
slightingly, and he seemed not to know which to admire most— 
its rapid growth to a population of 30,000, the beauty of its 
situation on the Genesee, or the charm of its society, “which is 
intellectual, highly cultivated, hospitable, frank, and warm- 
hearted.” 

It must not be thought that the clear-sighted Mackay had no 
criticisms. No traveller spoke with greater disgust of the filthy 
tobacco-chewing which was a feature of American life everywhere 
south of the Hudson. He tells us that the floods of tobacco juice 
squirted all over the railway cars frequently forced him to take 
refuge on the platforms; that passengers would spit between his 
feet and over his shoulders; that he had seen a man take the quid 
from his mouth and draw ornamental figures on the window-pane 
with it; and that at evening parties he saw young gentlemen in 
acute discomfort because they could not chew. He spoke with 
stern indignation of the racial prejudice so evident in the United 
States. Travelling from Philadelphia to Baltimore, he saw a 
white-skinned mulatto, neatly dressed, and of refined appearance, 
summarily ordered into the Jim Crow car by the conductor; the 
whites sneering at him as he departed, and the negroes guffawing 
as he entered. “He'll know his place better the next time, the 
b—y mongrel!” said one white man. 

The excessive taste of Americans for speculation naturally 
struck him, and he describes several such evidences of it as the 
empty Baltimore suburb named Canton, which had paving and 
all other improvements save houses. Like Dickens, he gathered 
that while Washington had a few genuine statesmen, most of the 
Congressmen formed “a crowd of brawling and obstreperous 
political adventurers who unfortunately play too conspicuous a 
part in the social drama of the capital.” _ 

His picture of the manners of these men is repulsive. “When. 
neither house of Congress is sitting, groups of male idlers are 
constantly to be seen loitering in the streets, or smoking and 
chewing in crowds in front of the hotels, where they ogle with 
little delicacy the few women that pass; or noisily congregate in 
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the barroom, treating themselves liberally to gin slings, sherry 
cobblers, and mint juleps.” In the rural districts, he thought, 
the voters were frequently misled by demagogy, but seldom cor- 
rupted, while in the large towns, especially those with a heavy 
Trish population, bribery was extensively practised. 

Mackay’s analysis of slavery is at once more thoughtful and 
more moderate than that of Dickens, Mrs. Trollope, or even Miss 
Martineau. All Americans, he pointed out, acknowledged it to 
be a curse. “It hangs about the social and political system, like 
a great tumor upon the body, which cannot be suddenly cut away, 
without risking a hemorrhage which would endanger life, and 
which cannot be permitted to remain without incurring perils 
equally certain, though not so immediate.” He reminded English 
critics of a fact they continually ignored, that Congress had no 
power over slavery in the States. Unlike Miss Martineau, he 
believed that the Abolitionists were by their fanaticism delaying, 
instead of forwarding, emancipation, and that in any event early 
emancipation must be a chimera. Britons were wont to pride 
themselves upon the contrast between American slavery and the 
freedom they had effected in the West Indies, but Mackay showed 
that the boast had little solid basis,—that they were comparing 
a remote and petty difficulty with a great evil existing in the very 
midst of a nation, and interwoven with the social, political, and 
economic institutions of half of the republic. All this was a 
reasonable prelude to his scorching indictment of slavery: 


It appears in its true light, in all its revolting atrocities, in the cotton- 
growing States. Whatever hideousness may be imparted to it by severity 
of toil and brutality of treatment, it there assumes without a mask. 
Badly housed, and not unfrequently scantily fed, the wretched slaves are 
driven, morning after morning, in hordes to the fields, where they labor 
till nightfall beneath a burning sun, and under the eyes and the lashes 
of superintendents, against whom they dare not, however well founded, 
prefer a complaint. To the unfeeling severity which characterizes the 
servitude of these States, there are, in the conduct of many planters, 
very honorable exceptions. ...; but the candor of every American 
citizen who has travelled in the South will bear me out in the assertion, 
that, in the practical working of slavery in the cotton-growing districts, 
humanity is the exception, and brutality the rule. It is unnecessary to 
dwell any longer upon this, or to specify the horrors which I myself 
have witnessed, and which would only be counterparts to the frightful 
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catalogue, at the recital of which the better feelings of our nature have 
already so often revolted. 


It is in his generalizations that Mackay’s friendliness and 
fairness are most evident. Americans were, he said, the cleanest 
people with whom he had ever come in contact. They were far 
and away the most prosperous. England paid four and a half 
times as much as the United States to be governed, and was 
governed much worse, while English inequality and privilege were 
the root of evils unknown in America. ‘We present an imposing 
front to the world; but let us tear the picture and look at the 
canvas. One out of every seven of us is a pauper. Every six 
Englishmen have, in addition to their other enormous burdens, 
to support a seventh between them, whose life is spent in con- 
suming, but in adding nothing to the source of their common 
subsistence.” 

He praised the attitude of Americans toward education, which 
they regarded ‘“‘in its true light—not merely as something which 
should not be neglected, but as an indispensable coadjutor in the 
work of consolidating and promoting their schemes.” One of his 
many shrewd remarks explains why Americans had so little of 
that local attachment which is strong in all Europe, and migrated 
so readily from State to State, section to section. It was because 
they pinned their affections to institutions rather than places, and 
cared only to have the same flag over them and the same forms 
of government and society accompanying them. From this affec- 
tion, reasoned Mackay, sprang the American boastfulness, for 
every citizen believed himself implicated in the success of democ- 
racy, which was on test before the world, and was eager to show 
himself the champion of democratic institutions. Hence, also, 
sprang the keen interest of most Americans in public affairs. 

The one other English traveller writing between 1840 and 1860 
whose work aimed at an encyclopedic goal, James Silk Bucking- 
ham, was an all-around reformer, interested in temperance, educa- 
tion, the betterment of the working classes, free trade, and univer- 
sal peace, who came to speak as well as to observe, and whose 
lectures were heard or read by at least a million Americans. Never- 
theless, his treatise is remarkably free from priggishness. The 
faults he found in us were precisely those which Miss Martineau, 
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Mackay, the Earl of Carlisle, and other observers of the period 
noted—our unresting hurry; our tendency to live in hotels and 
boarding-houses; our excessive sensitiveness to English censure; 
and the failure of nearly everyone (particularly the young women, 
who kept late hours, ate hasty meals of pastry, cakes, and ice- 
cream, studied too hard, and took insufficient exercise) to look 
after bodily health. His pages on our yellow press are excellent, 
laying especial emphasis on a quality which in this modern day 
of the “sob story” has become obsolete, their cynicism. Some 
faults which others overlooked he also treated, such as our ex- 
traordinary appetite for quack medicines. “Fortunes are made in 
the shortest space of time by men who invent a new pill or po- 
tion; and there are at least twenty striking examples of this in 
the city of Philadelphia alone, though there are upwards of 400 
regularly educated and practising physicians there.” He, like 
Dickens, unanswerably illustrated our violence by newspaper clip- 
pings of affrays and murders. 

Yet Buckingham’s total impression of America, as recorded in 
his eight detailed, fact-weighted, and rather dull volumes, was as 
complaisant as Mackay’s. His tastes led him to examine our 
charitable and educational enterprises narrowly, and he was as 
much pleased by them as by our comparative liberalism in such 
fields as the penal code. If the republic were wisely governed, and 
preserved from luxury, intemperance, and war, he concluded, 
“there are hardly any bounds to the expectations that may be 
formed of its future greatness.” 

This same note of confidence in the splendid destiny of wealth 
and strength that awaited the United States runs through all 
the other books of travel of this period. Mackay, for example, 
warned Great Britain that America already offered, by her colos- 
sal industrial strides, a rivalry that might become disastrous to 
the mother land. Unless the latter hastened to meet the peril, 
the republic would absorb her capital and make her a compara- 
tively weak nation. If the industry of twenty-five million people, 
with limited means, had raised England to her existing pinnacle 
of greatness, what would the industry of 150,000,000 accomplish 
with the illimitable resources of North America? The United 
States “is yet destined to rear up a fabric of commercial great- 
ness, such as the world has hitherto been a stranger to.” James 
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Mursell Phillippo, whose ‘“The United States and Cuba” was pub- 
lished in 1857, predicted that at the close of the century the 
young country would have a population approaching 100,000,000, 
a remarkably accurate guess, and he elsewhere asserted that in 
another half century “she will be almost indubitably the most 
powerful government on earth. There seems to be no limit to her 
growth, and no possible hindrance to her taking the most promi- 
nent and leading position except that of internal dissensions.” 
Our Mexican conquests and rapid expansion to the Pacific had 
much to do with these prophecies. Yet as early as 1846, in his 
hastily-written ‘“Hochelaga,” Eliot Warburton—the author of a 
more famous book of travels, “(Crescent and Cross”—had asserted 
in the same terms: 


Most of the present generation among: us have been brought up and 
lived in the idea that England is supreme in the Congress of Nations. 
I am one of that numerous class—long may it be a numerous one !—but 
I say with sorrow that a doubt crosses my mind, and something more 
than a doubt, that this giant son will soon tread on his parent’s heels. 
The power of both increases rapidly in a geometric series, but with 
different multipliers. The merchant navy of the British islands has 
doubled since the war; that of America has trebled—the population of 
the former has increased by one half in the same period; the latter 
has doubled. .. . 


The dominant British opinion, to judge by volumes of travel, 
was now emphatically convinced of the success of our republican 
form of government. Phillippo took clear issue with Marryat 
and Hall, saying that he hoped his readers would perceive that, 
so far as the system of government went, in America “little is 
left to be desired by the wise and liberal of mankind.” He eulo- 
gized the humanity of our laws, the efficiency of our justice, the 
freedom of our press, and our exemption from crushing military 
burdens. All this he found to exert a salutary effect on our man- 
ners; “they exhibit a sort of republican plainness or abruptness, 
but a simplicity withal that is quite in harmony with the institu- 
tions of the country.” Baxter declared the American govern- 
ment one of the most complicated, yet ingenious and practically 
perfect, that had ever been devised, and burst into still stronger 
superlatives in his admiration. “I can conceive of no spectacle,” 
he said, “displaying in a greater degree the elements of grandeur, 
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than twenty-three millions of men, educated, intelligent, and in- 
dustrious, enjoying the freest political power, and yet without 
the presence of a standing army.” Alexander Mackay congratu- 
lated America upon starting from the point, in political and eco- 
nomic organization, “to which society in Europe is only yet 
tending.” 

A few hostile voices there still were. Edward Sullivan, later a 
baronet and a figure prominent in English politics, can hardly 
be listed among them, for he simply took the sober view that 
while many of our political practises were admirable, they were 
quite unsuited to Great Britain. But Hugh Seymour Tremen- 
heere, a London barrister, went farther; he wrote a comparison 
of the English and American Constitutions in which the latter 
appeared in a very disadvantageous light. Nassau William Senior, 
one of the best known economists of the time, long connected 
with Oxford and an indefatigable contributor to the Edinburgh 
Review, was the most vigorous in his attacks. He declared, in an 
essay evoked in 1856 by the cordial reception given to “Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin” in England, that our government was wretched, for 
official posts were “generally left to the inferior men whose igno- 
rance, violence, or incapacity have led those who judge of America 
only through her public servants, to look on her with merited con- 
tempt and disgust.” But the voices of friends like Alexander 
Mackay, whose volumes went through four British editions in 
1850, Buckingham, and Baxter, bore down these unconvincing 
statements. 

While in literary finish no book of travels between that of 
Dickens and that of Anthony Trollope just twenty years later 
stands conspicuously high, Alexander Mackay’s bright pages are 
by no means alone in their readability. Charles Lyell, the emi- 
nent geologist, in 1845-49 published four pleasing volumes of 
description, in which natural scenery was usually emphasized over 
social and political interests. His account of the South in “A 
Second Visit to the United States” is especially valuable. In 
rural districts he found the manners exceedingly crude, but he 
seems to have endured impositions and impertinence with good- 
natured dignity. Thus in taking a molasses steamer, the Andrew 
Jackson, from Vicksburg to Cincinnati he found that his fellow 
passengers insisted upon knowing at once how old he was, how 
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many children he had, how he liked the country, and many other 
particulars. “As I was pacing the deck,” he continues, “one 
passenger after another eyed my short-sight glass, suspended by a 
ribbon round my neck, with much curiosity. Some of them asked 
me to read for them the name inscribed on the stern of a steamer 
so far off that I doubted whether a good telescope would have 
enabled me to do more than discern the exact place where the 
name was written. Others, abruptly seizing the glass, without 
leave or apology, brought their heads into close contact with mine, 
and looking through it, exclaimed, in a disappointed and half 
reproachful tone, that they could see nothing.” A monocle would 
naturally excite attention, but there was no excuse for the similar 
treatment of Mrs. Lyell. ‘Meanwhile the wives and daughters 
of passengers of the same class, were sitting idle in the ladies’ 
cabin, occasionally taking my wife’s embroidery out of her hand, 
without asking leave, and examining it, with many comments, 
usually, however, in a complimentary strain.” Lyell was amused 
to find the train-boy calling out, in the midst of the pine-barren 
between Columbus, Ga., and Chehaw, “A novel, by Paul le Koch, 
the Bulwer of France, for twenty-five cents—all the go! more 
popular than the ‘Wandering Jew.’” He was equally diverted 
in going down to dinner the first night at his hotel in Jackson, 
Miss., to find that the landlord, a general of militia, called the 
large crowd of diners to order, proclaimed, in the loud voice of a 
herald, “Gentlemen, we are a great people,” and then called out 
the names of all the viands on his long table and on the sideboard, 
beginning with “beefsteak, with or without onions, roast turkey, 
pork, hominy, fish, eggs,” and other substantial dishes. But he 
was by no means so much pleased to find placards in various 
Southern towns demanding “Forty-five or Fight,” and incessant 
talk of war with England over Oregon. 

Lyell saw very little evidence of maltreatment of the negroes 
in the South, and much evidence that they were treated well. At 
Tuscaloosa, for example, he stopped at a house where the do- 
mestic servants were allowed to give a supper to a large party 
of their friends, whom they feasted on roast turkeys (wild turkeys 
cost only twenty-five cents apiece), ice-cream, jelly, and cakes. 
The geologist’s general observations upon the negro were shrewd. 
He satisfied himself that they learned quickly, and that wherever 
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they came into contact with advanced white people they reached 
a high level of culture. Everywhere they had acquired English, 
shaken off their African superstitions, taken to Christianity, ac- 
cepted higher ideas of morality, and formed habits of neatness 
and cleanliness. By the end of the century, he predicted, there 
would be 12,000,000 negroes in America. Were it not for certain 
disturbing causes, “I should cherish the most sanguine hopes of 
their future improvement and emancipation, and even their ulti- 
mate amalgamation and fusion with the whites, so highly has 
my estimate of their moral and intellectual capabilities been raised 
by what I have lately seen in Georgia and Alabama.” Of the 
general future of the South he also formed a favorable impression, 
noticing that in the old-settled communities the amenities of life 
were well-developed. When he has a distinct piece of faultfinding, 
as in his declaration that “drunkenness prevails” among the 
Georgia planters, he only mentions it casually. 

Baxter’s book abounds in truisms, or at least what a majority 
of English travellers of the time considered truisms. He main- 
tained that we did not have enough home life, patronizing the 
boarding-house too much; that we overheated our homes; that 
we were excessively gallant to womenfolk, depriving them of 
independence and self-reliance; that we ate our meals too fast, 
and used an improper amount of fat in cooking; that our spitting 
and profanity were equally bad; that we had few beautiful women, 
but an unequalled number of pretty women; and that our chari- 
table and reformatory institutions were marvellous. For his 
strictures he atoned by a consistent admiration of the American 
capacity for self-government, the educational system, and the 
material prosperity he saw everywhere. His book also contains 
a number of touches of human nature and humor. To illustrate 
our boastfulness, our we-can-whip-universal-natur’-spirit, he re- 
lates that while chatting with a gentleman in a Southern hotel he 
chanced to say that Providence had apparently designed the two 
nations to civilize the globe. “Two nations!” broke in a little 
sharp-featured man. “Guess there’s only one, stranger; goin’ to 
annex that island of yourn one of them fine days; don’t know 
how little Vic will like that, but got to do it, and no mistake about 
that.” It was a Maine Yankee who, after insisting upon draw- 
ing from Baxter all his opinions regarding the United States, 
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finally ejaculated: “Well, now, I declare I know’d it; we air a 
great people, and bound to be tolerable troublesome to them 
kings.” 

But a still more vivacious writer was Charles Mackay, a popu- 
lar English lecturer, author of the well-known song, ‘“The Good 
Time Coming,” and at one time editor of the London Illustrated 
News. From him we had in 1859 one of our best ante-bellum 
pictures of New York city. He was vastly pleased by our East- 
ern metropolis, declaring Broadway, with its air of Parisian gay- 
ety, finer than any English street. The St. Nicholas Hotel, a glit- 
tering white marble pile on Broadway, and the Metropolitan Hotel 
near by, had now eclipsed the Astor House in grandeur, and he 
impressively informed his readers that upon occasion the former 
made up 700 beds a night. London had no more imposing busi- 
ness houses than many which lined upper Broadway, like Stew- 
art’s and Haughwoot & Company’s, some marble and some of 
brown stone. We were sadly behind London in possessing no cab 
service, and depending still on old-fashioned hackney coaches, the 
Irish drivers of which charged extortionate fees. But the streets 
swarmed with convenient white omnibuses, which pedestrians 
could halt and enter at any point, paying the driver through a 
hole in the roof; while on some of the avenues paralleling Broad- 
way there were now horse-cars. Mackay, like Trollope and R. H. 
Russell a few years later, was a little aghast at the enormous 
swaying crinolines worn by the ladies who made a fashionable 
parade of Broadway every afternoon. They were far larger than 
in London, and the negresses ballooned about in them precisely 
like the white women. The streets, with their many Irish and 
German immigrants, their ragged, shouting newsboys, their fire- 
men’s parades, and their mass-meetings to hear speeches by Fer- 
nando Wood and other candidates for office, were a perpetual show 
to the Englishman. He was glad to see that there was little overt 
vice, though he considered the police force inadequate, and 
learned from the press that crimes of violence were altogether too 
common. With especial gusto he mentions the underground oys- 
ter saloons, which were scattered in every block along Broadway, 
and in which the bivalves were served under every conceivable 
form. 

Good descriptions of Boston and Philadelphia also may be 
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found in Charles Mackay. The former city, so intellectual in at- 
mosphere, was something of a shock after New York. “In walk- 
ing along Washington Street,” the traveller states, “and meeting a 
gentlemanly-looking person with a decent coat and a clean shirt, 
the traveller may safely put him down as either a lecturer, a Uni- 
tarian minister, or a poet; possibly the man may be, Cerberus- 
like, all three at once.” Mackay had his sarcastic moments, 
as when he suggested that the emblem of the United States should 
be, not an eagle, but a spittoon. But in general he was more 
than cordial to “that great Republic which is so rapidly rising 
to overshadow the world.” 

Over all these travels the threat of a coming disaster to the 
nation now spread its black shadow—the disaster of sectional 
conflict. The English writers surveyed the rising storm with very 
different eyes. Miss Martineau had said in the thirties that 
secession would be impossible, since the slave States could not 
repress a servile revolt and fight back the Northern armies at the 
same time. Of the later observers, Baxter, writing on the very 
eve of the Civil War, thought that slavery was slowly giving 
ground, and that hopes might be entertained of its peaceful aboli- 
tion. Charles Mackay, at the same time, did not believe that 
disruption was an immediate danger, though he thought it might 
occur when the United States had 100,000,000 people. But two 
English travellers were more clear-sighted. Warburton predicted 
a civil war, ending in the abandonment of republican forms by the 
South: “many of us will live to see an absolute monarch rule 
over the slave States,” he prophesied. Alexander Mackay be- 
lieved that the nation had never struggled through a crisis like 
that which was approaching. The time was at hand, he wrote, 
“when one of the two sections of the Union must obtain, in con- 
nection with this subject, a final and decisive victory over the 
other, or when the Union itself will be rent asunder.” Equally 
shrewd was his declaration that a great physical obstacle existed 
to the permanent separation of the North and South as two na- 
tions—the Mississippi. To the people of the West this artery 
was so essential that they would never relinquish control of its 
mouth to a foreign government. 

The war came; and with the eyes of Europe upon us as never 
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before in our national history, the reports of travellers were read 
with a new and keener interest in the Old World. 

Of our numerous visitors from England during the Civil War, 
three only call for special mention—W. H. Russell, Anthony Trol- 
lope, and Edward Dicey. The first-named, one of the greatest of 
all war correspondents, a writer with an unusual faculty for ob- 
servation and graphic description, came to our shores in March, 
1861, as a minister from a true Power, the London Times. By 
his very first letters to that organ he earned the hostility of the 
North. He was convinced at the outset, and remained so until 
his departure in April, 1862, that the Union in its old integrity 
could never be restored, if only because the two sections were tem- 
peramentally and economically unfitted to live in harmony; and 
he also believed that the war would benefit them by chastening 
their temper. They would learn, he declared in the preface to 
“My Diary North and South” (1862), to work out their great 
experiment in government “not in their old arrogance and inso- 
lence—mistaking material prosperity for good government—but in 
fear and trembling.” This resentment of our boastfulness and 
“arrogance,” at which Englishmen had long merely laughed, had 
by now become marked in certain circles. The economist Senior 
had declared only half a dozen years earlier that “we have long 
been smarting under the conceit of America—we are tired of 
hearing her boast that she is the freest and most enlightened 
country that the world has ever seen.” Russell was the more 
inclined to speak harshly because he was badly treated in this 
country, while he was unquestionably offended by the active anti- 
British feeling that he found. 

His “Diary” is as rich in historical value as in interest, which 
is saying much. His energy and reputation at first carried him 
everywhere, and his courage made him signally outspoken. In 
New York, where Mayor Fernando Wood and half the press were 
opposed to the war, he was shocked by the apathy and want of 
patriotism. The historian Bancroft told him that we had the 
strongest, most beneficent government in the world, and that as 
a government it possessed no power of coercing the seceded 
States; to which view Samuel Tilden and Horatio Seymour as- 
sented. The pages of the Herald and several other journals were 
filled with the coarsest abuse of the Great Rail Splitter, but con- 
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tained not a word to encourage the government in any decided 
policy. Horace Greeley, talking with Russell, was anxious for 
him to see the South. “Be sure that you examine the slave-pens,” 
he counselled. “They will be afraid to refuse you, and you can 
tell the truth.” 

In Washington the correspondent found much bustle and ner- 
vousness, but complete uncertainty. He met Seward, Lincoln, 
whose natural sagacity impressed him favorably, and General 
Scott, whose conversation upon old battles entertained him; but 
he was more impressed by the universal office-hunting than by 
any preparations for war. When he saw the District of Columbia 
militia and volunteers drilling before the War Department Build- 
ing, he set them down as a sorry crowd. “Starved, washed-out 
creatures most of them, interpolated with Irish and flat-footed, 
stumpy Germans.” General Scott had only some 700 or 800 
regulars to protect the capital. The President, unwilling to es- 
trange the hesitating border States, seemed temporizing and 
timid. “It is perfectly wonderful to hear people using the word 
Government at all, as applied to the President and his cabinet,” 
concluded Russell; ‘‘a body which has no power ‘according to the 
Constitution’ to save the country governed or itself from destruc- 
tion.” Under the very shadow of the Capitol he found people 
praying for the expulsion of Lincoln and the instalment of Davis 
as President. 

Crossing into the South, the correspondent found a far more 
belligerent spirit than among the Northerners. At Norfolk a 
crowd was yelling, “Down with the Yankees! Hurrah for the 
Southern Confederacy!” and threatening the frigate Cumberland. 
On the Wilmington quay there were piles of shot and shell, which 
a resident identified as “anti-abolitionist pills.” All along the 
railway in the Carolinas he found Confederate flags whipping in 
the breeze, troops waiting for the train, and an excited buzz about 
Fort Sumter, which had just been captured. At Charleston the 
fury, the animosity, and the eagerness for war astounded him. 
He went out to Morris Island, where there was a camp, full of 
life and excitement. Tents were pitched everywhere, the place 
was full of tall, well-grown young men in gray, and the opening 
of hostilities had plainly put everyone in high spirits: 
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In one long tent there was a party of roystering young men, opening 
claret and mixing “cup” in large buckets; whilst others were helping 
the servants to set out a table for a banquet to one of their generals. 
Such heat, tobacco-smoke, clamor, toasts, drinking, handshaking, vows 
of friendship! Many were the excuses made for the more demonstrative 
of the Edonian youths by their friends. ‘Tom is a little cut, sir; but 
he is a splendid fellow—he’s worth half-a-million of dollars.” This 
reference to a money standard of value was not unusual or perhaps un- 
natural, but it was made repeatedly; and I was told wonderful tales of 
the riches of men who were hanging round, dressed as privates, some 
of whom at that season, in years gone by, were looked for at the water- 
ing places as the great lions of American fashion. But Secession is the 
fashion here. Young ladies sing for it; old ladies pray for it; young 
men are dying to fight for it; old men are ready to demonstrate it. The 
founder of the school was St. Calhoun. Here his pupils carry out 
their teaching in thunder and fire. States’ Rights are displayed after 
its legitimate teaching, and the Palmetto flag and the red bars of the 
Confederacy are its exposition. The utter contempt and loathing for 
the venerated Stars and Stripes, the abhorrence of the very words 
United States, the immense hatred of the Yankees on the part of these 
people, cannot be conceived by anyone who has not seen them. I am 
more satisfied than ever that the Union can never be restored as it was, 
and that it has gone to pieces, never to be put together again, in the old 
shape, at all events, by any power on earth. 


At Pensacola, Mobile, and New Orleans, he was struck by the 
same intense fighting spirit, reporting that ‘‘as one looks at the 
resolute, quick, angry faces around him, and hears but the single 
theme, he must feel the South will never yield to the North, 
unless as a nation which is beaten beneath the feet of a victo- 
rious enemy.” When he saw the wretched camps of the Northern 
troops at Cairo, and looked at the still motley, undisciplined 
ranks of the volunteers gathered there, he was confirmed in his 
belief that the Federal could not meet the Confederates on equal 
terms. The South regarded itself as unbeatable. But from one 
other Southern belief, the belief that England would intervene, 
Russell strongly dissented. “Why, I expect, sir,” one Charles- 
ton merchant told him, “that if those miserable Yankees try to 
blockade us, and keep you from our cotton, you'll just send their 
ships to the bottom and acknowledge us.” Russell said no. 

For in spite of his faith in the South’s prowess, the journalist 
found much to dislike in its cause. In Montgomery, going to at- 
tend the Confederate Congress, he was disgusted to find a slave 
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auction being held publicly in the near vicinity. A prime field 
hand was knocked down for $1,000, and a bystander told Russell 
that “niggers is cheap now—that’s a fact.” He saw no force in 
the Southern argument that the slave was at least better off than 
the African savage. “I doubt if the aboriginal is not as civilized, 
in the true sense of the word, as any negro, after three degrees of 
descent in servitude.” 

On several Louisiana plantations which Russell visited he failed 
to find any abuse of the slaves. But the brutish labor of the 
women in the canefields plainly disgusted him, as did the whole 
thought of slavery. “Their clothing seemed heavy for the climate; 
their shoes, ponderous and ill-made, had worn away the feet of 
their thick stockings, which hung in fringes over the upper leath- 
ers. Coarse straw hats and bright cotton handkerchiefs protected 
their heads from the sun. The silence which I have already al- 
luded to prevailed among these gangs also—not a sound could 
be heard but the blows of the hoe on the heavy clods. In the 
rear of each gang stood a black overseer, with a heavy-thonged 
whip over his shoulder.” Throughout the lower South, moreover, 
the writer discovered ‘“‘a reckless and violent condition of society, 
unfavorable to civilization, and but little hopeful for the fu- 
ture.” He made up his mind that he would rather be exposed 
to Turkish brigands than to the bowie knives and derringers of 
the fiery Southerners. In short, he was rather less inclined to 
sympathize with the Confederates than with the North, and as 
he afterwards hinted, had he remained in America, he might have 
contributed to a change of attitude on the part of the London 
Times. 

But it was Russell’s too frank description of the rout at Bull 
Run which, published by the London Times, gave him the dis- 
tinction of being the only English traveller who has been virtually 
forced to leave America. His position was difficult before that 
battle, for his journal was becoming detested in the North for its 
Southern sympathies. On July 19, 1861, he rode down from 
Washington with the Congressmen and other light-hearted spec- 
tators who expected to see McDowell whip the Confederates in 
a sort of gala spectacle. At first the reports from the Federal 
troops were all favorable, and moving forward blithely after a 
stop for lunch, Russell was amazed to find himself caught up and 
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whirled back like a straw on a floodtide of panic. One broken 
regiment after another came pouring northward in retreat, till 
the scene, as he writes, assumed an aspect without any parallel 
of which he had ever read. “Infantry soldiers on mules and draft 
horses, with the harness clinging to their heels, as much frightened 
as their riders; negro servants on their masters’ chargers; ambu- 
lances crowded with unwounded soldiers; wagons swarming with 
men who threw out the contents in the road to make room, grind- 
ing through a shouting, screaming mass of men on foot, who were 
literally yelling with rage at every halt”—thus he described 
the cowardly panic. Northern editors, even Greeley and Bryant, 
did their best to conceal the shame and gravity of the disaster, 
and when the English mails brought Russell’s depiction of it 
to America, the North raised a universal cry of anger. Anony- 
mous letter-writers threatened his life, the newspapers vied in de- 
nouncing him, he was menaced in the streets, and the attitude of 
the Government toward his activities as a war-correspondent be- 
came more chilly than ever. 

When he was refused permission to join McClellan’s forces at 
the front, late in 1861, he conceived that his usefulness was at 
an end, and before Delane could stop him, returned to England. 
It is not strange that, after seeing the makeshift Northern camps, 
the flight at Bull Run, and McClellan’s interminable delays, he 
should have let stand in his book the judgment he formed in 
August, 1861, that the republic was “tumbling to pieces,” and 
that peace was possible in two years, “but only by the concession 
to the South of a qualified independence.” 

Dicey’s book had a broader scope than Russell’s and its friend- 
liness to the North amply atoned for any injuries that the latter 
had inflicted upon American sensibilities. Appearing during 1863, 
it declared that “the present war is working directly for the over- 
throw of slavery,” and presented a strong plea for the cause of the 
North. Ever since the attack on Fort Sumter, Dicey pointed out, 
the Union frontier had moved southwards, and the Confederate 
frontier had receded. The North already had won the border 
States, the Southwest, and the command of the Sea, while a com- ° 
parison of its resources with those of the Confederacy made the 
eventual result plain. But even when it had conquered, could it 
govern a sulky and rebellious people, a people so filled with hatred 
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for the Yankees as Russell had pictured the Southerners? Yes. 
Once suppress the rebellion, was Dicey’s wise answer, and the old 
Yoyalty would gradually return. The Confederate army would 
surrender completely, the secessionist leaders would be exiled, 
and the people would revert “to the belief that they are better 
off under the Union than under any other form of government.” 
Dicey’s book contains judicious chapters upon the border States 
and their sentiment, the Northern rally after the defeat of the 
Peninsular campaign, public sentiment in the prairie States— 
“the one point on which all Western men seemed agreed was, that 
the insurrection must and should be suppressed’—and such sig- 
nificant social phenomena as a wartime Commencement at 
Harvard. 

Very little of the interest of Anthony Trollope’s notable book, 
“North America,” is connected with the Civil War. He avowed a 
perfect neutrality between the North and South, and the ideas 
which he presented upon the conflict showed a confusion which 
made this neutrality comprehensible. He went so far as to say 
that Southern secession was plainly unconstitutional, that Bu- 
chanan’s conduct had been treasonable, and that it would have 
been criminal in Lincoln to approve the Crittenden Compromise, 
offered to avert secession. Yet he also said that until the South 
used violence, he had hoped the North would let the erring sisters 
go in peace. He wrote that the war for the Union was a “neces- 
sary” war, yet he held that there was no reason for according 
it English sympathy. The conclusion of the conflict which he 
thought most probable was a partial victory for the North. Like 
Russell, he did not believe the Union could be perfectly restored, 
but he hoped that the United States would bring Virginia and all 
the other border States under its free banner. 

But much more interesting than Trollope’s reserved comments 
on the war, which for his credit might have been more reserved 
still, were his utterances upon morals and manners. Character- 
istic in style, his entertaining book evinces the sane realism and 
hearty good sense which appears in his novels. Good-natured, 
bluff, and manly, while also intensely British, he carries the reader 
along on the current of his steady-going observation. He had the 
disadvantage of seeing the United States in the winter, superfi- 
cially, and in a time of intense confusion, but he had the ad- 
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vantage of being a man of the world, experienced in travel and 
society, with clear basic standards of appraisal. He stood squarely 
on his own feet, and it is evidence of the saliency of the faults 
which previous travellers had mentioned that he emphasizes so 
many of them. The spoiled children who ordered beefsteak, cakes, 
and pickles for breakfast; the hurried meals, giving the poor 
novelist no opportunity to linger over his sherry or tea; the un- 
healthy look of the men, attributable to business worry and hot- 
air furnaces; the constant talk about money; the “rowdy” charac- 
ter of religion; the Western swindlers, whose dishonesty arose 
from the keen, crude competition of the frontier; the corrupt poli- 
ticians, now reinforced by corrupt contractors; and the menda- 
cious newspapers, without editorial rectitude—all these faults 
Trollope espied. He wrote of these defects without passion, but 
with his native vigor. ‘ 
Happily, some of his chapters were more original. Few men 
in the world were better equipped for a discussion of hotels, and 
his English prejudices were not overawed by the mere size and 
magnificence of ours.. The clerks he found inattentive, the “ex- 
tras” cost too much, it was too difficult to take a bath or obtain 
a sitting-room, and the meals were greasy and badly served. His 
criticism of our postoffice is also of course authoritative, for he 
was a postal official; and when he said that we made insufficient 
provision for the door-to-door delivery of mail, and was shocked 
by our use of all postal appointments as political rewards, he in- 
dicated defects that we have since remedied. Most high-spirited 
of all are the deliverances of the creator of Mrs. Proudie upon our 
women, their dress, fashions, and new social ideas. They horrified 
him. He had no sympathy with their demand for a larger place 
in the working and volitical worlds. Indeed, he was convinced that 
already we had carried our chivalry too far, and had encouraged 
women to think too confidently of their privileges. The ladies’ 
doors and drawing-rooms at the hotels, the ladies’ cabins on the 
ferry-boats, and the ladies’ windows at the postoffice, seemed to 
him symptoms of an exaggerated deference. Like a true mid- 
Victorian, he attached importance to only one claim asserted by - 
women. “The best right a woman has is the right to a husband, 
and that is the right to which I would recommend every young 
woman ... to turn her best attention.” In New York the manner 
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in which women pushed themselves into public vehicles, accept- 
ing seats without a word of acknowledgment for the men who 
proffered them, seemed to him almost barbaric. 

Naturally, the novelist took pains to pay an extended visit to 
Washington, and he visited the troops in Virginia, Kentucky, and 
Missouri, though he did not penetrate into the seceded States. 
The camp at Cairo, its ill-equipped soldiers weltering in a sea of 
mud, was as disagreeable to him as to Russell. Nor did he like 
the national capital. Its design was grand, he admitted, but there 
was no future prospect “which can justify a hope that the design 
will be fulfilled.” As a whole, the Capitol was imposing; in de- 
tail, it was architecturally faulty. As for the White House, he 
was right in saying that its location on the low Potomac flats 
was unhealthy, but it is amusing to find him adding that “we 
have private houses in London considerably greater.” Beyond 
doubt Washington during the winter of 1861-2, with the gloom 
and anxiety of the war heavy upon it, was a depressing place. 
When the weather was dry the dust was inches deep, and when it 
was wet the pedestrians waded in mud as thick as a ploughed 
field. A litter of war lay all about: 


The streets of Washington were always full of soldiers. Mounted 
sentries stood at the corners of all the streets with drawn sabres— 
shivering with cold, besmeared with mud. A military law came out 
that civilians might not ride quickly through the streets. Military riders 
galloped over everyone at every turn, splashing about through the mud, 
and reminding one not unfrequently of John Gilpin. Why they always 
went so fast, destroying their horses’ feet on the rough stones, I could 
never learn. But I, as a civilian, given, as the English are, to trotting, 
and furnished for the time with a nimble trotter, found myself harried 
from time to time by muddy men with sabres, who would dash after me, 
rattling their trappings, and bid me go at a slower pace... . The 
streets of Washington, day and night, were thronged with army wagons. 
All through the city military huts and military tents were to be seen, 
pitched out among the men and in the desert places. Then there was 
the chosen locality of the teamsters and their mules and horses—a won- 
derful world in itself; and all within the city! Here horses and mules 
lived—or died—sub dio, with no slightest apology for a stable over them, 
eating their provender from off the wagons to which they were fastened. 
Here, there, and everywhere large houses were occupied as the head- 
quarters of some officer, or the bureau of some military official, At 
_ Washington and round Washington the army was everything. 
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Elsewhere in the North Trollope, as he later wrote in his auto- 
biography, was surprised by the persistence of the people in the 
ordinary pursuits of life. His chapter “Ceres Americana” shows 
us how forcibly the teeming wealth of the Northwest was calcu- 
lated to impress any alien from overseas. As he saw the endless 
fields of corn, he marvelled to think that every ear bore a meal 
for a hungry man. At Buffalo and Chicago he began to appreciate 
“what it was for a country to burst with its own fruits, and be 
smothered by its own riches.” In the former city the elevators 
poured “rivers of wheat,” and in the latter one such structure 
held 500,000 bushels. With corn selling in the country at ten 
cents a bushel, the cost of living was of course remarkably low. 
At Dixon, IIl., Trollope stayed at a hotel where he was told by a 
man and his wife that they received board, a small suite of rooms, 
and the maintenance of their horse for $2 a day. Nobody ever 
accused Trollope of being an unsocial man, and we cannot ascribe 
to his own defects of temper the unresponsiveness which he found 
in the Westerners. “I never held any conversation at a public 
table in the West,” he assures us. “I have sat in the same room 
with men for hours, and have not had a word spoken to me. I 
have done my very best to break through the ice and I have al- 
ways failed. A Western American man is not a talking man. He 
will sit for hours over a stove with his cigar in his mouth, and 
his hat over his eyes, chewing the cud of reflection.” This trait 
was hardly mentioned as a fault. But Trollope did find fault with 
the Western women, being “generally hard, dry, and melancholy,” 
and prematurely aged at thirty; unquestionably many of them 
were cruelly overworked. 

In this intelligent if confused and ill-constructed volume by 
Trollope Americans were able to find a son’s emphatic contra- 
diction of many of his mother’s slanders. All question of the 
war apart, the novelist was genuinely our admirer. He did full 
justice, like most Britons, to American scenery, declaring that 
Niagara was of all the sights on earth the greatest, and enthu- 
siastically commending the White Mountains, Alleghanies, and 
upper Mississippi. He sealed with his approval the patriotism 
that had already sent nearly 50,000 Illinoisans to the front; our 
invincible energy—“men in these regions do not mind failure, and 
when they have failed, instantly begin again”; and our optimism. 
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He spoke well of a multitude of minor features, like the comfort 
of our homes, the residential attractiveness of Cleveland and Buf- 
falo, and the convenience of the sleeping cars, even if they were 
dirty and noisy. What he said of American manners was often 
complimentary and always good-natured. For example, when he 
went to a tavern in Lexington, Ky., for a meal, he ate with sev- 
enty-five very dirty army teamsters. He tells us that they were 
orderly, well behaved, with more intelligence and better table 
manners than Englishmen of the same walk of life, and that he 
conceived an affection for them. “It is always the same story,” 
he reflected. “With us there is no level of society. Men stand on 
a long staircase, but the crowd congregates near the bottom, and 
the lower steps are very broad. In America men stand upon a 
common platform, but the platform is raised above the ground, 
and though it does not approach in height the top of our staircase, 
the average height is greater.” 

Above all, Trollope admired our democracy, our equality of 
opportunity, and our insistence upon educating the masses. To 
these as causes he traced the fact that our wealth, intelligence, 
and general comfort and happiness were unrivalled. It is not you, 
he told his upper-class English readers, who would have been more 
happy in New York than London; it is not myself. “But it is 
this: if you and I can count up in a day all those on whom our 
eyes may rest, and learn the circumstances of their lives, we shall 
be driven to conclude that nine-tenths of that number would have 
had a better life as Americans than they can have in their spheres 
as Englishmen.” He never examined the rooms of an American 
without finding books in them; he learned that the readers of Ten- 
nyson, Thackeray, Dickens, Bulwer, Wilkie Collins, and—Mar- 
tin Tupper, numbered ten thousand in America to every thousand 
in England; and he saw that the very coachmen and bootblacks 
kept newspapers in their hands. In the West he was delighted 
by the manly dignity of poor cottagers who looked him in the eye 
and bade him sit down on their battered benches “without dream- 
ing of any such apology as an English cotter offers to a Lady 
Bountiful when she calls.” In leaving our shores he paid us a 
final tribute in feeling language: 


When we speak of America and her institutions we should remember 
that she has given to her increasing population rights and privileges we 
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could not give ;—which as an old country we probably can never give. 
That self-asserting, obtrusive independence which so often wounds us is, 
if viewed aright, but an outward sign of those good things which a new 
country has produced for its people. Men and women do not beg in the 
States ;—they do not offend you with tattered rags; they do not com- 
plain to heaven of starvation; they do not crouch to the ground for 
half-pence. If poor, they are not abject in their poverty. They read 
and write. They walk like human beings made in God’s form. They 
know that they are men and women, owing it to themselves and to the 
world that they should earn their bread by their labour, and feeling that 
when earned it is their own. If this be so—if it be acknowledged that 
it is so—should not such knowledge in itself be sufficient testimony of 
the success of the country and of her institutions? 


Words like these atoned for much that had seemed harsh in the 
judgments of the earlier British novelists, Dickens and Marryat; 
they must have heartened many an American reader and English 
sympathizer with us in the doubtful days of the war; and they 
struck a chord that was to be kept vibrating throughout the 
next two generations. The Tory and aristocratic class which 
during the thirties and forties furnished the travellers who abused 
American institutions most roundly during the early sixties fur- 
nished the writers and statesmen who took sides with the South 
against the Union. The plain democratic classes which had 
furnished the travellers who had always seen much to admire and 
envy in American life, now furnished the sympathizers with the 
North. A good representative of those British laboring men who 
in Lancashire and elsewhere so unselfishly applauded the Federal 
Government in fighting the Civil War through to victory was 
resident at the North during the war—James D. Burn, author 
of a shrewd and well-written volume on “The Working Classes 
in the United States.” Burn found much to dislike in American 
ways. He condemned our sensational press, our cheap estimation 
of human life, the low character of our judiciary, the bounty- 
jumping and graft prominent during the conflict. He deplored 
the wartime restrictions upon personal liberty, and thought there 
was more demagogy in the United States than in England. But 
on the whole his book was most friendly; he was greatly pleased 
with the dignity and comfort enjoyed by workingmen, he admired 
our free school system, and he whole-heartedly sympathized with 
the Union. 


INTRODUCTION: THIRD PERIOD 307 


The war, terminating in Northern triumph, struck a deadly 
blow at that complacent ignorance of American history and in- 
stitutions which had previously distinguished many Tory minds. 
T. C. Grattan states that Sir Charles Bagot, after he had been 
Minister to the United States and had become Governor-General 
of Canada, admitted in visiting Boston that he was totally igno- 
rant of the significance of Bunker’s Hill. This, commented Grat- 
tan, afforded “another proof of the insignificance attached by a 
certain idiosyncrasy of mind in England, regarding everything 
connected with America, beyond the fact that it was once an Eng- 
lish colony, which waged a successful rebellion; and is an inde- 
pendent state, with rival interests, uncongenial feelings, and a cot- 
ton-growing, tobacco-chewing, sherry-cobbler-drinking, lynch-law 
practising, and slaveholding population.” Such contemptuous in- 
sularism could no longer exist. Nor was there any longer any de- 
sire in England to perpetuate it. After 1865 no one could with- 
hold an acknowledgment of what Trollope called “the success of 
the country and of her institutions.” 


METROPOLIS AND SUMMER WATERING-PLACE * 
By James SiILtK BuckINGHAM 


James Silk Buckingham was one of the most intelligent, energetic, 
and liberal of British visitors to America before the Civil War. He was 
born in 1786 at Flushing, the son of a retired merchant, was early sent 
to the naval academy at Falmouth, and was appointed to a ship at the 
age of nine. During the naval wars with France he saw much active 
service, and was once captured by a French corvette and imprisoned at 
Corunna. He gave up his naval career in consequence of seeing a sailor 
“flogged round the fleet” for desertion until he died under the lash. Buck- 
ingham’s humanitarian instincts were at all times well developed. Marry- 
ing at nineteen, he was left penniless by the peculations of a trustee of 
the estate he had inherited, and commenced a remarkably varied and 
active career. 

For a time he was employed at the Clarendon Press at Oxford. 


Returning to the sea, he became captain of a West Indiaman at twenty- 
one, and for some years made voyages with different vessels to many 
parts of the world. After wandering for some time in the East, in 1818 
he established the Calcutta Journal; but his attacks upon the government 
led five years later to the stoppage of his paper by the East India Com- 
pany, and his expulsion from the country. Later, after he had appealed 
to Parliament for redress, the company awarded him a pension of £200 
a year as damages. From 1832 to 1837 Buckingham sat as a member 
of Parliament for Sheffield, and distinguished himself as an untiring 
advocate of social reform. Meanwhile, he had made a permanent mark 
for himself in English journalism by founding the Atheneum (1828), 
though it was not a success in his hands. 

Upon leaving Parliament Buckingham travelled in America, 1837-40, 
lecturing as he went upon temperance and other reforms which he had 
espoused, and meeting with a warm reception from religious bodies and 
temperance societies. He was a voluminous writer, and his journeys in 
Syria and Palestine, on the Continent, and in the United States all led 
to useful books. When he died in 1855, he was engaged upon an inter- 
esting autobiography, which so far as completed not only tells the story 
of an adventurous life, but reveals a manly, honest, kindly character. 
Only two volumes out of the intended four were published. 


People and Scenes in New York City 


THE hotels are generally on a larger scale than in England. The 
great Astor House, which overlooks the Park from the west side 
*From “America, Historical, Statistic, and Descriptive.” London, 


1841. Volume I, chapters 3, 4, and 9; volume II, chapter 23. 
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of Broadway, is much larger in area than the largest hotels in 
London or Paris; it makes up 600 beds, and has a proportionate 
establishment to suit the scale of its general operations. It is 
built wholly of granite, is chaste in its style of architecture, and 
is called after the rich John Jacob Astor . . . who is now deemed 
not only the wealthiest man in the city, but, since the death of 
Stephen Girard of Philadelphia, is considered the richest individ- 
ual in the United States; his income exceeding, it is said, a mil- 
lion of dollars annually, or nearly £250,000 sterling, from lands, 
houses, stocks, and permanent sources, unconnected with the 
risks of trade from which he has long since retired, having real- 
ized his immense wealth by a long life industriously and success- 
fully devoted to the fur-trade. The City Hotel is also very large. 
The Washington, the Waverley, the Mansion House, the Ameri- 
can, the Carlton, the Clarendon, the Globe, and the Atheneum, 
are all spacious establishments of the same nature; and others 
of a smaller size abound in every quarter. 

Of places of public amusement there are a great number, in- 
cluding six theatres, which are well filled every night, though the 
majority of what would be called the more respectable classes 
of society, the most opulent, and the most religious members of 
the community, do not generally patronize or approve of theatri- 
cal exhibitions under the present management. The large sums 
paid to English and other foreign actors and actresses who visit 
America are made-up by the attendance of foreigners and per- 
sons not belonging to either of the classes before enumerated; 
and this will hardly be wondered at when it is stated that every 
one of these theatres was not only open, but presented a combina- 
tion of new and unusual attractions, on the evenings of days 
kept by the classes named as days of religious observance; the 
one, the day set apart by the proclamation of the state govern- 
ment as a day of public thanksgiving; and the other, Christmas 
day. 

The private dwellings contain, as must be the case in all large 
cities, a great variety of kinds and descriptions. The older houses 
are small, and mostly built of wood, painted yellow or white. 
These are now confined to the residences of the poorer classes, 
and are fast disappearing in every quarter; their places being 
occupied by substantial buildings of brick, though here and there 
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are a few with granite fronts. The style of decoration, in the 
steps of ascent, the area of railings, and the doors, is more florid 
and ornamental than in the best parts of London, and the interior 
of the principal houses may be described as spacious, handsome, 
and luxurious, with lofty passages, good staircases, large rooms, 
and costly and gorgeous furniture. There are many individual 
houses of much greater splendour in London than any to be seen 
in New York, especially in the mansions of the English nobility; 
but, on the whole, the number of large, commodious, and ele- 
gantly-furnished private dwellings in New York is much greater 
in proportion to the whole population than those of London, and 
approaches nearer to the ratio of Edinburgh or Paris. 

The streets are very unequal in their proportions and condi- 
tions. The great avenue of Broadway is striking from its con- 
tinuous and unbroken length of three miles in a straight line: 
but its breadth, about eighty feet, is not sufficiently ample for 
the due proportion of its length. It is, moreover, wretchedly 
paved, both in the centre and on the sides. Large holes and deep 
pits are frequently seen in the former; and in the latter, while 
before some houses the slabs of stone are large, uniform, and 
level, there is often an immediate transition from these to broken 
masses of loose stones, that require the greatest caution to pass 
over, especially in wet or frosty weather. The lighting and cleans- 
ing of the streets is not nearly so good as in the large towns of 
England, the gas being scanty in quantity, the lamps too far 
removed from each other, and the body of scavengers both weak 
in numbers and deficient in organization. Some of the smaller 
streets are almost impassable in times of rain and snow; and, 
when not incommoded by a profusion of mud or water, they 
are prolific in their supply of dust. Many of the streets have 
trees planted along the edge of the foot-pavement on each side, 
which in summer affords an agreeable shade, but in autumn it 
has the disagreeable effect of strewing the path with falling leaves, 
and in winter it makes the aspect more dreary. 

A custom prevails, in the principal streets for shops, of having 
wooden pillars planted along the outer edge of the pavement, with 
horizontal beams reaching from pillar to pillar, not unlike the 
stanchions and crosspieces of a ropewalk. On these pillars, usu- 
ally painted white, are pasted large printed placards, announcing 
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the articles sold in the shop before which they stand; and from 
the under side of the horizontal beam are suspended, by hooks or 
rings, show-boards with printed bills of every colour. This is espe- 
cially the case opposite the bookstores. Another purpose which 
these pillars and beams serve is that of suspending awnings from 
the houses to the end of the pavement in summer, which must 
make the shade grateful to the foot-passenger; but at all other 
times these wooden appendages, made as they are without regard 
to regularity or uniformity, are a great drawback to the otherwise 
good appearance of the streets. Broadway, which is greatly dis- 
figured by these, is therefore much inferior to Regent-street in 
London in the general air of cleanliness, neatness, light, spacious- 
ness, good pavement, and fine shops, by which the latter is char- 
acterized; and although the number of beautiful and gayly 
dressed ladies, who make Broadway their morning promenade, 
uniting shopping, visiting, and walking at the same time, gives 
it a very animated appearance on a fine day, between twelve 
and two o’clock; yet the absence of handsome equipages and 
fine horses, and the fewness of well-dressed gentlemen who have 
leisure to devote to morning promenades of pleasure, occasions 
Broadway to be inferior in the general effect of brilliance and 
elegance to the throng of Regent-street on a fine day in May, 
between three and four o’clock. ... 

The population of New York is estimated at present to be little 
short of 300,000. Of these perhaps there are 20,000 foreigners, 
including English and persons from Canada and the British pos- 
sessions, and 30,000 strangers from other States of the Union, 
making therefore the fixed resident population 250,000 and the 
floating population about 50,000 more. The greatest number of 
these are engaged in commerce or trade, with a due admixture of 
professional men, as clergy, physicians, and lawyers. But among 
them all there are fewer than perhaps in any other community in 
the world who live without any ostensible avocation. The richest 
capitalists still take a part in the business-proceedings of the day; 
and men who have professedly retired and have no counting- 
house or mercantile establishment, still retain so much of the rel- 
ish for profitable occupation, that they mingle freely with the 
merchants, and are constantly found to be the buyers and sellers 
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of stock, in funds, or shares in companies, canals, railroads, 
banks, etc. 

The result of all this is to produce the busiest community that 
any man could desire to live in. In the streets all is hurry and 
bustle; the very carts, instead of being drawn by horses at a 
walking pace, are often met at a gallop, and always in a brisk 
trot, with the carter standing in the front, and driving by reins. 
Omnibuses are as numerous as in London, many of them drawn 
by four horses, though the carriages are inferior to the English 
ones. Hackney coaches are also abundant, and superior in every 
respect to those of London. These, with private carriages, which, 
however, are few and plain, generally with a black coachman and 
footman, without display of livery or armorial bearings, added 
to gigs and other vehicles, make up a crowd of conveyances 
through the public streets, which, from their bad pavement, occa- 
sions as much rattling noise as in the most bustling parts of Picca- 
dilly or Cheapside. The whole of the population seen in the 
streets seem to enjoy this bustle, and add to it by their own rapid 
pace, as if they were all going to some place of appointment, and 
were hurrying on under the apprehension of being too late. 

Of the men thus seen in public, the greater part are well-dressed, 
and the more fashionable among them more expensively than the 
same classes in England. Black cloth is the almost universal 
wear, and for the finest description of this the most extravagant 
prices are paid. Full cloth cloaks, with velvet or fur collars and 
linings, and rich tassels, are much more numerous than with us; 
and the whole outer aspect of the moving crowd indicates greater 
gayety, and much more regard to personal appearance. The men 
are not generally as handsome, however, as they are well dressed. 
An almost universal paleness of countenance is seen, without the 
least tinge of ruddiness or colour; the marks of care and anxiety 
are also deeply furrowed on brows not yet bearing the impress 
of age; and a general gloom or sadness of countenance is the rule, 
and hilarity of aspect or cheerfulness of appearance the exception. 


American Women 


The women far exceed the men in the costliness of their dresses 
and in the gayety of their walking apparel. There is perhaps no 
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city in the world in which so many expensively dressed ladies may 
be seen walking or shopping, as on a fine morning may be met 
with in Broadway. Rich and bright-colored silks, satins, and 
other similarly costly materials, with ermine-lined cloaks and the 
most expensive furs; white, pink, and blue satin bonnets, with 
ostrich feathers and flowers of the first quality, are worn by all 
who assume to be genteel or rank in the class of ladies, and the 
whole force of the wardrobe seems to be exhausted in the walking 
costume. The women, moreover, are much handsomer than the 
men. They are almost uniformly good-looking; the greater num- 
ber are what would be called in England “pretty women,” which 
is something between good-looking and handsome, in the nice dis- 
tinctions of beauty. This uniformity extends also to their figures, 
which are almost universally slender and of good symmetry. 
Very few large or stout women are seen, and none that we should 
call masculine. A more than usual degree of feminine delicacy, 
enhanced by the general paleness of complexion and slightness of 
figure, is particularly characteristic of American females; and 
the extreme respect and deference shown to them everywhere by 
men has a tendency to increase that delicacy, by making them 
more dependent on the attention and assistance of others than 
English ladies of the same class usually are. 

It is in private society, however, that one can best judge of 
both; and the result of my observation, after having seen much 
of them in domestic circles, and in large and fashionable parties, 
was this: as wives and mothers, the American women appear to 
be exemplary in the extreme; and while the interior of their 
dwellings exhibits the greatest attention to everything that can 
give domestic comfort, an air of propriety and decorum reigns 
over all their establishments. In the private and social visits 
which we were permitted to pay to some of the families with 
whom we were on the most intimate footing, nothing could sur- 
pass the general good sense, amiability, intelligence, and benevo- 
lence which marked the conversation. The women were always 
equal to the men, and often superior to them, in the extent of 
their reading and the shrewdness of their observations; and 
though there is everywhere, on the part of American females, 
as far as we have seen them, a shrinking away from any share 
in political conversations (the notion studiously impressed on 
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them by the men, and not unwillingly entertained by themselves, 
being that it is unbecoming the timid and retiring delicacy of the 
female character to meddle with political matters), yet, when- 
ever they ventured to pass this barrier, and indirectly develop 
their views on public affairs, there seemed to me a clearness and a 
soundness in their remarks which sufficiently evinced their thor- 
ough understanding of the subject. The leading features of the 
female character here, however, in the best circles, are domestic 
fidelity, social cheerfulness, unostentatious hospitality, and moral 
and religious benevolence. There are perhaps ten times the 
number of women in good society in New York, who interest 
themselves in the support and direction of moral objects and 
benevolent institutions, that could be found in any city of the 
same population in Europe; and while the husbands are busily 
engaged in their mercantile or professional avocations, a good 
portion of the wealth they acquire is directed by the benevolent 
influence of their wives into useful and charitable channels. 

In the gayer parties of fashionable soirees and balls the ladies 
do not appear to so much advantage as in the sunny promenade 
or in the private circle at home. Their fashionable parties are 
as injudiciously crowded with more persons than the rooms will 
accommodate as in London; three or four hundred is not an 
unusual number of guests; and though the rooms are spacious, yet 
the crowd is so uncomfortably great that the dancers have scarcely 
room to make a small circle in the middle of the dense mass; 
while those who do not dance must be content to remain wedged 
into one compact and solid phalanx, from which there is no mov- 
ing, even for a change of position, till the dance is over; and 
even then it will sometimes take a quarter of an hour to elbow 
through the crowd from one room to another. I was asked at 
one of these fashionable parties, by a lady, what there was in the 
scene before us which characterized it as American, and wherein 
it differed from an English party of the same number and descrip- 
tion. My answer was, that the chief points of difference observ- 
able to me were these—that there were a greater number of pretty 
female forms and faces than were ever to be seen in an equal 
number of English persons, and especially among the younger 
portion; but there were no such examples of striking and sur- 
passing beauty as one sometimes sees in one or two favoured 
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individuals of a large party at home. There were no “fine 
women” in the English sense of that term, comprehending the 
requisites of tall, full, and commanding figures, bold and striking 
as well as beautiful features, rosy colour, expressive eyes, and the 
noble air and carriage of a lofty and dignified rank. On the 
other hand, the American ladies were dressed more in the ex- 
treme of fashion, both as to form and materials; but there were 
no such splendid displays of jewels as one sees in an English 
party. The dancing was monotonous and indifferent; partly 
from languor, and partly, it is believed, from affectation of in- 
difference, which is considered to be more genteel than vulgar 
vivacity; a weakness, no doubt, copied from the English. 

The gentlemen in these fashionable parties appeared far less 
handsome in person and less polished in manners than the ladies; 
and many whom we saw were evidently very ill at ease, and had 
their thoughts occupied by other subjects than those immediately 
before them. The refreshments were all substantial as well as 
costly; if there was a fault in them, it was that they were gen- 
erally too abundant; and the pressure of the supper-rooms most 
frequently exceeded that of the apartments of the dance. Cards 
are rarely or never seen, the influence of the religious bodies on 
public opinion having banished these from general society; and 
the propriety of language among all classes of the men is re- 
markable, as not an oath or an imprecation, so often offending 
the ear in what are deemed the best circles in England, anywhere 
disturbs the general decorum of the scene. The same late hours 
as are followed in England unfortunately prevail here; and the 
most fashionable persons, though invited for eight, rarely come 
till ten or eleven, and parties of any extent in numbers are not 
often broken up till two or three in the morning. 


Crime in America 


The condition of the more humble classes, as tradesmen, shop- 
keepers, clerks and artisans, is certainly more comfortable than 
that of the same classes in England; and although they are all 
at present more or less affected by the general depression of trade, 
occasioned by the late pecuniary crisis in the States, from which 
New York has suffered more extensively, perhaps, than any other 
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city in the Union, yet all seem to possess good dwellings, abun- 
dant clothing, and an ample supply of food. You do not see 
anywhere in the streets persons asking alms, or labouring under 
any visible want of the necessaries of life; nor do the offensive 
and disgusting scenes so often witnessed in the great thorough- 
fares of London, and the other large cities and towns of Britain, 
in the persons of drunken men and women, with filthy and ragged 
children, deprived of their due by the intemperance of their 
parents, ever meet the eye in the great public thoroughfares of 
the city, at least; any more than the painful spectacle of young 
and miserable females earning a wretched and precarious sub- 
sistence by the wages of prostitution. That there does exist 
both poverty and intemperance, and that prostitution and crime 
accompany these in the less frequented quarters of this city, there 
can be no doubt; but they do not obtrude themselves on the 
public eye in every part of the principal streets as they do in 
London; and after residing in New York for four months, being 
out almost every day, and visiting nearly every part of the town 
in succession, we did not, in the whole, see so many of either of 
the classes named as one meets in a single morning’s walk from 
Charing Cross to Cornhill. 

Notwithstanding the number and efficiency of the benevolent 
institutions of New York, there is still a large amount of misery 
and crime, of destitution in its most abject state, and of intem- 
perance in its most fearful forms, existing in that city. A very 
painful part of this picture is the indifference, and even levity, 
with which this subject is treated in the public papers, where 
facts that ought to thrill the heart with horror, or melt it with 
pity, are treated of with all the flippancy of a jest, and their read- 
ers are thus habituated to see crime and wretchedness made sub- 
jects of amusement rather than of commiseration. The manner 
in which most of the police cases are treated (and the London - 
papers have had their pernicious example too closely followed in 
this respect) is such as to take away all disgust at the crimes com- 
mitted, and to destroy all sympathy for its unhappy victims. 
Provided a laugh can be excited by the air of the ludicrous with 
which the personages and their offences are invested, the object 
of the reporter appears to be answered; and if the sale of the 
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paper is thereby increased, the gains of the editor are also pro- 
moted; but the healthy feeling of indignation against crime, and 
of sympathy for human suffering, is by this means daily and 
hourly vitiated and destroyed. I offer as examples of this two 
paragraphs out of fifty similar ones, at least, that fell under my 
eye during my stay in this city. 


WELL FILLED 

The Courier of this morning states that some police officers had occa- 
sion to visit a house in Cross-street a few days since. They found 
that it was tenanted by seventy-two women, sixty-five men, and one 
hundred and thirty-five children, exclusive of the live-stock attendant 
upon such a family. 

This paragraph, which was taken from the Commercial Ad- 
vertiser in December, one of the leading Whig daily papers, was 
copied into nearly all the others, with the heading of “Well 
Filled” preserved in each; and in no instance did I perceive added 
to it the slightest expression of regret that this opulent city 
should contain within its bosom such a number of unhappy beings 
huddled together in so confined a space, while hundreds were 
living in palaces, and could feed, by the surplus of their daily 
tables, the wretched inmates of these crowded dwellings. The 
terms “well filled” and “live-stock” were the parts of the para- 
graph that excited a laugh, while the amount of suffering indi- 
cated by the excessive numbers and limited space were passed 
over without corament or observation. The following is just as 
heartless in its way. It is taken from the New York Daily Whig: 


A HUSKING FROLIC IN KENTUCKY 

A fight came off at Maysville, Kentucky, on the 20th, in which a Mr. 
Coulster was stabbed in the side, and is dead; a Mr. Gibson was well 
hacked with a knife; a Mr. Farro was dangerously wounded in the 
head, and another of the same name in the hip; a Mr. Shoemaker was 
severely beaten, and several others seriously hurt in various ways. This 
entertainment was the winding up of a corn husking frolic, when all, 
doubtless, were right merry with good whiskey. 


What must be the indifference to human life, the contempt of 
morals, and the indulgent estimate of drunkenness, in the mind 
of the editor who could pen such a paragraph as this (for this 
and its predecessor were printed in large open type, like the lead- 
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ing articles of the respective papers), may be easily inferred. 
How then is it possible, while such heartless and unfeeling guides 
and teachers regulate the public taste, and supply the public 
appetite with mental food, that the community should not have 
their taste corrupted, their moral perceptions deadened, and their 
horror of crime frittered away to indifference? Thus it is that 
announcements of the most revolting description are made with a 
coolness and nonchalance which is almost incredible. In the 
New York Transcript of January 14, 1838, the editor of which 
professes to be a religious man, the following astounding assertion 
is made, without note or comment; and whether the statement 
be true or false (and, for the reputation of the city named, I 
would hope for the latter), yet the heartlessness of the editor 
who could make such a statement without expressing the slightest 
mark of surprise or disapprobation, is the same. It is as follows: 


The business of supplying brothel-keepers with unsuspecting victims 
has been adopted by the Boston intelligence-office keepers in Boston. 


The demoralizing effect which the daily perusal of such para- 
graphs as these must produce on the rising generation, is im- 
possible to be calculated, from its familiarizing them with scenes 
of vice of which they would otherwise have remained ignorant; 
but still more from its making crime and wretchedness the subject 
of jest and ridicule, by which the understanding becomes blunted 
to the perception of evil, and the heart rendered callous to human 
suffering. 

There is one daily newspaper in New York, however, which 
carries on such a trade of infamy in pandering to the public 
appetite for slander and obscenity, that it deserves to be held up 
to public reprobation by name.* It is called the Morning Herald; 
it is written and published by the proprietor, James Gordon 
Bennett, a native of Scotland by birth, but long domiciled in 
New York; it is published in three editions, a morning, an eve- 
ning, and a weekly Herald: the two former at a penny, and the 
latter at threepence each. Its practise is to employ persons to 
collect all the gossip and scandal of the town relating to private 
families and individuals, and upon a grain or two of truth to heap 


*Buckingham’s account of both the oldtime Herald and the char- 
acter of Bennett is exaggerated, one-sided, and misleading. 
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up a superstructure of falsehood, and then interlard this with 
expressions or allusions of the grossest obscenity, and send it 
forth for the gratification of the depraved. Private dinner- 
parties, balls, and social meetings are pretended to be reported 
in its pages, some of them having no existence, and others wholly 
misrepresented; and the only way of securing exemption from 
the attacks of his slanderous pen is to advertise largely in the 
paper, and pay most extravagant prices, or to send the editor 
presents in money or other direct bribes. Several individuals 
have had letters addressed to them from the office of this paper, 
saying that communications were in their possession which they 
would not like to see in print, but that the only way of preventing 
their appearance would be to pay the amount which had been 
offered for their insertion; and some timid persons have been 
thus awed into the payment of the “hush-money” required, 
though others have resisted it. The following circumstance oc- 
curred: to myself with this paper: On my arrival in New York, 
a gentleman whom I had known in England offered to allow his 
clerk to transact for me any business connected with advertising 
in the newspapers, to save me the trouble. I very gladly availed 
myself of this offer; and the clerk accordingly took round the 
first advertisement of my lectures to each of the papers of the 
city, as he was directed to have it inserted in all, without dis- 
tinction of party. At the offices generally the charge varied be- 
tween one and two dollars, but never exceeded the latter, for 
one insertion. At the office of the Morning Herald ten dollars 
were demanded; the great disproportion of the charge induced 
the clerk to decline leaving it there till he had consulted his 
employer; and, accordingly, the excessive charge demanded was 
communicated to me. Being then entirely ignorant of the char- 
acters of any of the papers, as I had been in the country but a 
few days, I asked whether there was anything in the great cir- 
culation or high reputation of the Morning Herald that could 
warrant its asking ten dollars for what other papers charged but 
two; and the answer was, “No: on the contrary, the paper has 
the worst reputation of any journal in the city; its circulation 
is confined to the lovers of scandal rather than of news; and 
the editor is considered as a man of the most abandoned and 
unprincipled character.” But, it was added, this is his method 
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of asking and obtaining “hush-money”; and I was strongly 
recommended to pay it, as the only method of escaping from 
his lash. My reply was, “Never: I would rather submit to any 
amount of vituperation that his press could pour forth against 
me, than purchase his silence by this degrading and demoralizing 
payment of hush-money. I will neither advertise in his paper, 
nor read it, while I remain in the city.” I was told what would 
happen—that I should be abused daily; and this was really the 
fact, as I learned from others; for I was true to my promise of 
never seeing it myself. I was told, also, that I should repent 
the course I had taken; but this prediction was not fulfilled. Mr. 
Bennett was tired of his task, as far as I was the subject of his 
abuse, in a very short time, and soon gave it up; and if this 
course of neither paying for suppression nor reading his vitupera- 
tions were more generally followed by the community, it would 
extinguish his paper in a very short period. Others have fol- 
lowed a different method, but with a less favorable issue. By 
some Mr. Bennett has been publicly horsewhipped in the street; 
by others he has been prosecuted at law; but the result of both 
these modes of treatment has been to give himself and his paper 
greater notoriety than before, and to promote rather than retard 
the farther extension of the mischief. 

Another instance of the habit of treating with levity incidents 
which in any other country would excite feelings of indignation 
and horror, may be given. It had been discovered that of late 
it was a common practise in New York to ship off the bodies of 
dead negroes, male and female, for various ports, but especially 
the South, to the medical students, for dissection; and, to elude 
suspicion, these dead bodies were put up in salt and brine, and 
packed in the same kind of casks as those in which salted pro- 
visions were exported from hence. A third or fourth discovery 
of this description was made during the month of January; and 
the following is the manner in which it is headed and described 
in the papers of the day: 


MORE PORK FOR THE SOUTH 


Yesterday morning it was discovered that a barrel, which had been 
put into the office of the Charleston packet line—store of George Buckley, 
No. 88 South-street—for the purpose of being shipped to Charleston, 
contained the bodies of two dead negroes. The cask and contents were 
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sent up to the police-office, and placed in the dead-house for the coroner’s 
inspection; but as he had no opportunity to hold an inquest on them 
yesterday, the particulars of the affair have not yet transpired. 


The verdict of the inquest, subsequently given, was that the 
negroes had died of disease; but no farther inquiry appears to 
have been made into the matter, as if it were altogether beneath 
the notice of the white men to trace out these traders in the dead 
bodies of the blacks. 

The instances of death from destitution and want are much 
more numerous than I had thought possible in a country like 
this, where food of every kind is abundant and cheap, and where 
labour of every description is largely remunerated. Besides the 
subscriptions raised in the different wards of this city to relieve 
the indigent and distressed classes, who, under any proper ar- 
rangement of things, ought not to exhibit instances of want in 
large numbers in a land of plenty, the Philadelphia Commercial 
Herald of January announces that “five hundred persons in 
indigent circumstances in that city were daily supplied with good 
soup, at the Western souphouse there.” This indigence in a 
country where food can be raised so cheap, where labour is in 
such demand, and always paid so well, would seem unaccountable 
but for the fact that, in the late mania for speculation, the cul- 
tivators of the soil, instead of following up their agricultural pur- 
suits, had left off farming to become speculators in stocks, buyers 
of shares in railroads never begun and canals never opened, as 
well as purchasers of lots of land on which towns were intended 
to be built, in which extravagant schemes they spent all their 
time and money; so that agriculture, the great basis of the na- 
tional wealth, and the surest and steadiest security of individual 
prosperity in these fertile States, was so neglected that the country 
was obliged to import grain for its own consumption, instead of 
supplying, as it ought to do, from its own surplus, the older 
countries of Europe. From the vast amount of grain grown in 
America subjected to distillation, thus converting what nature 
has bountifully supplied for wholesome food into the poisonous 
and crime-engendering drink of ardent spirits, and from the 
deficiency of the supply of grain from its own soil for the reason 
before assigned, this finest grain-producing country on the globe 
was obliged to import its own food; and it is stated in the public 
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journals of this city, that in the year 1837, the single port of 
Baltimore alone received 800,000 bushels of wheat and 140,000 
bushels of rye from Europe. . . . 

The inordinate love of gain, which has led to all these perver- 
sions of things from their right and proper channels, is working 
more mischief in this country, and undermining the moral prin- 
ciple of its inhabitants more powerfully, than all other causes 
combined, except perhaps intemperance, the giant destroyer that 
sweeps away thousands every year to a premature grave, and 
hurries its victims from a life of comparative virtue and honesty 
to a career of vice and infamy. The newspapers from all quar- 
ters of the Union teem with proofs of the recklessness with which 
this love of gain is indulged; and every barrier that stands in 
the way of its acquisition seems to be broken down without 
scruple. Not long since, a young man who had entered life with 
brilliant prospects, and was engaged in a respectable house of 
business, acquired a taste for cardplaying in the steamboats, 
where, it is said, the passengers generally play for several hours 
a day while on their voyage, and where professed gamblers and 
sharpers are ready to profit by the occasion, at first ruining, and 
then seducing into their own ranks, the unguarded and the young. 
He soon became infatuated with the passion, quitted his regular 
business, played, lost, and betook himself to robbery: when, every 
new exploit making him more and more desperate, he entered 
one of the banks at Nashville, in Tennessee, at a period of the 
day when the clerks were absent at dinner, and finding there the 
cashier, seized him, and killed him at a blow, by beating his 
brains out with a hammer. The cries of the victim brought a 
person from an adjoining room to his relief, and he was de- 
spatched in a similar manner; when others soon after arriving, 
he was interrupted in his plunder of the drawers of the bank, 
with which he was proceeding, till, seeing all hope of escape 
vain, he drew a loaded pistol, with which he had furnished him- 
self, for the murder of another, and with it blew out his own 
brains on the spot. 

This had scarcely been communicated through the papers 
before the following paragraph appeared in the New York Sun 
of January 29: 
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THE ROBBERY OF THE MAIL AND MURDER OF THE 
DRIVER 


The Mobile Advertiser of the 22d states, that on the previous Friday 
night, within a mile and a half of Stockton, the mail bags were ripped 
open and their contents rifled. The bags were found next morning in 
the neighborhood. The stage contained the New Orleans mails of 
Wednesday and Thursday, and the mail of Friday from Mobile. The 
driver had two balls shot through his head. Suspicion rests upon two 
men who had been lurking about Stockton for some days previously. . . . 


Two days after this, in the Sum of January 31, another species 
of fraud was announced in the following paragraph: 


FALSE TOKENS 


Is there no way to reach the knaves who have flooded this city with 
checks, made in the form of bills upon banks in which they have not a 
dollar deposited? It is one of the most palpable descriptions of knavery 
ever attempted, and fully equal in moral guilt to the counterfeiting of 
bank notes. In its purpose and in its operation it is no less than coun- 
terfeiting; and we recommend every citizen who receives a note of this 
description to commence a prosecution forthwith against the person of 
whom he received it. The laws against small notes, and against the 
notes of other States, may be improved for this purpose, if for no other. 


My apology for these quotations, if any be necessary, is the 
apprehension that, if such statements were made by me of the 
condition of society here, without an exhibition of the authorities 
for the facts, it would be thought an exaggerated picture, and I 
should be open to the imputation of having overcharged the 
colouring. But it is only necessary to consult American authori- 
ties, and not English ones, to show that recklessness and fraud 
are far more prevalent in this community than in most others of 
a mercantile character in Europe, and that an inordinate thirst 
after gain, and a determination to acquire it by any means that 
are practicable, is one of the chief causes of this evil. 

Another form in which this passion displays itself is in the fre- 
quency of fires in this country. That, with the utmost degree 
of prudence, fires will occasionally happen, and prove destructive 
in spite of every precaution, is undeniable. But the extreme 
frequency of fire in this city is so much greater than could be 
accounted for by ordinary causes, that the almost universal belief 
here is, that the majority of them are intentional; some being 
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about the Southerners, whether ladies or gentlemen, which those 
of the North, as far as my observation has yet extended, do not 
attain. The women are incomparably more beautiful: and we 
saw here some from Carolina, Virginia, and Maryland, especially 
from Charleston, Norfolk, and Baltimore, that would grace any 
court in Europe; while from Philadelphia and New York there 
were also some lovely countenances, especially among the young. 

My opinion, indeed, was here strongly confirmed, that there 
is no country in Europe in which there are so many beautiful 
faces among the women as in this; the symmetry of their fea- 
tures, the contrast between the marbly whiteness of their com- 
plexion and their dark eyes and hair, small mouths, and beau- 
tifully white and regular teeth, are the chief traits of their beauty. 
But, on the other hand, they want the full development of figure 
and bust, as well as the rosy complexion and coral lips, of the 
healthy English beauty; and are still more deficient in that gaiety 
and animation which a brilliant female countenance so often ex- 
presses in the look of intelligence, and glow of feeling and senti- 
ment, which accompany the utterance of a well educated and 
well-bred woman at home. 

The American ladies did not seem to me to evince the same 
passionate admiration which is constantly witnessed among Eng- 
lish females for the pursuit or object in which they were engaged. 
Neither painting, sculpture, poetry, nor music; neither the higher 
topics of intellectual conversation, nor the lighter beauties of the 
belles lettres, seem to move them from the general apathy and 
indifference, or coldness of temperament, which is their most 
remarkable defect. . .. 

Of the men in the fashionable circles of society here, the dif- 
ference between the old and the young is very striking. The old 
men from the South, and from Carolina and Virginia especially, 
are what would be called perfect gentlemen of the old school 
with us; precise, yet elegant in their dress; courteous and affable 
in their manners; high-toned in their politics and taste; lax in 
their morality while fashion sanctions their conduct; warm in 
their attachments; fierce in their resentments; and punctilious 
in all points of honour and etiquette. The remains of the feudal 
system in Virginia, where the laws of entail existed, and where 
large estates descended hereditarily from father to elder son, 
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sustained this state of manners and feeling; and Virginia is still 
called “The Old Dominion,” as if to preserve the recollection of 
its ancient condition as a colony of the British crown. 

The younger men among the fashionables are almost all copyists 
of the dress, style, and manners of the “young men about town,” 
as they are called in London, and are chiefly remarkable for 
foppery of dress, and the assumption of beards, mustaches, and 
other exotic fashions, as if they were either foreigners themselves, 
or had travelled so long on the Continent of Europe as to bear 
about them the marks of their sojourn at Rome, Naples, and 
Paris. Their manners, too, like those of our “young men about 
town,” are rather familiar than elegant, and more remarkable 
for brusquerie and nonchalance than for courtesy or refine- 
MENt. eeke 

The young, indeed, of both sexes carry on matters just as they 
please, the young women reigning supreme in parties of pleasure, 
as the young men do in deciding on political affairs; so that the 
old seem either to be left on the shelf altogether, or only brought 
upon the stage to look on, bestow their approbation, and pay 
the expense. Here at Saratoga, in all the parties we visited, 
whether balls, concerts, or promenades, the married ladies were 
seemingly only valued as persons necessary to give countenance 
to the assembling of the young; while these usurped all authority 
and influence, and monopolized the exclusive attention of the 
men. 

It has been thought by many that the excessive confidence 
reposed in the young, and the liberty they are permitted to enjoy 
in being so frequently alone together, are more favourable to the 
virtue of both than if they were under more restraint. This may 
be true to a certain extent; but I should myself be disposed to 
attribute the absence of danger much more to the coldness of 
temperament, of which I have before spoken, than to any other 
cause; but, after making every allowance for the operation of 
both, I cannot but think that the gay season at Saratoga is a very 
unfavourable preparation for the discharge of those social and 
domestic duties which all are sooner or later called upon to dis- 
charge. 

Take the general routine of a day at the Springs as an exam- 
ple. All rise between 6 and 7 o’clock, and at half-past seven 
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the drawing-room of each of the larger hotels is filled with from 
200 to 300 persons, promenading till the folding doors are thrown 
open for admission to the dining-hall, when this large number 
seat themselves at breakfast. The meal is generally a substantial 
one, a variety of dishes being placed on the table, and few per- 
sons breakfasting without partaking of some description of animal 
food; but the rapidity with which it is despatched is its most 
remarkable feature, the longest time taken by the slowest being 
never more than 15 minutes, some of the quickest getting through 
the meal in 5 minutes, and the average number occupying 
about ro. 

In the busy cities, the reason assigned for this haste is the 
keen pursuit of business, and the eager desire to get to the count- 
ing-house or store; but here, with the entire day before them, 
and nothing whatever to do, they eat with just the same haste as 
at other places. The contest for the dishes is a perfect scramble; 
the noise and clatter of the waiters and their wares is abso- 
lutely deafening; no one gets precisely what he wants, though 
everyone is searching after something. The quiet elegance of 
an English breakfast is as great a contrast to the noisy rudeness 
of an American meal as can well be conceived, even when both 
are taken in public hotels like these. Elegance of manners in 
such a scene as this is quite out of the question. People eat as 
if they were afraid that their plates were about to be snatched 
from them before they had done; mastication may be said to be 
almost entirely omitted; and in nine cases out of ten, persons do 
not remain in their chairs to finish the meal, short as it is, but 
rise with the last mouthful still unswallowed, and dispose of it 
gradually as they walk along. 

The period between breakfast at 8 o’clock and dinner at 2 is 
occupied by the more active in excursions to the surrounding 
points of attraction, on horseback or in carriages; but the greater 
number remain at home; and the drawing-room is then the gen- 
eral lounge, where groups of the young are formed, who sit for 
hours engaged in the merest gossip of trifling talk, for it hardly 
deserves the name of conversation; and neither books, music, 
nor drawing occupy any portion of the time. 

Dressing for dinner fills up a vacant hour; at one and at half 
past one the drawing-room is again crowded with the promenading 
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parties waiting for the opening of the folding doors to admit them 
to dinner. The hurry and bustle of the breakfast scene are again 
repeated, with little of table enjoyment to reconcile the parties 
to the heat and noise of the room. The fare is what in England 
would be called coarse and bad, the dishes few in number, and 
wretchedly cooked, besides being all lukewarm; and the miser- 
able sprinkling of bad vegetables being almost as cold as if they 
had been dressed on the preceding day; no covers for the dishes 
or warm plates for the guests; no appointed carvers; an insuf- 
ficiency of attendants; and, altogether, an ill-managed and an ill- 
enjoyed dinner. The escape from this is almost as rapid as from 
the breakfast, and 15 minutes may be regarded as the average 
time occupied in it; though a few may sit, perhaps, from 20 
to 25 minutes, but none for half an hour. 

The afternoon is literally whiled away between the drawing- 
room and the sleeping-room, or in the spacious and shady piazzas 
or verandas, in one of which, fronting the garden at the back of 
the house, the gentlemen retire to smoke their cigars, and in the 
other, in front of the house, ladies and gentlemen, not otherwise 
occupied, mingle in the promenade. In all the great houses 
everything is sacrificed to appearance. The piazzas are of splen- 
did dimensions, 200 feet by 20, and 50 feet high, supported by 
lofty pillars, entwined with spiral wreaths of foliage; the dining 
halls capable of seating 400 persons; the drawing-rooms, espe- 
cially that of the United States, of magnificent dimensions and 
handsomely furnished; but the bedrooms are generally exceed- 
ingly small, those of Congress Hall especially, scantily provided, 
and altogether inferior to what the scale and style of the house, 
in other respects, would warrant the visitor to expect. 


LIFE IN OLD NEW ORLEANS, 1846* 


By Cuarves LYELL 


Charles Lyell, the famous geologist, visited the United States in 1841 
and, again in 1845-46, when he was already well known as the author of 
the “Principles of Geology,” which overthrew the catastrophic school 
in that science, and gave the world the nomenclature for geological eras 
—Eocene, Miocene, and so on—which is now universally used. He was 
in his forties at the time, having been born in 1797 in Scotland, the son 
of a botanist. His journeys to America were primarily scientific in 
aim, and were exceedingly fruitful: he estimated the rate at which 
the falls of Niagara were receding, computed the annual average accu- 
mulation of alluvial soil in the delta of the Mississippi, studied the laying 
down of vegetable matter, as for future coal beds, in the Great Dismal 
Swamp of Virginia, and so on. But he was a man of great freshness 
of mind and intellectual curiosity, matured by an unusual education, for 
he had graduated at Oxford, been trained for the bar in London, and 
travelled very extensively in Europe. He was hence a keen observer 
of social and political life in the United States. His “Travels in North 
America, with Geological Observations,’ was published in 1845, and his 
“A Second Visit to the United States of North America” in 1849.~ 


A Franco-American City 


Feb. 23 (1846).—The distance from Mobile to New Orleans 
is 175 miles by what is called the inland passage, or the channel 
between the islands and the mainland. We paid five dollars, or 
one guinea each, for berths in the James L. Day steamer, which 
made about nine miles an hour. Being on the low pressure prin- 
ciple, she was so free from noise and vibration, that we could 
scarcely believe we were not in a sailing vessel. The stunning 
sounds and tremulous motions of the boats on the southern rivers 
are at first so distracting, that I often wondered we could sleep 
soundly in them. The James L. Day is 185 feet long, drawing 


*From “A Second Visit to the United States of North America.” 
New York, 1849. Volume II, chapters 26, 27, and 28. 
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now five and a half feet of water, and only seven feet when fully 
freighted. We sailed out of the beautiful bay of Mobile in the 
evening, in the coldest month of the year, yet the air was warm, 
and there was a haze like that of a summer’s evening in England. 
Many gulls followed our ship, enticed by pieces of bread thrown 
out to them by the passengers, some of whom were displaying 
their skill in shooting the birds in mere wantonness. The stars 
were brilliant as the night came on, and we passed between the 
islands and main land, where the sea was as smooth as a lake. 
On board were many “movers,” going to Texas with their 
slaves. One of them confessed to me, that he had been eaten out 
of Alabama by his negroes. He had no idea where he was going, 
but after settling his family at Houston, he said he should look 
out for a square league of good land to be had cheap. Another 
passenger had, a few weeks before, returned from Texas, much 
disappointed, and was holding forth in disparagement of the 
country for its want of wood and water, declaring that none could 
thrive there, unless they came from the prairies of Illinois, and 
were inured to such privations. “Cotton,” he said, “could only 
be raised on a few narrow strips of alluvial land near the rivers, 
and as these were not navigable by steamers, the crop, when 
raised, could not be carried to a market.” He also comforted 
the mover with the assurance, “that there were swarms of buffalo 
flies to torment his horses, and sand flies to sting him and his 
family.” To this the undismayed emigrant replied, “that when 
he first settled in Alabama, before the long grass and canes had 
been eaten down by his cattle, the insect pests were as great as 
they could be in Texas.” He was, I found, one of those resolute 
pioneers of the wilderness, who, after building a log-house, clear- 
ing the forest, and improving some hundred acres of wild ground 
by years of labor, sells the farm, and migrates again to another 
part of the uncleared forest, repeating this operation three or 
four times in the course of his life, and, though constantly grow- 
ing richer, never disposed to take itis ease. In pursuing this sin- 
gular vocation, they who go southward from Virginia to North 
and South Carolina, and thence to Georgia and Alabama, follow, 
as if by instinct, the corresponding zones of country. The in- 
habitants of the red soil of the granitic region keep to their oak 
and hickory, the “crackers” of the tertiary pine-barrens to their 
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light-wood, and they of the newest geological formations in the 
sea-islands to their fish and oysters. On reaching Texas, they 
are all of them at fault, which will surprise no geologist who 
has read Ferdinand Roemer’s account of the form which the cre- 
taceous strata assume in that country, consisting of a hard, com- 
pact, siliceous limestone, which defies the decomposing action of 
the atmosphere, and forms table-lands of bare rock, so entirely 
unlike the marls, clay, and sands of the same age in Alabama. 

On going down from the cabin to the lower deck, I found a 
slave dealer with sixteen negroes to sell, most of them Virginians. 
I heard him decline an offer of 500 dollars for one of them, a 
price which he said he could have got for the man before he left 
his own state. 

Next morning at daylight we found ourselves in Louisiana. We 
had already entered the large lagoon, called Lake Pontchartrain, 
by a narrow passage, and, having skirted its southern shore, had 
reached a point six miles north of New Orleans. Here we disem- 
barked, and entered the cars of a railway built on piles, which 
conveyed us in less than an hour to the great city, passing over 
swamps in which the tall cypress, hung with Spanish moss, was 
flourishing, and below it numerous shrubs just bursting into leaf. 
In many gardens of the suburbs, the almond and peach trees 
were in full blossom. In some places the blue-leaved palmetto, 
and the leaves of a species of iris (iris cuprea) were very abun- 
dant. We saw a tavern called the “Elysian Fields Coffee 
House,” and some others with French inscriptions. “There were 
also many houses with porte-cochéres, high roofs, and volets, and 
many lamps suspended from ropes attached to tall posts on each 
side of the road, as in the French capital. We might indeed 
have fancied that we were approaching Paris, but for the negroes 
and mulattoes, and the large verandahs reminding us that the 
windows required protection from the sun’s heat. 

It was a pleasure to hear the French language spoken, and to 
have our thoughts recalled to the most civilized parts of Europe 
by the aspect of a city, forming so great a contrast to the innu- 
merable new towns we had lately beheld. The foreign appear- 
ance, moreover, of the inhabitants, made me feel thankful that 
it was possible to roam freely and without hindrance over so large 
a continent—no bureaus for examining and signing of Passports, 
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no fortifications, no drawbridges, no closing of gates at a fixed 
hour in the evening, no waiting till they are opened in the morn- 
ing, no custom-houses separating one state from another, no 
overhauling of baggage by gens d’armes for the octroi; and yet 
as perfect a feeling of personal security as I ever felt in Germany 
or France. ; 

The largest of the hotels, the St. Charles, being full, we obtained 
agreeable apartments at the St. Louis, in a part of the town 
where we heard French constantly spoken. Our rooms were 
fitted up in the French style, with muslin curtains and scarlet 
draperies. There was a finely proportioned drawing-room, fur- 
nished a la Louis Quatorze, opening into a large dining-room 
with sliding doors, where the boarders and the “‘transient visitors,” 
as they are called in the United States, met at meals. The mis- 
tress of the hotel, a widow, presided at dinner, and we talked 
French with her and some of the attendants; but most of the 
servants of the house were Irish or German. There was a beau- 
tiful ball-room, in which preparations were making for a grand 
masked ball, to be given the night after our arrival. 

It was the last day of the Carnival. From the time we landed 
in New England to this hour, we seemed to have been in a country 
where all, whether rich or poor, were labouring from morning till 
night, without ever indulging in a holiday. I had sometimes 
thought that the national motto should be, “All work and no 
play.” It was quite a novelty and a refreshing sight to see a 
whole population giving up their minds for a short season to amuse- 
ment. There was a grand procession parading the streets, almost 
every one dressed in the most grotesque attire, troops of them 
on horseback, some in open carriages, with bands of music, and 
in a variety of costumes—some as Indians, with feathers in their 
heads, and one, a jolly fat man, as Mardi Gras himself. All 
wore masks, and here and there in the crowd, or stationed in a 
balcony above, we saw persons armed with bags of flour, which 
they showered down copiously on any one who seemed particu- 
larly proud of his attire. The strangeness of the scene was not 
a little heightened by the blending of negroes, quadroons, and 
mulattoes in the crowd; and we were amused by observing the 
ludicrous surprise, mixed with contempt, of several unmasked, 
stiff, grave Anglo-Americans from the north, who were witnessing 
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for the first time what seemed to them so much mummery and 
tom-foolery. One wagoner, coming out of a cross-street, in his 
working-dress, drove his team of horses and vehicle heavily 
laden with cotton bales right through the procession, causing a 
long interruption. The crowd seemed determined to allow 
nothing to disturb their good humour; but although many of 
the wealthy Protestant citizens take part in the ceremony, this 
rude intrusion struck me as a kind of foreshadowing of coming 
events, emblematic of the violent shock which the invasion of 
the Anglo-Americans is about to give to the old régime of Louisi- 
ana. A gentleman told me that, being last year in Rome, he 
had not seen so many masks at the Carnival there; and, in spite 
of the increase of Protestants, he thought there had been quite 
as much “flour and fun” this year as usual. The proportion, 
however, of strict Romanists is not so great as formerly, and 
tomorrow, they say, when Lent begins, there will be an end of 
the trade in masks; yet the butchers will sell nearly as much 
meat as ever. During the Carnival, the greater part of the 
French population keep open house, especially in the country. 

New Orleans, February, 1846—Walking first over the most 
ancient part of the city, called the First Municipality, we entered 
the Place d’Armes, and saw on one side of the square the old 
Spanish Government House, and opposite to it the Cathedral, 
or principal Catholic church, both in an antique style of archi- 
tecture, and therefore strikingly unlike anything we had seen for 
many months. Entering the church, which is always open, we 
found persons on their knees, as in Catholic countries, although 
it was not Sunday, and an extremely handsome quadroon woman 
coming out. 

In the evening we went to the French opera, and were much 
pleased with the performance, the orchestra being the best in 
America. The audience were very quiet and orderly, which is 
said not to be always the case in some theatres here. The French 
creole ladies, many of them descended from Norman ancestors, 
and of pure unmixed blood, are very handsome. They were 
attired in Parisian fashion, not over dressed, usually not so thin 
as the generality of American women; their luxuriant hair taste- 
fully arranged, fastened with ornamental pins, and adorned sim- 
ply with a coloured ribbon or a single flower. My wife learnt 
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from one of them afterward, that they usually pay, by the month, 
a quadroon female hairdresser, a refinement in which the richest 
ladies of Boston would not think of indulging. The word creole 
is used in Louisiana to express a native-born American, whether 
black or white, descended from old-world parents, for they would 
not call the aboriginal Indians creoles. It never means persons 
of mixed breed; and the French or Spanish creoles here would 
shrink as much as a New Englander, from intermarriage with one 
tainted, in the slightest degree, with African blood. The fre- 
quent alliances of the creoles, or Louisianians, of French extrac- 
tion, with lawyers and merchants from the northern states, help 
to cement the ties which are every day binding more firmly to- 
gether the distant parts of the Union. Both races may be im- 
proved by such connection, for the manners of the creole ladies 
are, for the most part, more refined; and many a Louisianian 
might justly have felt indignant if he could have overheard a 
conceited young bachelor from the north telling me “how much 
they were preferred by the fair sex to the hard-drinking, gambling, 
horse-racing, cock-fighting, and tobacco-chewing southerners.” 
If the creoles have less depth of character, and are less striving 
and ambitious than the New Englanders, it must be no slight 
source of happiness to the former to be so content with present 
advantages. They seem to feel, far more than the Anglo-Saxons, 
that if riches be worth the winning, they are also worth enjoying. 

The quadroons, or the offspring of the whites and mulattoes, 
sat in an upper tier of boxes appropriated to them. When they 
are rich, they hold a peculiar and very equivocal position in soci- 
ety. As children, they have often been sent to Paris for their 
education, and, being as capable of improvement as any whites, 
return with refined manners, and not unfrequently with more cul- 
tivated minds than the majority of those from whose society they 
are shut out. By the tyranny of caste they are driven, therefore, 
to form among themselves a select and exclusive set. Among 
other stories illustrating their social relation to the whites, we were 
told that a young man of the dominant race fell in love with 
a beautiful quadroon girl, who was so light-coloured as to be 
scarcely distinguishable from one of pure breed. He found that, 
in order to render the marriage legal, he was required to swear 
that he himself had negro blood in his veins, and, that he might 
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conscientiously take the oath, he let some of the blood of his 
betrothed into his veins with a lancet. The romance of this tale 
was, however, greatly diminished, although I fear that my 
inclination to believe in its truth was equally enhanced, when 
the additional circumstance was related, that the young lady 
was rich. 

Some part of the feeling prevailing in New England, in regard 
to the immorality of New Orleans, may be set down to the fact 
of their theatres being open every Sunday evening, which is no 
indication whatever of a disregard of religion on the part of the 
Catholics. The latter might, with as much reason, reflect on 
the Protestants for not keeping the doors of their churches open 
on weekdays. But as a great number of the young mercantile 
men who sojourn here are from the north, and separated from 
their families, they are naturally tempted to frequent the theatres 
on Sundays; and if they do so with a sense that they are violating 
propriety, or acting against what in their consciences they think 
right, the effect must be unfavourable to their moral character. 

During our stay here we passed a delightful evening in the 
St. Charles theatre, seeing Mr. and Mrs. Kean in the ““Gamester” 
and in “The Follies of a Night.” Her acting of Mrs. Beverly 
was perfection; every tone and gesture full of feeling, and always 
lady-like, never overwrought, in the most passionate parts. 
Charles Kean’s acting, especially in Richard, has been eminently 
successful during his present tour in the United States. 

While at New Orleans, Mrs. Kean told my wife she had been 
complimented on speaking English so well; and some wonder had 
been expressed that she never omitted or misplaced her h’s. In 
like manner, during our tour in New England, some of the na- 
tives, on learning that we habitually resided in London, exclaimed 
that they had never heard us confound our v’s and w’s. “The 
Pickwick Papers” have been so universally read in this country, 
that it is natural the Americans should imagine Sam Weller’s pro- 
nunciation to be a type of that usually spoken in the old country, 
at least in and about the metropolis. In their turn, the English 
retaliate amply on American travellers in the British Isles:— 
“You don’t mean to say you are an American? Is it possible? 
T should never have discovered it, you speak English so well!”— 
“Did you suppose that we had adopted some one of the Indian 
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languages?”—“I really never thought about it; but it is wonderful 
to hear you talk like us!” 

Looking into the shop-windows of New Orleans, we see much 
which reminds us of Paris, an abundance of articles manufactured 
in the northern States, but very few things characteristic of 
Louisiana. Among the latter I remarked, at a jeweler’s, many 
alligators’ teeth polished and as white as ivory, and set in silver 
for infants to wear round their necks to rub against their gums 
when cutting their teeth, in the same way as they use a coral in 
England. 

The tombs in the cemeteries on the outskirts of the town are 
raised from the ground, in order that they may be above the 
swamps, and the coffins are placed in bins like those of a cellar. 
The water is seen standing on the soil at a lower level in many 
places; there are often flowers and shrubs round the tombs, by 
the side of walks made of shells of the Gnathodon. Over the 
grave of one recently killed in a duel was a tablet, with the in- 
scription—“Mort, victime de Vhonneur!” Should anyone pro- 
pose to set up a similar tribute to the memory of a duelist at 
Mount Auburn, near Boston, a sensation would be created which 
would manifest how widely different is the state of public opinion 
in New England from that in the “First Municipality.” 

Among the signs of the tacit recognition of an aristocracy in 
the large cities, is the manner in which persons of the richer 
and more refined classes associate together in the large hotels. 
There is one public table frequented by bachelors, commercial 
travellers, and gentlemen not accompanied by their wives and 
families, and a more expensive one, called the Ladies’ Ordinary, 
at which ladies, their husbands, and gentlemen whom they invite, 
have their meals. Some persons who occupy a marked position 
in society, such as our friend the ex-Senator, Mr. Wilde, often 
obtain leave by favour to frequent this ordinary; but the keepers 
of the hotels grant or decline the privilege, as they may think 
proper. 

A few days after the Carnival we had another opportunity of 
seeing a grand procession of the natives, without masks. The 
corps of all the different companies of firemen turned out in their 
uniform, drawing their engines dressed up with flowers, ribbons, 
and flags, and I never saw a finer set of young men. We could 
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not help contrasting their healthy looks with the pale, sickly 
countenances of “the crackers,” in the pine-woods of Georgia and 
Alabama, where we had been spending so many weeks. These 
men were almost all of them creoles, and thoroughly acclimatized; 
and I soon found that if I wished to ingratiate myself with natives 
or permanent settlers in this city, the less surprise I expressed 
at the robust aspect of these young creoles the better. The late 
Mr. Sydney Smith advised an English friend who was going to 
reside some years in Edinburgh to praise the climate:—“When 
you arrive there it may rain, snow, or blow for many days, and 
they will assure you they never knew such a season before. If 
you would be popular, declare you think it the most delightful 
climate in the world.” When I first heard New Orleans com- 
mended for its salubrity, I could scarcely believe that my com- 
panions were in earnest, till a physician put into my hands a 
statistical table, recently published in a medical magazine, prov- 
ing that in the year 1845 the mortality in the metropolis of 
Louisiana was 1:850, whereas that of Boston was 2:250, or, in 
other words, while the capital of Massachusetts lost 1 out of 44 
inhabitants, New Orleans lost only 1 in 54; “yet the year 1845,” 
said he, “was one of great heat, and when a wider area than 
usual was flooded by the river, and exposed to evaporation under 
a hot sun.” 

It appears that when New Orleans is empty in the summer— 
in other words, when all the strangers, about 40,000 in number, 
go into the country, and many of them to the north, fearing 
the yellow fever, the city still contains between 80,000 and 100,- 
ooo inhabitants, who never suffer from the dreaded disease, 
whether they be of European or African origin. If, therefore, it 
be fair to measure the salubrity of a district by its adaptation 
to the constitution of natives rather than foreigners, the claim 
set up for superior healthiness may be less preposterous than at 
first it sounded to my ears. I asked an Irishman if the summer 
heat was intolerable. “You would have something else to think 
of in the hot months,” said he, “for there is one set of musquitoes 
who sting you all day, and when they go in toward dusk, another 
kind comes out and bites you all night.” 

The desertion of the city for five months by so many of the 
richer residents, causes the hotels, and the prices of almost every 
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article in shops, to be very dear during the remainder of the 
year. “Goods selling at northern prices” is a common form of 
advertisement, showing how high is the usual cost of all things 
in this city. The Irish servants in the hotel assure us that they 
can not save, in spite of their high wages, for whatever money 
they put by soon goes to pay the doctor’s bill, during attacks of 
chill and fever. 

Hearing that a Guide-book of New Orleans had been pub- 
lished, we wished to purchase a copy, although it was of some- 
what ancient date for a city of rapid growth. The bookseller 
said that we must wait till he received some more copies from 
New York, for it appears that the printing even of books of local 
interest is done by presses 2000 miles distant. Their law reports 
are, not printed here, and there is only one newspaper in the 
First Municipality, which I was told was very characteristic of 
the French race; for, in the Second Municipality, although so 
much newer, the Anglo-Americans have, during the last ten years, 
started ten newspapers. 

We were very fortunate in finding our old friend, Mr. Richard 
Henry Wilde, residing in the same hotel, for he had lately estab- 
lished himself in New Orleans, and was practising in the courts 
of civil law with success. The Roman law, originally introduced 
into the courts here by the first settlers, was afterwards modified 
by the French, and assimilated to the Code Napoleon, and finally, 
by modern innovations, brought more and more into accordance 
with the common law of England. Texas, in her new consti- 
tution, and even some of the older states, those of New England 
not excepted, have borrowed several improvements from the 
Roman law. Among these is the securing to married women 
rights in property, real and personal, so as to protect them from 
the debts of their husbands, and enable them to dispose of their 
own property. 


Governmental Eccentricities 


Mr. Wilde took me to the houses of the Legislature, where a 
discussion was going on as to the propriety of changing the seat 
of government from New Orleans to some other place in Louisi- 
ana, for it had been determined, though by a majority of one 
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only, in a convention appointed for that purpose, that they should 
go somewhere else, to a place at least sixty miles distant from 
the metropolis. I remarked, that the accessibility of New Orleans 
was so great, and so many must be drawn to it by business, that 
the determination to seek out a new site for a capital, seemed to 
me incomprehensible. “You will wonder still more,” he replied, 
“when I tell you, that when the convention had been some time 
at Baton Rouge to frame the new constitution, they thought it 
advisable to adjourn to New Orleans, where they could consult 
with lawyers who were attending the courts, and with the prin- 
cipal merchants, and where they might have access to good 
libraries, and be in daily communication by steam with all parts 
of the State. In short, they found that for the faithful discharge 
of their task, they stood in need of a great variety of information 
which they could obtain nowhere so readily as in the metropolis. 
Yet it seems never to have struck them that our future lawmakers 
might, with equal profit to the State, derive knowledge from 
the same source.” 

In the House of Representatives, English is spoken exclusively, 
but in the Senate many were addressing the House in French, 
and when they sat down an interpreter rose and repeated the 
whole speech over again in English. An orator was on his legs, 
maintaining that Baton Rouge had the best claims to become the 
future capital, a proposition soon afterward adopted by the 
majority. Another contended that Donaldsonville ought to be 
the place, as it would suit the convenience of 26,000 white male 
citizens, while Baton Rouge would only favour the interest of 
12,000. This line of argument seemed to me to contain an 
implied censure on the abandonment of New Orleans, but that 
was no longer an open question. When I afterward saw the in- 
significant village of Donaldsonville, I could not help being di- 
verted at the recollection of the inflated terms in which its future 
prospects had been dwelt upon. The speaker said, “He liked 
to lift the veil off the face of futurity and contemplate the 
gigantic strides to wealth, population, and power, which that city 
was destined to make; he liked to behold it in imagination, as 
it will be in reality, built up from the bank of the river to the 
margin of the lake, sustaining and supporting a happy, indus- 
trious, and enterprising population of millions, and being at the 
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same time the great emporium of the trade and commerce of the 
world.” 

Although I talked much with Louisianians of different classes 
in society, as to their reasons for changing the site of the capital, 
I never could satisfy myself that I had fathomed the truth, and 
suspect that a spirit of envy and antagonism of country against 
town lies more at the bottom of the measure than they were 
willing to confess, aggravated, perhaps, in this case, by the rivalry 
of two races. No one pretended that they wished to retreat to 
a village, from fear that the populace, or mob, of New Orleans 
might control the free action of the representative body. Some 
told me, that as their members received pay, they were desirous 
of taking away from them all temptations to protract the session, 
which the charms of a luxurious metropolis afforded. They also 
affirmed that, by living in so dear a place, their representatives 
acquired extravagant notions in regard to the expenditure of 
public money, and that they were exposed to the influence of 
rich merchants and capitalists, who gave them good dinners, and 
brought them round to their opinions. 

I asked if a convention for remodelling the constitution had 
been called for. My informants were generally disposed to think 
that the time had arrived when such a re-cast of the old system 
had become unavoidable. The recurrence, they said, of such 
conventions every twenty-five or thirty years, might seem to 
European politicians to imply a wish to perpetuate an experi- 
mental state of things; but where the population had quadrupled 
since the last convention—where thousands of emigrants had 
poured in from various States, the majority of them speaking 
a new language, and introducing a new code of laws, into the 
Second Municipality—where circumstances connected with their 
social, religious, political, and financial affairs had so altered— 
in a word, where they were unavoidably in a transition state, the 
best way of guarding against revolutionary movements was to 
settle on some fixed periods for revising the constitution, and 
inquiring whether any organic changes were indispensable. 

Among other violent proceedings, I found that the late con- 
vention had cashiered all the judges of the Supreme Court, 
although they had been appointed for life, or “quamdiu se bene 
gesserint,” and with very high salaries. They were to have no 
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retiring pensions, and this I remarked was an iniquity, as some 
of them had doubtless given up a lucrative practise on the faith 
of enjoying a seat on the bench for life. Some lawyers agreed 
that the measure was indefensible, and said they presumed that, 
in the end, the democratic party would elect all the judges annu- 
ally, by universal suffrage. I met, however, with optimists who 
were ready to defend every act of the convention. Several of 
the judges, they said, were superannuated, and it would have 
been invidious to single them out, and force them to resign. It 
was better to dismiss the whole. “As for retiring pensions, we 
hold, with your Jeremy Bentham, that no man can acquire a 
vested right in a public injury. Men are apt, when they have 
retained possession of an office for a great part of their lives, 
to think they own it.” ‘But what is to become of the judges,” 
said I, “who are thus cast off without pensions?” “Old Judge 
A ,” he replied, “owns: a plantation, ard will go and farm 
it. Judge B will probably get a professor’s chair in the new 
Law University;” and so he went on, providing for all of them. 
“In future,” he continued, “our judges are to be appointed by 
the Governor and Senate, with good salaries, for eight years; 
those first named being for two, four, six, and eight years, so 
that they may go out in rotation; but members of the Legislature 
can not be raised to the bench, as in Great Britain.” I objected, 
that such a system might render a judge who desired to be re- 
elected subservient to the party in power, or at least open to 
such an imputation. ‘No doubt,” he rejoined; “as in the case 
of your judges, who may be promoted to higher posts on the 
bench. As to the corrupting influence of their dependence on 
a legislature chosen by a widely-extended suffrage, many of your 
mayors and aldermen are elected for short terms, and exercise 
judicial functions in England.” 


During our stay in New Orleans, Mr. Wilde introduced us to 
his friend Mr. Clay, the Whig candidate in the late presidential 
election, and I was glad of the opportunity of conversing with 
this distinguished statesman. In the principal Episcopal church 
we were very fortunate in hearing Dr. Hawkes preach, and 
thought the matter and manner of his discourse deserving of his 
high reputation for pulpit eloquence. 
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One morning we rose early to visit the market of the First 
Municipality, and found the air on the bank of the Mississippi 
filled with mist as dense as a London fog, but of a pure white 
instead of yellow color. Through this atmosphere the innumer- 
able masts of the ships alongside the wharf, were dimly seen. 
Among other fruits in the market we observed abundance of 
bananas, and good pine-apples, for 25 cents (or a shilling) each, 
from the West Indies. There were stalls where hot coffee was 
selling in white china cups, reminding us of Paris. Among other 
articles exposed for sale, were brooms made of palmetto leaves, 
and wagon-loads of the dried Spanish moss, or Tillandsia. The 
quantity of this plant hanging from the trees in the swamps 
surrounding New Orleans, and everywhere in the delta of the 
Mississippi, might suffice to stuff all the mattresses in the world. 
The Indians formerly used it for another purpose—to give 
porosity or lightness to their building materials. When at Natchez, 
Dr. Dickeson showed me some bricks dug out of an old Indian 
mound, in which the tough woody fiber of the Tillandsia was still 
preserved. When passing through the stalls, we were surrounded 
by a population of negroes, mulattoes, and quadroons, some talk- 
ing French, others a patois of Spanish and French, others a 
mixture of French and English, or English translated from 
French, and with the French accent. They seemed very merry, 
especially those who were jet black. Some of the creoles also, both 
of French and Spanish extraction, like many natives of the south 
of Europe, were very dark. 

Amid this motley group, sprung from so many races, we en- 
countered a young man and woman, arm-in-arm, of fair com- 
plexion, evidently Anglo-Saxon, and who looked as if they had 
recently come from the north. The Indians, Spaniards, and 
French standing round them, seemed as if placed there to remind 
us of the successive races whose power in Louisiana had passed 
away, while this fair couple were the representatives of a pepole 
whose dominion carries the imagination far into the future. How- 
ever much the moralist may satirize the spirit of conquest, or 
the foreigner laugh at some vain-glorious boasting about “our 
destiny,” none can doubt that from this stock is to spring the 
people who will supersede every other in the northern, if not 
also in the southern continent of America:— 
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... “Immota manebunt 
Fata tibi 
Romanos rerum dominos.” 


Soon after our arrival we walked to the levee, or raised bank 
of the Mississippi, and, ascending to the top of the high roof of 
a large steamer, looked down upon the yellow muddy stream, not 
much broader than the Thames at London. At first I was disap- 
pointed that the “Father of Waters” did not present a more im- 
posing aspect; but when I had studied and contemplated the 
Mississippi for many weeks, it left on my mind an impression of 
grandeur and vastness far greater than I had conceived before 
seeing it. We counted thirty-four large steamships lying at the 
wharf, each with their double chimneys, and some of truly mag- 
nificent dimensions. The vessel we had chanced to enter, had 
her steam up and was bound for St. Louis, and we were informed 
that she would convey us to that city, a distance of 1,100 miles, 
in five days, against the current, for eighteen dollars, or 4 L., 
board included. 

We next went, for the sake of obtaining a general view of the 
city and its environs, to the top of the cupola of the St. Charles 
Hotel, the most conspicuous building in New Orleans, finished in 
1836, the lofty dome of which is of a beautiful form. Within 
the memory of persons now living, there were to be seen on the 
site of this massive edifice, ducks and other water birds, swim- 
ming about in pools of water, in a morass. The architect began 
the foundation by placing horizontally on the mud a layer of 
broad planks two and a half inches thick; in spite of which, the 
heavy building has sunk slightly in some places, but apparently 
without sustaining material injury. 

If a traveller had expected, on first obtaining an extensive view 
of the environs of this city, to see an unsightly swamp, with 
scarcely any objects to relieve the monotony of the flat plain save 
the winding river and a few lakes, he will be agreeably disap- 
pointed. He will admire many a villa and garden in the suburbs, . 
and in the uncultivated space beyond, the effect of uneven and 
undulating ground is produced by the magnificent growth of 
cypress and other swamp timber, which have converted what 
would otherwise have formed the lowest points in the landscape 
into the appearance of wooded eminences. From the gallery of 
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the cupola we saw the well-proportioned massive square tower 
of St. Patrick’s Church, recently built for the Irish Catholics, the 
dome of the St. Louis Hotel, and immediately below us that fine 
bend of the Mississippi, where we had just counted the steamers 
at the wharf. Here, in a convex curve of the bank, there has been 
a constant gain of land, so that in the last twenty-five years no 
less than three streets have been erected, one beyond the other, 
and all within the line of several large posts of cedar, to which 
boats were formerly attached. 


AMERICAN CULTURE AND AMERICAN PROSPECTS * 
By ALEXANDER MACKAY 


For almost forty years following its publication in 1849, Alexander 
Mackay’s “Western World” was the most complete and penetrating 
account of American institutions written by an Englishman; being 
supplanted only by Bryce’s “American Commonwealth.” The author 
based it upon no brief and hurried observation of the republic. He had 
spent some years in the United States before he commenced the tour 
which he describes in his “Western World,” and which itself consumed 
a large part of the years 1846-47. As he said, “to comprehend the social 
life of America, the working of its political institutions, and the bearing 
of its polity upon its moral development, it is absolutely essential that 
a man should step aside from the hotel, the railway and the steamer, 
and live with the people, instead of living, as the mere traveller does, 
beside them.” 

Mackay, who was born in 1808 and died in 1852, was admitted as a 
barrister to the Middle Temple in 1847. At the time he visited America 
in 1846-47 he was on the staff of the London Morning Chronicle, and 
remained with it until 1849. In 1851 he was sent to India by the 
chambers of commerce of the large northern cities of England to inquire 
into the possibility of raising cotton extensively there. Mackay’s point 
of view in looking at the United States was that of a convinced liberal. 
As the following selections show, he thoroughly realized the crudities 
of American character and life, but there was not a trace of ill-nature 
in his laugh over them. Of the superiority of the American political 
system to the British, and of a good many American ways and insti- 
tutions, he was thoroughly convinced, 


Mr. Mackay Meets a Jefferson Brick 


In addition to the roundabout journey by sea, the city of New 
York is approached from Boston by three different routes, each 
of which is a combination of railway and steamboat travelling. : 
The Long Island railway being blocked up by snow, I selected 


*From “The Western World, or, Travels in the United States in 
1846-47.” London, 1850. Volume I, chapter 3; volume IB, chapter 7; 
volume III, chapters 8 and 11. 
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the route by Norwich in preference to that by Stonington, the 
former curtailing the sea voyage by about thirty miles, a serious 
consideration, as the navigation of the Sound was then rather 
perilous, owing to the masses of ice with which it was ob- 
structed: 73s 

It was a beautiful starlight night, the deep blue of the sky 
looking almost black in contrast with the snow which lay thick 
upon the ground. The train whisked over the face of the country 
like a huge over-ponderous rocket, the wood-fire of the engine 
throwing up a shower of sparks which spread into a broad golden 
wake behind us. On the platform of the adjoining car I found 
a fellow-traveller, who, like myself, had sought refuge from the 
heat. Our mutual sympathy for fresh air soon led us into con- 
versation, during which I inquired of him as to the general char- 
acter and social position of those who journeyed along with us. 

“Well,” said he, “you see, as to position, they are much of a 
muchness; but some do one thing, and some another; some are 
farmers, who have been to Bosting to sell shoes—some are mer- 
chants from the west, who have also been to that ere city for 
winter stock—some do nothin’ that nobody knows on, but man- 
age to make a gentlemanly livin’ on it; and some are spekelators, 
who have been to the east to do a stroke of business; I’m a 
spekelator myself, but none of your dubitatious sort; I’ve lots 
for sale in Milwaukie, and Chicago—if you do anything in that 
line, stranger, I’m your man.” 

Having assured him that I had no intention of becoming a 
landed proprietor on Lake Michigan, or elsewhere, I begged him 
to explain that portion of his harangue which connected farmers 
with dealings in shoes. I had heard much of the fertility of 
the American soil, but was not aware that such articles ranked 
among its products. 

“Why, our people,” said he, “can turn their hands to a’most 
anything, from whippin’ the universe to stuffin’ a mosquito. 
These ’ere New England farmers, you see, farm it in the summer 
time, but their poor sile givin’ them nothin’ to do in the winter, 
they take to it indoors, and work for months at the last. They 
sell their shoes in Bosting for home consumption, and to send to 
Europe, Chainy, and South America.” 

I had scarcely received this piece of information, as to the 
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winter occupation of New England farmers, when we suddenly 
came to a halt, under a sort of shed, which I was informed was 
the Norwich station. We were still eight miles from Alleyn’s 
Point, where we were to take the steamer, and were soon in- 
formed by the conductor that we must stop at Norwich until 
news of her arrival should reach us. I could not exactly see 
the advantage of stopping for such a purpose—eight miles from 
the coast—but was obliged to swallow my disappointment. The 
truth was, that the Sound was so obstructed with ice, that, for 
the last two days, no steamer had ventured down from New 
York; and it was on the mere chance of finding one that might 
take us up to town, that we were trundled off from Boston. 

As we might be detained till morning, we all scrambled to the 
nearest hotels to secure sleeping quarters for the night. Alas! 
not only was every hotel full to overflowing, but there was not, 
in the whole town, a spare bed to be had for love or money. The 
passengers by the trains of the two previous days were still close 
prisoners in Norwich, as were also those who had arrived during 
the same period to proceed by the Long Island railway. Here, 
then, were upwards of a thousand persons suddenly added to the 
population of a small town, creating a demand for pillows and 
mattresses, for which the supply was anything but adequate. 

After a patient but unsuccessful search for a bed, I returned 
to the hotel nearest the station, where I found most of my fellow- 
unfortunates in noisy assemblage convened, venting their impre- 
cations against the railway company, which they held responsible 
for all the annoyances of the journey. Everybody was sure that 
everybody had an action at law against the directors; and if 
everybody had been anybody else but himself, he would have 
had no hesitation in testing the point. 

It was fortunate for us that the hotel was not unprovided with 
edibles. Whilst supper was being prepared, we were huddled 
into a small apartment, which did duty as an ante-chamber to 
a room behind it, fitted up as a bar-room, in which the more. 
noisy of the company had congregated, discussing gin sling and 
politics, and the prospects more immediately before them. When 
supper was announced, the race for seats was appalling. Being 
near the door I was pushed in without any effort of my own, 
and was amongst the first to be accommodated with a seat. 
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There was plenty, enough for the most craving appetites, and 
sufficient variety to meet any conceivable eccentricity of taste. 
The bacon and ham were good; but ludicrous in the extreme were 
the attempts at chops, and the faint imitations of steak. There 
were several varieties of fish, including oysters, which latter were 
boiled into a sort of black broth; there were innumerable sweets 
and sweetmeats, fowi in every mode of preparation, very white 
bread and very black bread, Indian corn prepared in half a dozen 
different ways, with tea and coffee, beer, and every variety of 
spirituous liquor. We were all very hungry, and for some min- 
utes forgot our annoyances in appeasing our appetites, the episode 
winding up by each man paying half a dollar to a sallow looking 
sentry in yellow shirt-sleeves, who stood at the door to receive it. 

Such as were so inclined now disposed of themselves for sleep. 
The ponderous but very comfortable arm-chairs, which invariably 
form the chief feature in the garniture of an American taproom, 
were immediately appropriated, as were also the chairs and tables 
in the adjoining rooms. Some laid themselves down upon the 
fioor, with billets of wood for pillows. I had luckily been able 
to seize upon a chair, and sat for some time musing upon the 
strangeness of my position. On my left sat a large burly man, 
in the attire of a farmer, and who, like myself, seemed indisposed 
to slumber. He chewed with unusual vehemence; and my atten- 
tion was first attracted to him by the unerring certainty with 
which he expectorated over one of them, into a spittoon, which 
lay between two sleepers on the floor. He occasionally varied 
his amusement by directing his filthy distillations against the 
stove, from the hot side of which they sometimes glanced with 
the report of a pistol. By and by we got into conversation, when 
I discovered that he was from the Granite State, as New Hamp- 
shire is called, and that he was on his way to Oregon, via New 
York and Cape Horn, a distance of 15,000 miles, but of which 
he seemed to make very light. His only trouble was, that he 
would be too late for the ship, which was to sail on the following 
day. I observed, that in that case his disappointment must be 
very great, inasmuch as many weeks must elapse ere a similar 
opportunity again presented itself to him. He assured me that 
it would be very trifling, for he had made up his mind, since 
he had supped, should he miss the ship, to “go west” to “Illinois 
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State.” I was astonished at the facility and apparent indiffer- 
ence with which he abandoned the one purpose for the other. 
But it is this flexibility of character that is at the very foundation 
of American enterprise. Let your genuine Yankee find one path 
impracticable, and he turns directly into another, in pursuing 
which he never permits his energies to be crippled by futile 
lamentations over past disappointments. 

About five in the morning we were once more put in motion by 
the welcome intelligence that a steamer had arrived, and was in 
waiting for us at Alleyn’s Point. We embarked about seven 
o’clock some miles above the mouth of the Thames River. The 
morning was bright and cold, and we had a keen cutting breeze 
in our faces as we dropped down towards the Sound. We stopped 
for some minutes to take in passengers at New London, one of 
the seaport towns of Connecticut, very prettily situated on the 
right bank of the river, close to its junction with the Sound. On 
the opposite bank is a tall obelisk, raised to the memory of some 
Americans, who are said to have been treacherously massacred, 
during the revolutionary war, by a troop of British soldiers. 
Whilst looking at this, two men, who were on deck, advanced and 
stopped within a pace or two of me. The elder, and spokesman 
of the two, was about forty-five years of age, and was dressed in 
a long overcoat, which was unbuttoned, and hung very slovenly 
down to his heels. He stooped, not at the shoulders, but from 
the stomach; whilst his sallow face was furrowed like a newly 
ploughed field. His lips were thin to a degree, his mouth being 
marked but by a sharp short line; and when he looked at you, 
it was with nervous and uneasy glances, furtively shot from be- 
neath a pair of shaggy half-gray eyebrows. His expression was 
malignant, his tout ensemble repulsive. I instinctively turned 
away from him, but it seems I was not to escape, for, having 
brought me, as he thought, within hearing distance, he muttered 
to his companion, but evidently a# me—‘Yes, there’s a moniment 
raised to the eternal shame of the bloody Britishers; but we’ll 
take the change out of them for that yet, or Colonel Polk’s not | 
my man, by G—d!” I looked at him, mechanically, as he uttered 
these words. He stood between me and his companion, as mo- 
tionless as a statue, his eye, which turned neither to the right 
nor to the left, apparently fixed on the distant shore of Long 
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Island, but with ears erect, in evident expectation of some re- 
joinder to this flattering harangue. Deeming it more prudent to 
make none, I turned away and paced the deck, which I had the 
satisfaction of perceiving caused him no little disappointment. 
He was one of the few in the seaboard and commercial States, 
who had been seized with the Oregon mania; and so powerfully 
did the poison operate upon him, that it was with difficulty that 
he could keep from biting. 

On leaving New London, a few minutes sufficed to bring us to 
the Sound, the shore of Long Island being dimly visible to the 
southward. Its waters were then smooth and glassy; but, shel- 
tered and landlocked though it be, the Sound is sometimes the 
scene of the most terrific and disastrous tempests. Our steamer 
was not one of the floating palaces which usually ply on these 
waters; and, being neither more nor less than the ferry-boat con- 
necting Long Island with the mainland, presented us with none 
of the accommodations generally found on this route. A more 
unshaven looking crew, therefore, than sat down to breakfast, 
can hardly be imagined. The majority of beards were of thirty- 
six hours’ growth; and it was amusing to watch the degree to 
which each had taken advantage of its accidental immunity. 
Some merely peered through the skin, others were wildly luxuriant. 
Some were light, some dark, some utterly black, some red, some 
sandy, and some had a smack of blue in them. The ladies, who 
had come aboard at New London, kept as shy from us as if we 
had escaped from Worcester. 

After breakfast I seated myself by the stove and commenced 
reading, but had been thus engaged only a few minutes, when I 
was accosted by a stout short elderly gentleman, dressed in snuff- 
coloured cloth from head to foot, who made me his confidant so 
far as to inform me, that we had been very lucky in getting a 
boat. Having nothing to object to so obvious a proposition, I 
categorically assented, in the hope of being able to resume my 
book. But in this I was disappointed, for he was soon joined by 
a middle-aged man, with a very self-sufficient expression, who 
asked me 

“Didn’t our Prez’dent’s message put the old Lion’s back up?” 

The steamer by which I had arrived being the first that had 
left Liverpool after the receipt in England of the President’s war- 
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like message, the most intense interest was manifested on all hands 
to know the effect which it had produced in Europe. I, therefore, 
replied—‘‘Considerably.” 

“We expected it would rile him a bit—rayther—we did,” 
added he. 

“Didn’t it frighten him a leetle?” asked the gentleman in snuff 
colour. 

“As an Englishman, I would fain be spared the humiliating 
confession,” replied I; “particularly as the whole will be pub- 
lished in the papers, in the course of a few hours.” 

This, as I expected, only made them the more curious. The 
first speaker returned to the charge, urging me to let them know 
what had taken place, and advising me, at the same time, that 
I might consider myself among friends; and that the Americans 
were not a “crowin’ people.” 

“Well, gentlemen,” said I, “if you can sympathize with a fallen 
enemy, I have no objection to speak plainly with you.” They 
shook their heads affirmatively, and showed, by drawing closer 
to, that they really meant kindly towards me. 

“The publication of the Message,” I continued, “was all that 
was necessary to shake to its foundation the European settlement 
of 1815. Prince Metternich immediately dismissed Reis Effendi 
across the Balkan. M. Guizot notified Abd-el-Kader that the 
triple alliance was at an end; whilst England, in alarm, threw 
herself into the hands of Risks, entering into an alliance offensive 
and defensive with that Power; and, as a guarantee of good faith, 
giving up the temporary possession of Tilbury Fort to the Auto- 
crat, whose troops now garrison the key of the Thames.” 

“Is that the way the British Lion took the lash of ‘Young 
Hickory’?” asked the first speaker; “Well, I swan 

“He needn’t have been scared in such a hurry, neither,” said 
the gentleman in snuff colour; “for maybe we didn’t mean it, after 
all.” 

“The Lion must have been considerably scared,” added I, 
“thus to seek protection from the Bear.” 

Both gentlemen hereupon looked at each other, pressed their 
lips, shook their heads, and unbuttoned their coats, that they 
might breathe the more freely; and, after regarding me for some 
time with an air of evident compassion, turned suddenly round, 
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and graciously left me to my own reflections. They were soon 
the centre of a group of eager listeners, to whom they detailed 
the important news which they had just heard. 

“Well, I declare!” I overheard the snuff-coloured gentleman say, 
“but we air a greater people than I thought for!” 

“T knowd it,” said a long Yankee from Maine; ‘‘we’re born to 
whip universal nature. The Europeans can’t hold a candle to us 
already, e’en a’mos a 

“We have certainly,” continued the snuff-coloured gentleman, 
thoughtfully, “done what Napoleon himself couldn’t do. We have 
introduced foreign troops into England. The mere wag of our 
President’s tongue has garrisoned her greatest fort with Cossacks 
and Rooshians.” 

Such of my fellow-voyagers by the “Hibernia” as overheard 
the conversation enjoyed it greatly, as indeed did most of those 
who were within reach of our voice, who were amused at the 
gullibility of the two elderly gentlemen. 

The truth is, that the more belligerent of the American people 
imagined that the President’s message was sure to set the old 
world in a flame, and were mortified beyond measure on ascertain- 
ing the little impression which it had really produced. 

As we approached the city, the Sound gradually narrowed, and 
when near Hell Gate, a straitened passage through which the 
water rushes at some periods of the tide with a velocity which 
renders its navigation rather hazardous, we became fairly em- 
bedded in ice, which, broken into masses of various sizes, com- 
pletely covered the surface of the water, and through which it was 
with extreme difficulty that we made our way. Mass after mass 
grated along the sides of the boat, and then went—crunch-crunch 
—under the lusty paddle-wheels, coming up, broken in piecemeal, 
in our wake. It was long dark ere we reached the city. Light 
after light first appeared upon our right, then on our left, then 
before, and finally all around us, as we became gradually en- 
vironed by the city and its insular suburbs. It was with difficulty 
we groped our way alongside one of the crowded wharves. The 
long terraces of shops and warehouses, which skirted the harbour, 
presented one continuous blaze of light; and from the multitude 
of figures which flitted rapidly to and fro, it would have been 
evident, had other tokens been wanting, that we were about to 
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land in a great and bustling city. Eight o’clock was tolling from 
the nearest steeple as I stepped ashore; and immediately, from 
spire to spire, on all sides, the hour rang merrily through the keen 
night air. I jumped into a sleigh, and, in less than an hour’s 
time, was oblivious to all my fatigues in a comfortable room in 
the second story of the Astor House. 


Southern Travel and Travellers 


Columbia, the seat of government in South Carolina, is situ- 
ated on the banks of a river called the Congaree, a stream of 
petty dimensions in America, but one which would cut a very 
respectable figure in the geography of a European kingdom. The 
town contains a population scarcely so numerous as that of 
Horsham, and would be esteemed as a fair specimen of a parlia- 
mentary borough in England. One would think that in selecting 
a site for their capital, fertility in the circumjacent region would 
be a sine qua non with any people. But not so with the Caro- 
linians, who, in order to have it in as central a position as pos- 
sible, have placed it in the midst of one of the most barren dis- 
tricts of the State. Luckily, its limited population renders it easy 
of supply, for it is difficult to see how a large community could 
subsist on such a spot, unless they could accommodate themselves 
to pine-cones as their chief edible. But Palmyra managed to 
subsist in the desert, and so may Columbia in the wilderness, 
which is the only appellation which can properly be bestowed 
upon the dreary and almost unbroken expanse of pine forest which 
surrounds it. Notwithstanding all its disadvantages in point of 
position, Columbia is, on the whole, rather an interesting little 
town. There is about it an air of neatness and elegance which 
betokens it to be the residence of a superior class of people— 
many of the planters whose estates are in the neighbourhood mak- 
ing it the place of their abode; as well as the governor, the chief 
functionaries of state subordinate to him, and some of the judges. 
There is little or nothing connected with the government build- 
ings worthy of attention, their dimensions being very limited, and 
their style of a simple and altogether unambitious description. 
The streets, as in the majority of the southern towns of more 
recent origin, are long, straight, and broad, and are lined, for the 
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most part, with trees, prominent amongst which are to be found 
the gay and flaunting “Pride of India.” Here, in this small, quiet, 
and unimposing-looking town, are conducted the affairs of a 
sovereign State, at a cost of under 50,000 £, including not only 
the salaries of all its functionaries political, judicial, and munici- 
pal, but also the payment of the members of the legislature during 
their attendance at its annual sitting. South Carolina, however, 
is not so fortunate as to be free of debt like her northern name- 
sake. Her absolute obligations exceed three millions of dollars, 
to which is to be added a contingent debt of about two millions, 
making her present total debt exceed five millions of dollars. On 
her absolute debt she now pays about 170,000 dollars a year by 
way of interest, or about 40,000 £, nearly as much as is required 
to defray the annual expense of the government of the State. 
She is not without something to show, however, as a set-off to the 
liabilities which she has incurred. Her public works are more 
numerous than extensive, and are proportionate to her existing 
wants. By means of some of these, a communication by boats 
has been opened between the capital and the sea-board. 

From Columbia I proceeded by railway towards Augusta. For 
the first half of the way the country was very uninteresting, being 
comparatively flat and sandy, and covered, for the most part, 
with the interminable pitch-pine. Indeed the pine-barrens extend, 
with but little interruption, almost the entire way between the 
two places, thé distance between them being from eighty to ninety 
miles. Here and there are some long stretches of marshy ground, 
over which the railway is carried, not by embankments, but upon 
piles, which impart to it a dangerous and shaky appearance. I 
was not surprised at the anxiety which almost every passenger 
manifested to get over these portions of the line without accident, 
especially when I learnt that there was danger in being detained 
upon them after night-fall. It was not simply, therefore, by the 
dread of a break-neck accident that they were animated, their 
fears being divided between such a possibility and any con- 
tingency which might expose them to the nocturnal miasmas of 
the marshes. 

Whilst passing over one of these flimsy and aerial-looking via- 
ducts, I left the carriage in which I was seated for the platform 
outside. In doing so, I perceived that I was followed by a little 
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wiry-looking man of about forty years of age, who had evidently, 
before my making the movement, been regarding me for some 
time with the most marked attention. He was dressed in a pair 
of coarse gray trousers, a yellow waistcoat, and a superfine blue 
swallow-tailed coat, profusely bespangled with large and well- 
burnished brass buttons. His face, which had a sickly pallor 
about it, was strongly lined, and marked with a mingled expres- 
sion of shrewdness and cunning, which gave it some fascination, 
at the same time that it bordered on the repulsive. He was 
becoming prematurely gray, his hair sticking out from his head 
as strong and crispy as catgut. I instinctively shrunk from him 
as he approached me, for I saw a large capital note of interroga- 
tion in each of his little and restless light blue eyes. Desirous 
of not being interrupted, I pulled out a notebook, with which I 
feigned to be engaged. Either the pretence was apparent to him, 
or, having made up his mind to address me, he was not going to 
be balked by a trifle. So approaching me still nearer, he put a 
finishing pressure upon the tobacco which was between his teeth, 
and the remaining juice of which he vehemently squirted over the 
platform of the succeeding carriage. Having done this he bent 
his head forward, opened his mouth wide, and the reeking quid 
fell at my feet. I turned half aside in disgust, and was medi- 
tating a retreat in to the carriage when. 

“Good day, stranger,” broke upon my ear, and intimated that 
I was too late. 

“Good day,” I replied, glancing at him at the same time; but 
he was not looking at me, for his eye was so vacantly intent upon 
the wilderness before us, that, for the moment, I doubted his 
having addressed me at all. 

“How d’ye do?” said he again, after a few seconds’ pause, 
nodding his head, and looking me for a moment full in the face, 
after which his eye again rivetted itself upon the forest. 

“As well as a stranger could expect to be under such a sun in 
these stewing latitudes,” I rejoined, at the same time wiping the 
perspiration, which was flowing very freely, from my face. 

“You don’t chew, p’raps?” added he, offering me his tobacco- 
box; on declining which he quietly replenished from its contents 


the void which the ejection of the last quid had left between his 
jaws. 
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“P’raps you snuff?” he continued. 

I made a negative motion. 

“Smoke?” he added. 

“Occasionally,” I replied. 

“I don’t—it’s a dirty habit,” said he, at the same time ejecting 
a quantity of poisoned saliva, a portion of which falling upon the 
iron railing which surrounded the platform, he rubbed off with his 
finger, which he afterwards wiped upon his trousers. 

“In no way can the use of tobacco be regarded as a very 
cleanly habit,” I remarked, looking at the stain which the opera- 
tion had left upon the garment in question. But if he heard, 
he affected not to hear me, for after a brief pause, changing the 
subject—— 

“May be you'll be no Scotchman, I’m thinkin’,” said he. 

“May be you're mistaken if you think so,” replied I. 

“I opined as much from your tarting wrapper,” he added, 
alluding to a small shepherd’s tartan plaid which I carried with 
me for night travelling. 

“Tt has something of a Scottish look about it,” I remarked drily. 

“Then,” said he, “I was right in my position.” 

“TJ did not say you were wrong,” rejoined I. 

“Stranger,” added he, “had I been wrong, you’d ’a said so.” 

I looked again at my notebook, in the hope that he would take 
the hint. But I was mistaken, for, after a brief silence, he con- 


tinued 

“I’m fond of Scotchmen,” looking at the same time hard at me, 
to see what effect was produced by the announcement of so 
astounding a piece of patronage. 

“Indeed,” I remarked, as unconcernedly as possible; at which 
he seemed somewhat annoyed, for he looked as if he expected me 
to grasp his hand. 

“I’m a Scotchman myself,” he added, fixing his eye upon me 
again. 

I was sorry to hear it, but looked unmoved, simply replying by 
the monosyllabic ejaculation, “Ah.” 

“Not exactly a Scotchman,” he continued, correcting himself; 
“for I was born in this country, and so were my father and grand- 
father before me.” 
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“Then you have a longer line of American ancestors than most 
of your fellow-countrymen can boast of,” I observed. 

“We don’t vally these things in this country,” said he in reply. 
“Tt’s what’s above ground, not what’s under, that we think on. 
Been long in this country, stranger?” 

“Some months.” 

“How much longer be you going to stay?” he added. 

“That’s more than I can tell,” replied I, “the length of my stay 
depending on a variety of circumstances.” 

“You couldn’t mention them?” he inquired coolly, expectorat- 
ing over his right shoulder, to the imminent danger of another 
passenger who had just emerged from the carriage, and who, by 
a jerk of his body, missed the filthy projectile. 

“Tf I were disposed to do so,” said I, rather amused at his 
impudence, “we should be at Augusta long before I could detail 
them all.” 

“I’m going further on,” added he, as if to intimate that he 
would give me an opportunity of finishing my story on quitting 
Augusta. 

“But I am not; and we are now but a few miles from it,” I 
observed. 

“Maybe you’re on government business?” said he, endeavouring 
to extort by piecemeal that of which he was denied an ample 
narration. 

“Maybe I’m not,” was all the satisfaction he had. 

“J don’t think you’re in the commercial line,” he continued, 
unabashed; “and you don’t look as if you was travelling for 
pleasure neither.” 

“It’s very singular,” was my reply. 

“How long d’ye think you'll stay in this free country?” he 
asked, baffled in his cross-examination as to my objects and 
pursuits. 

“Until I’m tired of it,” said I. 

“When will that be?” he inquired. 

“Perhaps not till I’m homesick,” said I. 

“That'll be very soon,” said he; “for most Europeans get 
homesick mightily soon after comin’ here.” 

“You give but a poor account of your country,” I observed. 
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“You're mistaken, stranger,” he remarked. “I don’t mean 
homesick.” 

“You said homesick,” rejoined I. 

“But I meant, sick of home,” he added, in a tone of great em- 
phasis; “for they can’t be long in the midst of our free institootions 
without a gettin’ dead sick of their tyrannical governments.” 

“Tt depends a great deal upon their turn of mind, and a little 
upon their strength of stomach,” I remarked; for at that moment 
the tobacco juice was oozing rapidly from either corner of his 
mouth. He did not comprehend the allusion, and I judged it as 
well to leave him in the dark. 


American Education and Letters 


The results of the general attention to popular education char- 
acteristic of American polity, are as cheering as they are obvious. 
It divorces man from the dominion of his mere instincts, in a 
country, the institutions of which rely for their maintenance upon 
the enlightened judgments of the public. Events may occur which 
may catch the multitude in an unthinking humour, and carry it 
away with them, or which may blind the judgment by flattering 
appeals to the passions of the populace; but on the great majority 
of questions of a social and political import which arise, every 
citizen is found to entertain an intelligent opinion. He may be 
wrong in his views, but he can always offer you reasons for them. 
In this, how favourably does he contrast with the unreasoning and 
ignorant multitudes in other lands! All Americans read and write. 
Such children and adults as are found incapable of doing either, 
are emigrants from some of the less favoured regions of the older 
hemisphere, where popular ignorance is but too frequently re- 
garded as the best guarantee for the stability of political systems. 

In a country of whose people it may be said that all read, it is 
but natural that we should look for a national literature. For 
this we do not look in vain in America. Like its commerce, its 
literature is as yet comparatively young, but like it in its develop- 
ment it has been rapid and progressive. There is scarcely a 
department of literature in which the Americans do not now 
occupy a respectable and prominent position. The branch in 
which they have least excelled, perhaps, is the drama. In poetry 
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they have been prolific, notwithstanding the practical nature of 
their pursuits as a people. A great deal of what they have pro- 
duced in this form is valueless, to say nothing else; but some of 
their poets have deservedly a reputation extending far beyond 
their country’s bounds. Of the novels of Cooper it is not neces- 
sary here to speak. There is an originality in the productions 
of Pierpont, and a vigour in those of Halleck, a truthfulness as 
well as force in the verses of Dana, and a soothing influence in 
the sweet strains of Bryant, which recommend them to all speak- 
ing or reading the glorious language in which they are written. 
In the bright galaxy of historical authors, no names stand higher 
than do those of some of the American historians. The fame of 
Prescott has already spread, even beyond the wide limits of Anglo- 
Saxondom. The name of Bancroft is as widely and as favourably 
known; his history of the United States, of which only a portion 
has as yet appeared, combining the interest of a romance with 
fidelity to sober realities. In biographical literature, and in 
essays of a sketchy character, none can excel Washington Irving; 
whilst in descriptive writing, and in detailing “incidents of travel,” 
Stevens has certainly no superior. Many medical works of great 
eminence are from American pens; and there is not a good law 
library in this country but is indebted for some of its most valu- 
able treasures to the jurisprudential literature of America. Promi- 
nent amongst the names which English as well as American law- 
yers revere, is that of Mr. Justice Story. Nor have American 
theologians been idle, whilst jurists and physicians have been 
busy with their pens. Dwight, Edwards, and Barnes, are known 
elsewhere as well as in America as eminent controversialists. Nor 
is the country behind in regard to science, for not only have many 
valuable scientific discoveries been made and problems solved in 
it, but many useful works of a scientific character have appeared, 
to say nothing of the periodicals which are conducted in the inter- 
ests of science. The important science of Economy has also been 
illustrated and promoted by the works of American economists, 
whilst Americans have likewise contributed their share to the 
political and philological literature of the world. The American 
brain is as active as American hands are busy. It has already 
produced a literature far above mediocrity, a literature which will 
be greatly extended, diversified, and enriched, as by the greater 
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spread of wealth the classes who can most conveniently devote 
themselves to its pursuit increase. 

It is but natural that a government which does so much for the 
promotion of education should seek to make an ally of literature. 
Literary men in America, like literary men in France, have the 
avenue of political preferment much more accessible to them than 
literary men in England. There is in this respect, however, this 
difference between France and America, that whilst in the former 
the literary man is simply left to push his way to place; in the 
latter, he is very often sought for and dragged into it. In France 
he must combine the violent partisan with the litterateur before 
he realizes a position in connection with his government. In 
America the litterateur is frequently converted into the politician, 
without ever having been the mere partisan. It was thus that 
Paulding was placed by President Van Buren at the head of the 
navy department, that Washington Irving was sent as minister 
to Spain, and Stevens dispatched on a political mission to Central 
America. It was chiefly on account of his literary qualities that 
Mr. Everett was sent as minister to London, and that Mr. Ban- 
croft was also sent thither by the cabinet of Mr. Polk. Like 
Paulding, this last-mentioned gentleman was for some time at the 
head of a department in Washington, previously to his under- 
taking the embassy to London. The historian exhibited adminis- 
trative capacity, as soon as he was called upon to exercise it; 
whilst in this country he has earned for himself the character of 
an accomplished diplomatist, a finished scholar, and a perfect 
gentleman. But Mr. Bancroft’s future fame will not depend upon 
his proved aptitude for administration or diplomacy. As in Mr. 
Macaulay’s case, so with him, the historian will eclipse the poli- 
tician. 

As is the case in this country, the periodical and newspaper 
press occupies a very prominent position in the literature of 
America. Periodicals, that is to say, quarterlies, monthlies, and 
serials of all kinds, issue from it in abundance; the reviews and 
magazines being chiefly confined to Boston, Philadelphia, and 
New York. 

In connexion with American newspapers, the first thing that 
strikes the stranger is their extraordinary number. They meet 
him at every turn, of all sizes, shapes, characters, prices, and 
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appellations. On board the steamer and on the rail, in the 
counting-house and the hotel, in the street and in the private 
dwelling, in the crowded thoroughfare and in the remotest rural 
district he is ever sure of finding the newspaper. There are daily, 
tri-weekly, bi-weekly, and weekly papers, as with us; papers 
purely political, others of a literary cast, and others again simply 
professional; whilst there are many of no particular character, 
combining everything in their columns. ‘Che proportion of daily 
papers is enormous. Almost every town, down to communities 
of two thousand in number, has not only one but several daily 
papers. The city of Rochester, for instance, with a population 
a little exceeding 30,000, has five; to say nothing of the bi-weekly 
and weekly papers which are issued in it. I was at first, with 
nothing but my European experience to guide me, at a loss to 
understand how they were all supported. But I found that, in 
addition to the extent of their advertising patronage, which is 
very great, advertisements being free of duty in America, the 
number of their readers is almost co-extensive with that of the 
population. There are few in America who do not both take in 
and read their newspapers. English newspapers are, in the first 
place, read but by a few; and in the next, the number of papers 
read is small in comparison with the number that read them. 
The chief circulation of English papers is in exchanges, news- 
rooms, reading-rooms, hotels, taverns, coffee-houses, and pot- 
houses, but a fraction of those who read them taking them in for 
themselves. Their high price may have much to do with this. 
In America the case is totally different. Not only are places of 
public resort well supplied with the journals of the day, but most 
families take in their paper, or papers. With us it is chiefly the 
inhabitants of towns that read the journals; in America the vast 
body of the rural population peruse them with the same avidity 
and universality as do their brethren in the towns. Were it 
otherwise it would be impossible for the number which now appear, 
to exist. But as newspapers are multiplied, so are readers, every- 
one reading and most subscribing to a newspaper. Many fami- 
lies, even in the rural districts, are not contented with one, but 
must have two or more, adding some metropolitan paper to the 
one or two local papers to which they subscribe. 

The character of the American press is, in many points of view, 
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not as elevated as it might be. But in this respect it is rapidly 
improving, and, as compared to what it was some years ago, 
there is now a marked change in it for the better. There may 
be as much violence, but there is less scurrillity than heretofore 
in its columns; it is also rapidly improving in a literary point of 
view. There are several journals in some of the great metropolitan 
cities, which, whether we take into account the ability with which 
they are conducted, or the dignity of attitude which they assume, 
as favourably contrast with the great bulk of the American press, 
as do the best conducted journals of this country. 

The American papers, particularly in the larger commercial 
towns, are conducted with great spirit; but they spend far more 
money in the pursuit of news than they do in the employment of 
talent. Their great object is to anticipate each other in the 
publication of news. For this purpose they will either individ- 
ually, or sometimes in combination, go to great trouble and 
expense. During the progress of the Oregon controversy a few 
of the papers in New York and Philadelphia clubbed together to 
express the European news from Halifax to New York, by horse- 
express and steamer, a distance of 700 miles, and this too in winter. 
The most striking instance of competition between them that ever 
came under my observation was the following. For some time 
after the breaking out of the Mexican War, the anxiety to obtain 
news from the South was intense. There was then no electric 
telegraph south of Washington, the news had therefore to come 
to that city from New Orleans through the ordinary mail chan- 
nels. The strife was between several Baltimore papers for the 
first use of the telegraph between Washington and Baltimore. 
The Telegraph-office was close to the Post-office, both being 
more than a mile from the wharf, at which the mail-steamer, after 
having ascended the Potomac from the Acquia Creek, stopped, 
and from which the mail-bags had to be carried in a wagon to the 
Post-office. The plan adopted by the papers to anticipate each 
other was this. Each had an agent on board the steamer, whose 
duty it was, as she was ascending the river, to obtain all the 
information that was new, and put it in a succinct form for trans- 
mission by telegraph, the moment it reached Washington. Having 
done so, he tied the manuscript to a short heavy stick, which he 
threw ashore as the boat was making the wharf. On shore each 
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paper had two other agents, one a boy mounted on horseback, 
and the other a man on foot, ready to catch the stick to which the 
manuscript was attached the moment it reached the ground. As 
soon as he got hold of it he handed it to the boy on horseback, 
who immediately set off with it at full gallop for the Telegraph- 
office. There were frequently five or six thus scrambling for 
precedence, and as they sometimes all got a good start, the race 
was a very exciting one. Crowds gathered every evening around 
the Post-office and Telegraph-office, both to learn the news, and 
witness the result of the race. The first in, secured the telegraph, 
and in a quarter of an hour afterwards the news was known at 
Baltimore, forty miles off, and frequently before the mail was 
delivered, and it was known even at Washington itself. On an 
important occasion one of the agents alluded to as being on board, 
beat his competitors by an expert manceuvre. He managed, un- 
perceived, to take a bow on board with him, with which, on the 
arrival of the boat, he shot his manuscript ashore, attached to an 
arrow, long before his rivals could throw the sticks ashore to 
which theirs was tied. Next evening, however, when still more 
important news was expected, and arrived, he was in turn out- 
witted. On her way up the boat touches at Alexandria, on the 
south side of the river, to leave the bags directed to that town, 
and take others from it. On this occasion one of the newspapers 
had a relay of horses between Washington and Alexandria, the 
rider receiving the news from the agent on board at the Jatter 
place, and galloping off with it to the capital. The bow was then 
of no use, for by the time the news-laden arrow was shot ashore, 
the intelligence designed for the rival paper was being telegraphed 
ahead to Baltimore. It will thus be seen that the American press 
partakes of that “go-aheadism” which characterizes the pursuit 
of business in so many of its other departments in America. 


The Character of American Society 


The Americans are almost universally known to be a sensitive © 
people. They are more than this; they are over-sensitive. This 
is a weakness which some travellers delight to play upon. But 
if they understood its source aright, they would deal more ten- 
derly with it. As a nation, they feel themselves to be in the 
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position of an individual whose permanent place in society has 
not yet been ascertained. They have struggled in little more than 
a century into the first rank among the powers of the earth; but, 
like all new members of a confined and very particular circle, they 
are not yet quite sure of the firmness of their footing. When they 
look to the future, they have no reason to doubt the prominency 
of the position, social, political, and economical, which they will 
assume. But they are in haste to be all of that they are yet 
destined to be; and although they do not exact from the stranger 
a positive recognition of all their pretensions, they are sensitive 
to a degree to any word or action on his part which purports a 
denial of them. It must be confessed that this weakness has of 
late very much increased. A sore that is being constantly irri- 
tated will soon exhibit all the symptoms of violent inflammation. 
The feelings of the American people have been wantonly and 
unnecessarily wounded by successive travellers who have under- 
taken to depict them, nationally and individually, and who, to 
pander to a prevailing taste in this country, have generally viewed 
them on the ludicrous side. It is a mistake to fancy that the 
Americans are impatient of criticism. They will submit to any 
amount of it that is fair, when they discover that it is tendered 
in an honest spirit. What they most wince at is the application 
to them and their affairs of epithet tending to turn them into 
ridicule. You may be as severe as you please with them, even 
in their own country as well as out of it, without irritating them, 
provided it appears that your intention is not simply to raise a 
laugh at their expense. When I first went to Washington, I was 
cautioned by one who knew the Americans well, not to suppress 
my real sentiments concerning them, but to be guarded as to the 
terms and the manner in which I gave utterance to them. They 
have been so frequently unjustly dealt with by English writers, 
that they now suspect every Englishman of a predetermination 
to treat them in a similar manner. I acted upon the advice which 
I received, and for the six months during which I resided in the 
capital, I freely indulged in criticism of men and things, without, 
so far as I could ascertain, giving the slightest offence to anyone. 
But there are cases in which a look, a shrug of the shoulder, or 
a verbal expression, may cause the greatest irritation. In this 
country it is difficult to understand this sensitiveness on the part 
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of the American people. England has her fixed position in the 
great family of nations, and at the head of civilization—a position 
which she has long occupied, and from which it will be some time 
ere she is driven. We care not, therefore, what the foreigner says 
or thinks of us. He may look or express contempt as he walks 
our streets, or frequents our public places. His praise cannot 
exalt, nor can his contempt debase us, as a people. The desire 
of America is to be at least abreast of England in the career of 
nations; and every expression which falls from the Englishman 
showing that in his opinion she is yet far behind his own country, 
grates harshly upon what is after all but a pardonable vanity, 
springing from a laudable ambition. 

The Americans are much more sensitive at home than they are 
abroad. Their country is but yet young; and when they hear 
parties abroad who have never seen it, expressing opinions in any 
degree derogatory to it, they console themselves with the reflec- 
tion that the disparaging remark has its origin in an ignorance of 
the country, which is judged of, not from what it really is, but 
simply as a state of but seventy years’ growth. Now in Europe 
it is but seldom that seventy years of national existence accom- 
plishes much for a people. It is true that more has been done for 
mankind during the last seventy than perhaps during the previous 
700; but the development of a nation in Europe is a slow process 
at the best, as compared with the course of things in this respect 
in America. The American, therefore, feels that, if the European 
would suspend his judgment until he saw and heard for himself, 
it would be very different from what it is when begotten in preju- 
dice and pronounced in ignorance. This takes the sting from 
such disparaging criticism abroad as he may chance to hear. But 
if it is offered at home, unless it is accompanied with all the 
candour and honesty in which such criticism should alone be in- 
dulged in, he has no such reflection to take refuge in, and it 
wounds him to the quick. If, notwithstanding all the evidences 
which the country affords of unexampled prosperity, universal 
contentment, social improvement, and material progress, the for- . 
eigner still speaks of it, not in terms of severity, but in those of 
contempt—in terms, in sort, which the American feels and knows 
are not justifiable—he can only refer the criticism to a predeter- 
mination to turn everything into ridicule, and is consequently not 
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unjustly offended. Such, unfortunately, is the predetermination 
with which a large proportion of English travellers in America 
enter the country, demeaning themselves, during their peregrina- 
tions through it, with an ill-disguised air of self-importance, un- 
palatable to a people who have become jealous from unmerited 
bad treatment. The consequence is, that every Englishman in 
America is now on his good behaviour. He is not regarded as 
candid until he proves himself the reverse, but as prejudiced and 
unfriendly until he gives testimony of his fairness and honesty. 
If the Americans are more sensitive at home than they are 
abroad, they are more boastful abroad than they are at home. 
The one is a mere weakness, the other frequently an offence. 
Many in Europe judge of the American people from the specimens 
of them who travel. There are, of course, many Americans that 
travel, who, if they partake largely of the national vanity attrib- 
uted to them all, have the tact and the courtesy to conceal it. 
Indeed, some of the best specimens of Americans are, for obvious 
reasons, those who have travelled much from home. But the 
great mass of American travellers enter foreign countries with as 
thick a coat of prejudice about them, as Englishmen generally 
wear in visiting America. The consequence is, that they commit 
the fault abroad, at which they are so irritated when committed 
in regard to themselves by the foreigner in America. With the 
American abroad, however, this fault assumes the reverse phase 
of that taken by it when committed by the foreigner in America. 
The Englishman, for instance, who is disposed to view everything 
in America through a jaundiced eye, and to draw invidious com- 
parisons between the two countries, exalts his own by running 
down the other. The American, on the other hand, having the 
same object in view, approaches it from the opposite side, draw- 
ing comparisons favourable to his country, not by disparaging 
others, but by boasting of his own. This may be the weaker, but 
it is certainly the less offensive manifestation of a common fault. 
It would be erroneous to suppose that the national vanity which 
so many Americans exhibit abroad, is prominently manifested at 
home. At all events it is not obtruded upon the stranger. The 
evidences of the country’s greatness, both present and prospective, 
are before him when in the country; and to recapitulate them to 
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him under these circumstances would be but to tell a tale twice 
over... . 

Intimately connected with the pride of country which generally 
distinguishes the Americans, is the feeling which they cherish 
towards their institutions. Indeed, when the national feeling of 
an American is alluded to, something very different is implied 
from that which is generally understood by the term. In Europe, 
and particularly in mountainous countries, the aspect of which is 
such as to impress itself vividly upon the imagination, the love 
of country resolves itself into a reverence for locality irrespective 
of all other considerations. Thus the love which a Swiss bears 
to his country is attached to the soil constituting Switzerland, 
without reference to the social or political institutions which may 
develop themselves in the cantons. And so with the Scottish 
mountaineer, whose national attachments centre upon the rugged 
features of his native land. It is seldom that the national feeling 
exhibits itself to the same extent in the breast of one born and 
bred in a country surpassingly rich, perhaps, in all the produc- 
tions which minister to the comforts of life, but destitute of those 
rough and stern features which so endear his country to the hardy 
mountaineer. It is quite true that inspiriting historic associations 
may frequently produce feelings of national attachment similar 
to those inspired by a grand and imposing development of ex- 
ternal nature; it is thus that some of the most patriotic tribes 
on earth are the inhabitants, not of the rugged mountain defile, 
but of the rich and monotonous plain. But the American exhibits 
little or none of the local attachments which distinguish the 
European. His feelings are more centred upon his institutions 
than his mere country. He looks upon himself more in the light 
of a republican than in that of a native of a particular territory. 
His affections have more to do with the social and political system 
with which he is connected, than with the soil which he inhabits. 
The national feelings which he and a European cherishes being 
thus different in their origin and their object, are also different 
in their results. The man whose attachments converge upon a 
particular spot of earth, is miserable if removed from it, no mat- 
ter how greatly his circumstances otherwise may have been im- 
proved by his removal; but give the American his institutions 
and he cares but little where you place him. In some parts of 
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the Union the local feeling may be comparatively strong, such 
as in New England; but it is astonishing how readily even there 
an American makes up his mind to try his fortunes elsewhere, 
particularly if he contemplates removal to another part of the 
Union, no matter how remote, or how different in climate and 
other circumstances from what he has been accustomed to, pro- 
vided the flag of his country waves over it, and republican insti- 
tutions accompany him in his wanderings. 

Strange as it may seem, this peculiarity, which makes an Amer- 
ican think less of his country than of the institutions which char- 
acterize it, contributes greatly to the pride which he takes in his 
country. He is proud of it, not so much for itself as because it 
is the scene in which an experiment is being tried which engages 
the anxious attention of the world. The American feels himself 
much more interested in the success of his scheme of government, 
if not more identified with it, than the European does in regard 
to his. The Englishman, for instance, does not feel himself par- 
ticularly committed to the success of monarchy as a political 
scheme. He will support it as long as he is convinced that it 
conduces to the general welfare; and, judging it by this standard, 
it is likely that he will yet support it for a long time to come. 
He feels his honour to be involved in the independence of his 
country, but does not consider himself to be under any obligations 
to prove this or that political system an efficient one. The politi- 
cal scheme under which he lives he took as part and parcel of his 
inheritance in a national point of view, and his object is to make 
the best of it. It is very different, however, with the American. 
He feels himself to be implicated, not only in the honour and in- 
dependence of his country, but also in the success of democracy. 
He has asserted a great principle, and feels that, in attempting 
to prove it to be practicable, he has assumed an arduous respon- 
sibility. He feels himself, therefore, to be directly interested in 
the success of the political system under which he lives, and all 
the more so because he is conscious that in looking to its working 
mankind are divided into two great classes—those who are inter- 
ested in its failure, and those who yearn for its success. Every 
American is thus, in his own estimation, the apostle of a par- 
ticular political creed, in the final triumph and extension of which 
he finds both himself and his country deeply involved. .. , 
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It is this feeling which renders the establishment of monarchy 
an impossibility in the United States. The American not only 
believes that his material interests are best subserved by a demo- 
cratic form of government, but his pride is also mixed up with 
its maintenance and its permanency. It is a common thing for 
Europeans to speculate upon the disintegration of the Union, and 
the consequent establishment, in some part or parts of it, of the 
monarchical principle. These speculations are generally based 
upon precedents, but upon precedents which have in reality no 
application to America. The republics of old are pointed to as 
affording illustrations of the tendencies of republicanism. But 
the republics of old afford no criterion by which to judge of 
republicanism in America. The experiment which is being tried 
there is one sui generis. Not only are the political principles 
established different from those which have heretofore been prac- 
tically recognized, but the people are also in a better state of 
preparation for the successful development of the experiment. 
The social condition of the ancient republics was as different from 
that of America as night is from day. The political superstruc- 
tures which arose in them conformed themselves more or less to 
the nature of their bases. The result was not republicanism, 
but oligarchy. 


PRESIDENT LINCOLN AND PRESIDENT DAVIS, 1861 * 
By Wiitiram Howarp RussELL 


W. H. Russell was born in 1821 near Dublin, was educated at Trinity 
College and Cambridge, and in the early forties became connected with 
the London Times. He at first thought of following a legal career, and 
was called to the bar in 1851, but his work for the press soon claimed 
all his attention. In 1843 he reported the O’Connell meetings in Ireland 
for the Times, in 1849-50 he was sent as correspondent to the scene of 
the Danish-Prussian War, and when the Crimean War broke out in 1853 
he went to the front. His letters to the Times became the chief source 
of enlightenment for the English public, and were so popular that they 
were later reprinted in two volumes. By his exposure of the misman- 
agement of the war he did more than anyone else to cause the fall of the 
Aberdeen Ministry, and his name by 1856 was familiar throughout 
Europe and America. He was in India during the Sepoy Mutiny, being 
present at the siege and capture of Lucknow, and receiving the Indian 
war medal. In January, 1860, he commenced the publication of the 
Army and Navy Gazette, of which he was editor and chief proprietor. 
But when the American Civil War threatened to break out, the Times 
engaged him and hurried him off to the United States. He was re- 
garded, at the time he landed in New York, as one of the foremost 
journalists of the time and an authority upon military affairs. 

Russell’s career following the Civil War was as full of action as the 
years preceding it. He was at home in England until 1866, when he 
went to witness the Austro-Prussian War, and was at the battle of 
Koniggratz. He toured the Mediterranean with the Prince of Wales 
in 1868. When the Franco-Prussian War began, he hurried to the 
scene, and was in the thick of it from the battle of Worth to the sur- 
render of Paris; while later he gave a vivid description of the Com- 
munard outbreak. During the seventies he was with the Prince of 
Wales in India, and with Lord Wolseley during the Zulu War. He 
accompanied the Duke of Sutherland in touring the United States and 
Canada in 1881, and in the resulting book “Hesperother” described some 
of the changes since his Civil War visit. Later he was with Wolseley 
in the Egyptian campaign. In 1895 he was knighted, and in 1907 he 
died. 


*From “My Diary North and South.” New York, 1862. Chapters 
5, 6, and 23. 
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Seward, Lincoln, Chase, and Others 


March 27th_—. . . In a moderately sized and very comfortable 
apartment, surrounded with bookshelves, and ornamented with a 
few engravings, we found the Secretary of State seated at his 
table, and enjoying a cigar; he received me with great courtesy 
and kindness, and after a time said he would take occasion to 
present me to the President, who was to give audience that day 
to the minister of the new kingdom of Italy, who had hitherto 
only represented the kingdom of Sardinia. 

I have already described Mr. Seward’s personal appearance; 
his son, to whom he introduced me, is the Assistant-Secretary of 
State, and is editor or proprietor of a journal in the State of New 
York, which has a reputation for ability and fairness. Mr. 
Frederick Seward is a slight delicate-looking man, with a high 
forehead, thoughtful brow, dark eyes, and amiable expression; 
his manner is very placid and modest, and, if not reserved, he is 
by no means loquacious. As we were speaking, a carriage drove 
up to the door, and Mr. Seward exclaimed to his father, with 
something like dismay in his voice, “Here comes the Chevalier 
in full uniform!”—and in a few seconds in effect the Chevalier 
Bertinatti made his appearance, in cocked hat, white gloves, dip- 
lomatic suit of blue and silver lace, sword, sash, and ribbon of 
the cross of Savoy. I thought there was a quiet smile on Mr. 
Seward’s face as he saw his brilliant companion, who contrasted 
so strongly with the more than republican simplicity of his own 
attire. “Fred, do you take Mr. Russell round to the President’s, 
whilst I go with the Chevalier. We will meet at the White House.” 
We accordingly set out through a private door leading to the 
grounds, and within a few seconds entered the hall of the mod- 
erate mansion, White House, which has very much the air of a 
portion of a bank or public office, being provided with glass doors 
and plain heavy chairs and forms. The domestic who was in 
attendance was dressed like any ordinary citizen, and seemed per- 
fectly indifferent to the high position of the great personage with 
whom he conversed, when Mr. Seward asked him, “Where is the 
President?” Passing through one of the doors on the left, we 
entered a handsome spacious room, richly and rather gorgeously 
furnished, and rejoicing in a kind of “demi-jour,” which gave in- 
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creased effect to the gilt chairs and ormolu ornaments. Mr. 
Seward and the Chevalier stood in the centre of the room, whilst 
his son and I remained a little on one side. “For,” said Mr. 
Seward, “you are not to be supposed to be here.” 1 
Soon afterwards there entered, with a shambling, loose, irregu- ~ 
lar, almost unsteady gait, a tall, lank, lean man, considerably 
over six feet in height, with stooping shoulders, long pendulous 
arms, terminating in hands of extraordinary dimensions, which, 
however, were far exceeded in proportion by his feet. He was 
dressed in an ill-fitting, wrinkled suit of black, which put one in 
mind of an undertaker’s uniform at a funeral; round his neck a 
rope of black silk was knotted in a large bulb, with flying ends 
projecting beyond the collar of his coat; his turned-down shirt- 
collar disclosed a sinewy muscular yellow neck, and above that, 
nestling in a great black mass of hair, bristling and compact like 
a ruff of mourning pins, rose the strange quaint face and head, 
covered with its thatch of wild republican hair, of President 
Lincoln. The impression produced by the size of his extremities, 
and by his flapping and wide-projecting ears, may be removed 
by the appearance of kindliness, sagacity, and the awkward bon- 
homie of his face; the mouth is absolutely prodigious; the lips, 
straggling and extending almost from one line of black beard to 
the other, are only kept in order by two deep furrows from the 
nostril to the chin; the nose itself—a prominent organ—stands 
out from the face, with an inquiring, anxious air, as though it 
were sniffing for some good thing in the wind; the eyes, dark, 
full, and deeply set, are penetrating, but full of an expression 
which almost amounts to tenderness; and above them projects 
the shaggy brow, running into the small hard frontal space, the 
development of which can scarcely be estimated accurately, owing 
» to the irregular flocks of thick hair carelessly brushed across it. 
One would say that, although the mouth was made to enjoy a 
joke, it could also utter the severest sentence which the head could 
dictate, but that Mr. Lincoln would be ever more willing to 
temper justice with mercy, and to enjoy what he considers the 
amenities of life, than to take a harsh view of men’s nature and 
of the world, and to estimate things in an ascetic or puritan 
spirit. A person who met Mr. Lincoln in the street would not 
take him to be what—according to the usages of European society 
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—is called a “gentleman”; and indeed, since I came to the United 
States, I have heard more disparaging allusions made by Amer- 
icans to him on that account than I could have expected among 
simple republicans, where all should be equals; but at the same 
time, it would not be possible for the most indifferent observer _ 
to pass him in the street without notice. 

As he advanced through the room, he evidently controlled a 
desire to shake hands all round with everybody, and smiled good- 
humouredly till he was suddenly brought up by the staid deport- 
ment of Mr. Seward, and by the profound diplomatic bows of 
the Chevalier Bertinatti. Then, indeed, he suddenly jerked him- 
self back, and stood in front of the two ministers, with his body 
slightly drooped forward, and his hands behind his back, his 
knees touching, and his feet apart. Mr. Seward formally pre- 
sented the minister, whereupon the President made a prodigiously 
violent demonstration of his body in a bow which had almost the 
effect of a smack in its rapidity and abruptness, and, recovering 
himself, proceeded to give his utmost attention, whilst the Cheva- 
lier, with another bow, read from a paper a long address in pre- 
senting the royal letter accrediting him as “minister resident”; 
and when he said that “the king desired to give, under your 
enlightened administration, all possible strength and extent to 
those sentiments of frank sympathy which do not cease to be 
exhibited every moment between the two peoples, and whose origin 
dates back as far as the exertions which have presided over their 
common destiny as self-governing and free nations,” the President 
gave another bow still more violent, as much as to accept the 
allusion. 

The minister forthwith handed his letter to the President, who 
gave it into the custody of Mr. Seward, and then, dipping his 
hand into his coat-pocket, Mr. Lincoln divi out a sheet of paper, 
from which he read his reply, the most remarkable part of which 
was his doctrine “that the United States were bound by duty not 
to interfere with the differences of foreign governments and 
countries.” After some words of compliment, the President shook 
hands with the minister, who soon afterwards retired. Mr. 
Seward then took me by the hand and said ;—“Mr. President, 
allow me to present to you Mr. Russell, of the London Times.” 
On which Mr. Lincoln put out his hand in a very friendly manner, 
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and said, “Mr. Russell, I am very glad to make your acquaint- 
ance, and to see you in this country. The London Times is one 
of the greatest powers in the world,—in fact, I don’t know any- 
thing which has much more power,—except perhaps the Missis- 
sippi. I am glad to know you as its minister.” Conversation 
ensued for some minutes, which the President enlivened by two 
or three peculiar little sallies, and I left agreeably impressed with 
his shrewdness, humour, and natural sagacity. 

In the evening I dined with Mr. Seward, in company with his 
son, Mr. Seward, jr., Mr. Sanford, and a quaint, natural specimen 
of an American rustic lawyer, who was going to Brussels as 
Secretary of Legation. .. . 

March 28th—I was honoured today by visits from a great 
number of members of Congress, journalists, and others. Judging 
from the expressions of most of the Washington people, they 
would gladly see a Southern Cabinet installed in their city. The 
cold shoulder is given to Mr. Lincoln, and all kinds of jokes and 
Stories are circulated at his expense. People take particular 
pleasure in telling how he came towards the seat of government 
disguised in a Scotch cap and cloak, whatever that may mean. 

In the evening I repaired to the White House. The servant 
who took my hat and coat was particularly inquisitive as to my 
name and condition of life; and when he heard I was not a min- 
ister, he seemed inclined to question my right to be there at all; 
“for,” said he, “there are none but members of the cabinet, and 
their wives and daughters, dining here today.” Eventually he 
relaxed,—instructed me how to place my hat so that it would be 
exposed to no indignity, and informed me that I was about to 
participate in a prandial enjoyment of no ordinary character. 
There was no parade or display, no announcement,—no gilded 
staircase, with its liveried heralds, transmitting and translating 
one’s name from landing to landing. From the unpretending 
ante-chamber, a walk across the lofty hall led us to the reception- 
room, which was the same as that in which the President held 
his interview yesterday. 

Mrs. Lincoln was already seated to receive her guests. She is 
of the middle age and height, of a plumpness degenerating to the 
embonpoint natural to her years; her features are plain, her 
nose and mouth of an ordinary type, and her manners and ap- 
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pearance homely, stiffened, however, by the consciousness that 
her position requires her to be something more than plain Mrs. 
Lincoln, the wife of an Illinois lawyer; she is profuse in the intro- 
duction of the word “sir” in every sentence, which is now almost 
an Americanism confined to certain classes, although it was once 
as common in England. Her dress I shall not attempt to describe, 
though it was very gorgeous and highly coloured. She handled a 
fan with much energy, displaying a round, well proportioned 
arm, and was adorned with some simple jewellery. Mrs. Lincoln 
struck me as being desirous of making herself agreeable; and I 
own I was agreeably disappointed, as the Secessionist ladies at 
Washington had been amusing themselves by anecdotes which 
could scarcely have been founded on fact. 

Several of the Ministers had already arrived; by and by all had 
come, and the party waited only for General Scott, who seemed 
to be the representative man in Washington of the monarchical 
idea, and to absorb some of the feeling which is lavished on the 
pictures and memory, if not on the monument, of Washington. 
Whilst we were waiting, Mr. Seward took me round, and intro- 
duced me to the Ministers, and to their wives and daughters, 
among the latter, Miss Chase, who is very attractive, agreeable, 
and sprightly. Her father, the Finance Minister, struck me as 
one of the most intelligent and distinguished persons in the whole 
assemblage—tall, of a good presence, with a well-formed head, 
fine forehead, and a face indicating energy and power. ‘There 
is a peculiar droop and motion of the lid of one eye, which seems 
to have suffered some injury, that detracts from- the agreeable 
effect of his face; but, on the whole, he is one who woud not pass 
quite unnoticed in a European crowd of the same description. 

In the whole assemblage there was not a scrap of lace or a 
piece of ribbon, except the gorgeous epaulettes of an old naval 
officer who had served against us in the last war, and who repre- 
sented some branch of the naval department. Nor were the 
Ministers by any means remarkable for their personal appearance. 

Mr. Cameron, the Secretary of War, a slight man, above the . 
middle height, with gray hair, deep-set keen gray eyes, and a thin 
mouth, gave me the idea of a person of ability and adroitness, 
His colleague, the Secretary of the Navy, a small man, with a 
great long gray beard and spectacles, did not look like one of 
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much originality or ability; but people who know Mr. Welles 
declare that he is possessed of administrative power, although 
they admit that he does not know the stem from the stern of a 
ship, and are in doubt whether he ever saw the sea in his life. 
Mr. Smith, the Minister of the Interior, is a bright-eyed, smart 
(I use the word in the English sense) gentleman, with the repu- 
tation of being one of the most conservative members of the 
Cabinet. Mr. Blair, the Postmaster-General, is a person of much 
greater influence than his position would indicate. He has the 
reputation of being one of the most determined Republicans in 
the Ministry; but he held peculiar notions with reference to the 
black and white races, which, if carried out, would not by any 
means conduce to the comfort or happiness of free negroes in the 
United States. He is a tall, lean man, with a hard, Scotch, prac- 
tical-looking head—an anvil for ideas to be hammered on. His 
eyes are small and deeply-set, and have a rat-like expression; 
and he speaks with caution, as though he weighed every word 
before he uttered it. The last of the Ministers is Mr. Bates, a 
stout, thick-set, common-looking man, with a large beard, who 
fills the office of Attorney-General. Some of the gentlemen were 
in evening dress; others wore black frock coats, which it seems, 
as in Turkey, are considered to be en regle at a Republican Min- 
isterial dinner. 

In the conversation which occurred before dinner, I was amused 
to observe the manner in which Mr. Lincoln used the anecdotes 
for which he is famous. Where men bred in courts, accustomed 
to the world, or versed in diplomacy, would use some subterfuge, 
or would make a polite speech, or give a shrug of the shoulders 
as the means of getting out of an embarrassing position, Mr. 
Lincoln raises a laugh by some bold west-country anecdote, and 
moves off in the cloud of merriment produced by his joke. Thus, 
when Mr. Bates was remonstrating apparently against the ap- 
pointment of some indifferent lawyer to a place of judicial impor- 
tance, the President interposed with, “Come, now, Bates, he’s 
not half as bad as you think. Besides that, I must tell you, he 
did me a good turn long ago. When I took to the law, I was 
going to court one morning, with some ten or twelve miles of bad 
road before me, and I had no horse. The judge overtook me in 
his wagon. ‘Hollo, Lincoln! Are you not going to the court- 
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house? Come in, and I’ll give you a seat.’ Well, I got in, and 
the judge went on reading his papers. Presently the wagon struck 
a stump on one side of the road; then it hopped off to the other. 
I looked out, and I saw the driver was jerking from side to side 
in his seat; so says I, ‘Judge, I think your coachman has been 
taking a little drop too much this morning.’ ‘Well, I declare, 
Lincoln,’ said he, ‘I should not wonder if you are right, for he 
has nearly upset me half a dozen of times since starting.’ So, put- 
ting his head out of the window, he shouted, ‘Why, you infernal 
scoundrel, you are drunk.’ Upon which, pulling up his horses 
and turning round with great gravity, the coachman said, ‘By 
gorra! that’s the first rightful decision you have given for the last 
twelvemonth.’” Whilst the company were laughing, the President 
beat a quiet retreat from the neighbourhood of the Attorney- 
General. 

It was at last announced that General Scott was unable to be 
present, and that, although actually in the house, he had been 
compelled to retire from indisposition, and we moved in to the 
banqueting hall. The first “state dinner,” as it is called, of the 
President, was not remarkable for ostentation. No liveried serv- 
ants, no Persic splendor of ancient plate, or chefs d’aeuvre of art, 
glittered round the board. Vases of flowers decorated the table, 
combined with dishes in what may be called the “‘Gallo-American” 
style, with wines which owed their parentage to France, and their 
rearing and education to the United States, which abounds in 
cunning nurses for such productions. The conversation was suited 
to the state dinner of a cabinet at which women and strangers 
were present. I was seated next Mr. Bates, and the very agree- 
able and lively secretary of the President, Mr. Hay, and except 
when there was an attentive silence caused by one of the Presi- 
dent’s stories, there was a Babel of small talk round the table, 
in which I was surprised to find a diversity of accent almost as 
great as if a number of foreigners had been speaking English. 
I omitted the name of Mr. Hamlin, the Vice-President, as well 
as those of less remarkable people who were present; but it would — 
not be becoming to pass over a man distinguished for nothing so 
much as his persistent and unvarying adhesion to one political 
doctrine, which has made him, in combination with the belief in 
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his honesty, the occupant of a post which leads to the presidency, 
in event of any occurrence which may remove Mr. Lincoln. 

After dinner the ladies and gentlemen retired to the drawing- 
room, and the circle was increased by the addition of several 
politicians. I had an opportunity of conversing with some of the 
Ministers, if not with all, from time to time, and I was struck by 
the uniform tendency of their remarks in reference to the policy 
of Great Britain. They seemed to think that England was bound 
by her anti-slavery antecedents to discourage to the utmost any 
attempts of the South to establish its independence on a basis of 
slavery, and to assume that they were the representatives of an~ 
active war of emancipation. As the veteran Commodore Stewart 
passed the chair of the young lady to whom I was speaking, she 
said, “I suppose, Mr. Russell, you do not admire that officer?” 
“On the contrary,” I said, “I think he is a very fine-looking old 
man.” “I don’t mean that,” she replied; “but you know he can’t 
be very much liked by you, because he fought so gallantly against 
you in the last war, as you must know.” I had not the courage 
to confess ignorance of the captain’s antecedents. There is a 
delusion among more than the fair American who spoke to me, 
that we entertain in England the sort of feeling, morbid or whole- 
some as it may be, in reference to our reverses at New Orleans 
and elsewhere, that is attributed to Frenchmen respecting 
Waterloo. 

On returning to Willard’s Hotel, I was accosted by a gentleman 
who came out from the crowd in front of the office. “Sir,” he 
said, “you have been dining with our President tonight.” I 
bowed. “Was it an agreeable party?” said he. “What do you 
think of Mr. Lincoln?” ‘May I ask to whom I have the pleasure 
of speaking?” “My name is Mr. , and I am the correspondent 
of the New York .’ “Then, sir,” I replied, “it gives me 
satisfaction to tell you that I think a great deal of Mr. Lincoln, 
and that I am equally pleased with my dinner. I have the honour 
to bid you good evening.” The same gentleman informed me 
afterwards that he had created the office of Washington corre- 
spondent to the New York papers. “At first,” said he, “I merely 
wrote news, and no one cared much; then I spiced it up, squibbed 
a little, and let off stories of my own. Congressmen contradicted 
me,—issued cards,—said they were not facts. The public attrac- 
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tion was attracted, and I was told to go on; and so the Wash- 
ington correspondence became a feature in all the New York 
papers by degrees.” The hum and bustle in the hotel tonight 
were wonderful. All the officer-seekers were in the passages, 
hungering after senators and representatives, and the ladies in any 
way related to influential people, had an entourage of courtiers 
sedulously paying their respects. Miss Chase, indeed, laughingly 
told me that she was pestered by applicants for her father’s good 
offices and by persons seeking introduction to her as a means of 
making demands on ‘Uncle Sam.’ ” 


Davis and his Cabinet in Montgomery 


May oth—Today the papers contain a proclamation by the 
President of the Confederate States of America, declaring a state 
of war between the Confederacy and the United States, and 
notifying the issue of letters of marque and reprisal. I went out 
with Mr. Wigfall in the forenoon to pay my respects to Mr. 
Jefferson Davis at the State Department. Mr. Seward told me 
that but for Jefferson Davis the Secession plot could never have 
been carried out. No other man of the party had the brain, or 
the courage and dexterity, to bring it to a successful issue. All 
the persons in the Southern States spoke of him with admiration, 
though their forms of speech and thought generally forbid them 
to be respectful to anyone. 

There before me was “Jeff Davis’s State Department”—a large 
brick building, at the corner of a street, with a Confederate flag 
floating above it. The door stood open and “gave” on a large 
hall whitewashed, with doors plainly painted belonging to small 
rooms, in which was transacted most important business, judging 
by the names written on sheets of paper and applied outside 
denoting bureaux of the highest functions. A few clerks were 
passing in and out, and one or two gentlemen were on the stairs, 
but there was no appearance of any bustle in the building. 

We walked straight upstairs to the first floor, which was sur- 
rounded by doors opening from a quadrangular platform. On one — 
of these was written simply, “The President.” Mr. Wigfall went 
in, and after a moment returned and said, “The President will be 
glad to see you; walk in, sir.” When I entered, the President 
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was engaged with four gentlemen, who were making some offer 
of aid to him. He was thanking them “in the name of the Govern- 
ment.” Shaking hands with each, he saw them to the door, bowed 
them and Mr. Wigfall out, and turning to me, said, “Mr. Russell, 
I am glad to welcome you here, though I fear your appearance 
is a symptom that our affairs are not quite prosperous,” or words 
to that effect. He then requested me to sit down close to his own 
chair at his office-table, and proceeded to speak on general mat- 
ters, adverting to the Crimean War and the Indian Mutiny, and 
asking questions about Sebastopol, the Redan, and the Siege of 
Lucknow. 

I had an opportunity of observing the President very closely: 
he did not impress me as favourably as I had expected, though he 
is certainly a very different looking man from Mr. Lincoln. He 
is like a gentleman—has a slight, light figure, little exceeding 
middle height, and holds himself erect and straight. He was 
dressed in a rustic suit of slate-coloured stuff, with a black silk 
handkerchief round his neck; his manner is plain, and rather 
reserved and drastic; his head is well-formed, with a fine full 
forehead, square and high, covered with innumerable fine lines 
and wrinkles, features regular, though the cheek-bones are too 
high, and the jaws too hollow to be handsome; the lips are thin, 
flexible, and curved, the chin square, well-defined; the nose very 
regular, with wide nostrils; and the eyes deep-set, large and full 
—one seems nearly blind, and is partly covered with a film, owing 
to excruciating attacks of neuralgia and tic. Wonderful to relate, 
he does not chew, and is neat and clean-looking, with hair trimmed 
and boots brushed. The expression of his face is anxious, he has 
a very haggard, care-worn, and pain-drawn look, though no trace 
of anything but the utmost confidence and the greatest decision 
could be detected in his conversation. He asked me some general 
questions respecting the route I had taken in the States. 

I mentioned that I had seen great military preparations through 
the South, and was astonished at the alacrity with which the 
people sprang to arms. “Yes, sir,” he remarked, and his tone of 
voice and manner of speech are rather remarkable for what are 
considered Yankee peculiarities. “In Eu-rope” (Mr. Steward 
also indulges in that pronunciation) “they laugh at us because 
of our fondness for military titles and displays. All your travel- 
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lers in this country have commented on the number of generals 
and colonels and majors all over the States. But the fact is, we 
are a military people, and these signs of the fact were ignored. 
We are not less military because we have had no great standing 
armies. But perhaps we are the only people in the world where 
gentlemen go to a military academy who do not intend to follow 
the profession of arms.” 

In the course of our conversation, I asked him to have the 
goodness to direct that a sort of passport or protection should be 
given to me, as I might possibly fall in with some guerrilla leader 
on my way northwards, in whose eyes I might not be entitled to 
safe conduct. Mr. Davis said, “I shall give such instructions to 
the Secretary of War as shall be necessary. But, sir, you are 
among civilized, intelligent people who understand your position 
and appreciate your character. We do not seek the sympathy of 
England by unworthy means, for we respect ourselves, and we 
are glad to invite the scrutiny of men into our acts; as for our 
motives, we meet the eye of Heaven.” I thought I could judge 
from his words that he had the highest idea of the French as 
soldiers but that his feelings and associations were more identified 
with England, although he was quite aware of the difficulty of 
conquering the repugnance which exists to slavery. 

Mr. Davis made no allusion to the authorities at Washington, 
but he asked me if I thought it was supposed in England there 
would be war between the States? I answered, that I was under 
the impression the public thought there would be no actual hos- 
tilities. ‘And yet you see we are driven to take up arms for the 
defence of our rights and liberties.” 

As I saw an immense mass of papers on his table, I rose and 
made my bow, and Mr. Davis, seeing me to the door, gave me 
his hand and said, “As long as you may stay among us you shall 
receive every facility it is in our power to afford you, and I shall 
always be glad to see you.” Colonel Wigfall was outside, and 
took me to the room of the Secretary of War, Mr. Walker, whom 
we found closeted with General Beauregard and two other officers 
in a room full of maps and plans. He is the kind of a man gen- 
erally represented in our types of the “Yankee”—1all, lean 
straight-haired, angular, with fiery, impulsive eyes and qiarnes 
a ruminator of tobacco and a profuse spitter—a lawyer, I believe, 
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certainly not a soldier; ardent, devoted to the cause, and con- 
fident to the last degree of its speedy success. 

The news that two more States had joined the Confederacy, 
making ten in all, was enough to put them in good humour. “Is 
it not too bad these Yankees will not let us go our own way, and 
keep their cursed Union to themselves? If they force us to it, 
we may be obliged to drive them beyond the Susquehanna.” 
Beauregard was in excellent spirits, busy measuring off miles of 
country with his compasses, as if he were dividing empires. 

From this room I proceeded to the office of Mr. Benjamin, the 
Attorney-General of the Confederate States, the most brilliant 
perhaps of the whole of the famous Southern orators. He is a 
short, stout man, with a full face, olive-coloured, and most de- 
cidedly Jewish features, with the brightest large black eyes, one 
of which is somewhat diverse from the other, and a brisk, lively, 
agreeable manner, combined with much vivacity of speech and 
quickness of utterance. He is one of the first lawyers or advo- 
cates in the United States, and had a large practise at Wash- 
ington, where his annual receipts from his profession were not 
less than £8,000 to £10,000 a year. But his love of the card- 
table rendered him a prey to older and cooler hands, who waited 
till the sponge was full at the end of the session, and then squeezed 
it to the last drop. ... 

Being invited to attend a levee or reception held by Mrs. 
Davis, the President’s wife, I returned to the hotel to prepare 
for the occasion. On my way I passed a company of volunteers, 
one hundred and twenty artillerymen, and three field-pieces, on 
their way to the station for Virginia, followed by a crowd of 
“citizens” and negroes of both sexes, cheering vociferously. The 
band was playing that excellent quick-step “Dixie.” The men 
were stout, fine fellows, dressed in coarse gray tunics with yellow 
facings and French caps. They were armed with smooth-bore 
muskets, and their knapsacks were unfit for marching, being 
waterproof bags slung from the shoulders. The guns had no 
caissons, and the shoeing of the troops was certainly deficient in 
soling. The Zouave mania is quite as rampant here as it is in 
New York, and the smallest children are thrust into baggy red 
breeches, which the learned Lipsius might have appreciated, and 
are sent out with flags and tin swords to impede the highways. 


THE BORDER IN WARTIME; CONCORD 
AND ITS WRITERS * 


By Epwarp Dicry 


Edward Dicey, best known as the editor of the London Daily News in 
1870 and of the London Observer from 1871 to 1889, was born in 1832 
in Leicestershire, the son of an English country gentleman. He was 
graduated at Oxford, where he took honors, and became an active jour- 
nalist and magazine writer. He spent six months in America for the 
Spectator during the first half of 1862, Later in life (1875) he became 
a member of the bar, and was treasurer of Gray’s Inn 1903-04. His 
best books are those he wrote upon Egyptian affairs; “England and 
Egypt” (1884), “The Story of the Khedivate” (1902), and “The Egypt 
of the Future” (1907). But his work upon the United States has many 
merits. Its thoughtfulness and fairness, and especially its warm friendli- 
ness towards the North at a time when most English gentlemen and 
writers sympathized with the South, made a happy impression upon 
American readers. Dicey sternly rebuked the Britons who sneered at 
the United States, and told them that they were playing with fire among 
powder-barrels. “Mr. Dicey has a manly, English way of accepting 
the preponderant evidence concerning the crisis he came to study,” 
remarked the Atlantic. “He seldom gets entangled in trivial events, 
but knows how to use them as illustrations of great events.” It added 
that there was “scarcely an offence against good taste or good feeling 
in Mr. Dicey’s volumes,” and that they bore “honorable testimony to 
the accuracy of his observations, as well as to his powers of comparison 
and judgment.” Dicey’s brother, A. V. Dicey, after the Civil War 
became even better known to Americans, being a constant contributor 
to the New York Nation and other periodicals. 


Washington and the Army of the Potomac, 1862 


From the windows of my lodgings, I looked out upon the mile- 
long Pennsylvania Avenue, leading from the broad Potomac River, 
by the marble palace of the President’s, up to the snow-white 
Capitol, and every hour of the day almost I was disturbed while 


* From “Six Months in the Federal States.” London, 1863. Volume 
II, chapters 1, 5, 6, and 15. 
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writing by the sound of some military band, as regiment after 
regiment passed, marching southwards. The Germans have 
brought with them into their new fatherland the instinct of in- 
strumental music, and the bands are fine ones, above the average 
of those of a French or English line regiment. The tunes were 
mostly those well known to us across the water—‘Cheer, boys, 
cheer,” the “Red, White, and Blue,” and “Dixie’s Land,” being the 
favorites. For the war had brought out hitherto no war-inspired 
melody, and the quaint, half-grotesque, half passion-stirring air of 


“John Brown’s body lies a-mould’ring in the grave,” 


was still under McClellan’s interdict. But yet, be the tunes 
what they may, the drums and fifes and trumpets rouse the same 
heart-beatings as in the Old World, and teach the same lessons 
of glory and ambition and martial pride. Can this teaching fail 
to work? is the question that I asked myself daily, as yet with- 
out an answer. 

Surely no nation in the world has gone through such a baptism 
of war as the people of the United States underwent in one short 
year’s time. With the men of the Revolution the memories of 
the revolutionary wars had died out. Two generations had passed 
away to whom war was little more than a name. The Mexican 
campaign was rather a military demonstration than an actual war, 
and the sixteen years which had elapsed since its termination form 
a long period in the life of a nation whose whole existence has not 
completed its first century. Twenty months ago there were not 
more than 12,000 soldiers in a country of 31,000,000. A soldier 
was as rare an object throughout America as in one of our country 
hamlets. I recollect a Northern lady telling me that, till within 
a year before, she could not recall the name of a single person 
whom she had ever known in the army, and that now she had 
sixty friends and relatives who were serving in the war; and her 
case was by no means an uncommon one. Once in four years, 
on the fourth of March, two or three thousand troops were col- 
lected in Washington to add to the pomp of the Presidential in- 
auguration; and this was the one military pageant the country 
had to boast of. Almost in a day this state of things passed 
away. Our English critics were so fond of repeating what the 
North could not do—how it could not fight, nor raise money, nor 
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conquer the South—that they omitted to mention what the 
North had done. There was no need to go farther than my win- 
dows at Washington to see the immensity of the war. It was 
curious to me to watch the troops as they came marching past. 
Whether they were regulars or volunteers, it was hard for the 
unprofessional critic to discern; for all were clad alike, in the 
same dull, gray-blue overcoats, and most of the few regular regi- 
ments were filled with such raw recruits that the differences be- 
tween volunteer and regular was not a marked one. Of course it 
was easy enough to pick faults in the aspect of such troops. As 
each regiment marched, or rather waded through the dense slush 
and mud which covered the roads, you could observe many in- 
accuracies of military attire. One man would have his trousers 
rolled up almost to his knees; another would wear them tucked 
inside his boots; and a third would appear with one leg of his 
trousers hanging down, and the other gathered tightly up. It 
was not unfrequent, too, to see an officer with his epaulettes sewed 
on to a common plain frock-coat. Then there was a slouching 
gait about the men, not soldier-like to English eyes. They used 
to turn their heads round when on parade, with an indifference 
to rule which would drive an old drill-sergeant out of his senses. 
There was an absence, also, of precision in the march. The men 
kept in step; but I always was at a loss to discover how they 
ever managed to do so. The system of march, it is true, was 
copied rather from the French than the English or Austrian fash- 
ion; but still it was something very different from the orderly 
disorder of a Zouave march. That all these, and a score of 
similar irregularities, are faults, no one—an American least of 
all—would deny. But there are two sides to the picture. 

One thing is certain, that there is no physical degeneracy about 
a race which could produce such regiments as those which formed 
the army of the Potomac. Men of high stature and burly frames 
were rare, except in the Kentucky troops; but on the other hand, 
small, stunted men were almost unknown. I have seen the armies 
of most European countries; and I have no ‘hesitation in saying 
that, as far as the average raw material of the rank and file is 
concerned, the American army is the finest. The officers are, un- 
doubtedly, the weak point of the system. They have not the 
military air, the self-possession which long habit of command 
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alone can give; while the footing of equality on which they in- 
evitably stand with the volunteer privates, deprives them of the 
esprit du corps belonging to a ruling class. Still they are active, 
energetic, and constantly with their troops. Wonderfully well 
equipped, too, at this period of the war, were both officers and 
men. Their clothing was substantial and fitted easily, their arms 
were good, and the military arrangements were as perfect as 
money alone could make them. It was remarkable to me how 
rapidly the new recruits fell into the habits of military service. 
I have seen a Pennsylvanian regiment, raised chiefly from the 
mechanics of Philadelphia, which, six weeks after its formation, 
was, in my eyes, equal to the average of our best-trained volun- 
teer corps, as far as marching and drill-exercise went. Indeed, I 
often asked myself what it was that made the Northern volun- 
teer troops look, as a rule, so much more soldier-like than our 
own. I suppose the reason is, that across the Atlantic there was 
actual war, and that at home there was at most only a parade. 
I have no doubt that, in the event of civil war or invasion, England 
would raise a million volunteers as rapidly as America has done— 
more rapidly she could not; and that, when fighting had once 
begun, there would only be too much of grim earnestness about 
our soldiering; but it is no want of patriotism to say that the 
American volunteers looked to me more business-like than our 
own. At the scene of war itself there was no playing at soldiering. 
No gaudy uniforms or crack companies, no distinction of classes. 
From every part of the North; from the ports of New York and 
Boston; from the homesteads of New England; from the mines 
of Pennsylvania and the factories of Pittsburgh; from the shores 
of the great lakes; from the Mississippi valley; and from the far- 
away Texan prairies, these men had come to fight for the Union. 
It is idle to talk of their being attracted by the pay alone. Large 
as it is, the pay of thirteen dollars a month is only two dollars 
more than the ordinary pay of privates in the Federal army dur- 
ing peace times. Thirteen shillings a week is poor pay for a labor- 
ing man in America, even with board, especially during the war, 
when the wages of unskilled labor amounted to from twenty to 
thirty shillings a week. It is false, moreover, to assert, as the 
opponents of the North are fond of doing, that the Federal armies 
were composed exclusively, or even principally, of foreigners. In 
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the North, the proportion of foreign immigrants to native-born 
Americans is about thirty per cent., and the same proportions were 
observed in the Federal volunteer army. Judging from my own 
observation, I should say that the percentage of foreigners amongst 
the privates of the army of the Potomac was barely ten per cent. 
But in the West, which is almost peopled with Germans, for- 
eigners are, probably, in the majority. The bulk of the native 
volunteers consisted of men who had given up good situations in 
order to enlist, and who had families to support at home; and for 
such men the additional pay was not an adequate inducement to 
incur the dangers and hardships of war. Of course, wherever 
there is an army, the scum of the population will always be gath- 
ered together; but the average morale and character of the couple 
of hundred thousand troops collected around Washington was 
extremely good. There was very little outward drunkenness, and 
less brawling about the streets than if half a dozen English militia 
regiments had been quartered there. The number of papers pur- 
chased daily by the common soldiers, and the amount of letters 
which they sent through the military post, was astonishing to a 
foreigner, though less strange when you considered that every man 
in that army, with the exception of a few recent immigrants, 
could both read and write. The ministers, also, of the different 
sects, who went out on Sundays to preach to the troops, found no 
difficulty in obtaining large and attentive audiences. 

The general impression left upon me by my observations of the 
army of the Potomac was a very favorable one. All day, and 
every day while I resided at Washington, the scene before my 
eyes was one of war. An endless military panorama seemed to 
be unrolling itself ceaselessly. Sometimes it was a line of ar- 
tillery struggling and floundering onwards through the mud— 
sometimes it was a company of wild Texan cavalry, rattling past, 
with the jingle of their belts and spurs. Sometimes it was a long 
train of sutlers’ wagons, ambulance vans, or forage carts, drawn 
by the shaggy Pennsylvanian mules. Orderlies innumerable gal- 
loped up and down, patrols without end passed along the pave- 
ments, and at every window and doorstep and street corner you 
saw soldiers standing. You had to go far away from Washing- 
ton to leave the war behind you. If you went up to any high 
point in the city whence you could look over the surrounding 
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country, every hillside seemed covered with camps. The white 
tents caught your eye on all sides; and across the river, where 
the dense brushwood obscured the prospect, the great army of the 
Potomac stretched miles away, right up to the advanced posts of 
the Confederates, south of the far-famed Manassas. The numbers 
were so vast that it was hard to realize them. During one week 
fifty thousand men were embarked from Washington, and yet the 
town and neighborhood still swarmed with troops and camps, as 
it seemed, undiminished in number. And here, remember, I 
saw only one portion of the gigantic army. Along a line of 
two thousand miles or so, from the Potomac down to New Mexico, 
there were at that time Federal armies fighting their way south- 
wards. At Fortress Monroe, too, Ship Island, Mobile, and at 
every accessible point along the Atlantic seaboard, expeditions 
numbered by tens of thousands were stationed, waiting for the 
signal to advance. At this time the muster-roll of the Federal 
army numbered 672,000 men, or, at least, that number were 
drawing pay daily from the Treasury, though a large allowance 
must be made for absentees and non-effectives. 

Try to realize all this, and then picture to yourself what its 
effect, seen in fact, and not portrayed by feeble description, must 
be upon a nation unused to war. The wonder to me is, that the 
American people were not more intoxicated with the conscious- 
ness of their newborn strength. 


An Excursion to the Front 


At the time of my visit to Blencker’s camp, the army was 
hourly awaiting orders to march on Manassas. Within a week 
or so afterwards, the news came, that the Confederates had evacu- 
ated the mud forts and quaker guns which had kept McClellan 
so long at bay, and were retiring upon Richmond. Ten days 
had not passed before Yankee energy had reconstructed the rail- 
road which led from Alexandria to Manassas Gap; and the offer 
having been made me to accompany the first trial trip after the 
completion of the line, I gladly availed myself of it. It was 
the loveliest of spring mornings when I left Washington early 
to join the expedition. A steamboat carried us off from the foot 
of the chain-bridge to Alexandria. The wide river was covered 
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with fleets of transports, dropping down with the tide to convey 
provisions to the army which had just begun to sail for the pen- 
insula. The wharves of Alexandria were covered with troops 
waiting for embarkment. The great river steamers, which lay 
alongside, were crowded with troops singing and cheering lustily. 
The whole nation was overjoyed with the thought that at last 
the day of the “masterly inaction” was over, and that the long- 
expected hour of victory had struck. The army shared in the 
general enthusiasm; and there were few, I think, who contem- 
plated even the possibility of a temporary reverse. I own, laying 
claim as I do to no pretensions as a military authority, that I 
shared in that impression. It seems to me even now incredible 
at times, that that grand army, which I watched for days and 
weeks defiling through Washington, should not have swept all 
before it; and I confess, that I still believe its failure was due 
to want of generalship. The nation, at any rate, at that time 
was confident, proud of its general, proud of its army, proud of its 
coming victory; and when the “Young Napoleon’”—with that 
partial affectation of the Napoleonic style he was so partial to— 
declared in the address he issued, almost on the day of which I 
write, that hereafter his troops “would ask no higher honor than 
the proud consciousness that they belonged to the army of the 
Potomac,” he uttered a boast which found an echo in every North- 
ern breast. 

My companions on the excursion, among whom were Mr. 
Hawthorne and Mr. N. P. Willis, were all Northerners; and all 
of them, the ladies especially, showed a natural feeling of pride 
at the appearance of the troops about to start on that ill-fated 
expedition. It struck me, however, curiously at the time, how all 
the party talked about our excursion as if we were going to 
visit a strange country. The sacred soil of Virginia seemed as 
imperfectly known to them as Ireland is to myself; and they 
looked upon their excursion with much the same sort of interest 
as I should do on a trip across St. George’s Channel. 

Half an hour’s sail brought us to Alexandria. Like most of 
the old Virginia and Maryland towns, it has a very English air 
about it; the red brick houses, the broad sleepy streets, the long 
straggling wharves might have been imported direct from Nor- 
folk or Lincolnshire. The town itself was crammed with troops; 
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but neither then nor on the other occasions when I visited it was 
there anything to be seen of the inhabitants. They had left the 
place for the most part, or lived in retirement. Closely con- 
nected as the little town is with Washington, it was bitterly 
“secesh”; and the citizens of Alexandria showed their dislike 
of the Federal army of occupation by every means in their power. 
The women, as may be supposed, displayed their animosity most 
outspokenly. Unless they were foully belied, they used to take 
pleasure in insulting the private soldiers with epithets which will 
not bear repetition. The common Yankee soldiers seemed to 
feel these insults from women with a susceptibility I felt it hard 
to account for. English soldiers, under like circumstances, would 
have retorted with language still more unmentionable, or would 
have adopted the spirit of General Butler’s famous order without 
compunction. But the Americans appeared to writhe under 
these insults. The bad language of the Alexandria women was 
constantly complained of in the papers as a bitter personal in- 
jury. I remember one stalwart Massachusetts soldier in the hos- 
pital, who complained seriously, that when he was recovered, and 
went back to duty, he should be subjected again to the abuse of 
these Southern ladies; and said—“It was so hard to bear”... . 

At the wharf, a train was waiting to convey our party. It was 
the first which had started, and the resumption of the traffic was 
a sign of returning peace and order. But the event excited no 
comment in that gloomy, sullen town, and only a few boys and 
negroes were collected together to witness our departure. Slowly 
we moved on through the dead streets till we reached the camps 
outside the town, and then passing onwards at an increased speed, 
we were soon in the hilly Virginia country, which a few days 
before had been occupied by the Confederate forces. 

The country through which our road lay impressed me strangely 
with a sense of desolation. If the reader knows the Surrey downs, 
near Albury, and can fancy what they would be, if the man- 
sions and cottages were all removed, if the woods were replaced 
by pine forests, and if the place of roads was supplied by mud 
tracks, and if the whole district was intersected by steep gullies 
filled with clear sparkling torrent streams, he will have a pretty 
good notion of what Northern Virginia is like. For miles and 
miles together you passed through long tracts of pine wood, broken 
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by patches of deserted fields, where the brushwood was grow- 
ing up again amidst the stumps of the forest trees, which had 
been cleared years ago. Every now and then you came to an 
open space, where you caught a glimpse of the distant Blue Ridge 
Mountains, and then you passed again into the gloomy pine- 
wood shade. Along the journey of twenty miles or so, you never 
saw a village; and the number of houses that you passed might 
be counted on your fingers. In the fields there was no one work- 
ing; the snake fences were broken down; at the roadside stations 
there were no passengers; and the few people loitering about 
gazed sullenly at us as we passed. Actual traces of the war there 
were not many. We passed a few deserted camps, and a house 
or two which had been burnt down by one of the two armies which 
had occupied the soil in turn; but that was all. Indeed, the look 
of desolation could have proceeded but partially from the presence 
of the war. I never saw the same aspect elsewhere, even in States 
which had suffered as much from invasion. The state of the 
fields and fences, and roads and farmhouses, betokened a decay 
of much longer standing than that of a year’s time. The exhaus- 
tion of the soil, even more than the havoc of men, was the cause 
of the deserted air which hung over everything. With the waste- 
ful system of tobacco-growing and slave labor, Virginia is rap- 
idly sinking back into its primitive desolation. 

At last we emerged from the pine woods, and began to ascend 
by a steep incline—an open table-land—at whose foot ran the 
now famous stream of Bull Run. Here we had to move slowly, 
and stop every few hundred yards to remove huge logs, which 
had been rolled across the rails to obstruct the passage. Then, 
reaching the tops of the incline, we found ourselves in the centre 
of Manassas camp. It had hardly yet been visited since the de- 
parture of the Confederates; everything which could be destroyed 
had been burnt before their retreat; and the whole ground for 
miles was covered with the débris of an army’s stores. Smashed 
carriages, broken arms, empty coffins, charred planks, decaying 
skeletons of horses, pots, pans, and cartridges, lay heaped to- 
gether in a weird disorder. A detachment of Federal soldiers 
were on duty there, collecting any remnants of the stores which 
were worth preserving; but otherwise, there was not a soul visible. 
The few soldiers’ huts which were left standing were knocked 
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hastily together with the rudest planks, and swarmed inside with 
vermin of every description. A foul smell of charred animal 
matter hung about the place, and flights of crows were feeding 
upon the garbage strewn on every side. The whole ground was 
covered with stray leaves of tracts and bibles, which some South- 
ern religious society had obviously been distributing amongst the 
troops. Letters, too, were to be picked up by dozens; and, indeed, 
the collectors of curiosities amongst our party had their researches 
richly rewarded. 

As to the value of the fortifications, I could form no opinion. 
To me they appeared of the rudest and poorest description of 
earthworks; and I fancy were intended rather to protect the re- 
treat of the army in case of a sudden attack, than to keep off the 
enemy. On the other hand, the position of Manassas in itself 
was obviously a strong one. The wide plateau on which it stood 
sloped down rapidly towards the North; so that an army advanc- 
ing from Washington would have had to mount this slope, exposed 
to the full fire of the enemy’s batteries. At this time, by the way, 
there was an embittered discussion going on in the American 
press, as to whether the Confederates had manned their works 
with wooden cannon, in order to give a false impression of 
strength. The anti-slavery party asserted positively that such 
was the case, and that McClellan had been frightened from at- 
tacking Manassas by a scarecrow. The democratic party asserted 
as stoutly that the whole story was an invention. Curious to say, 
the fact of the existence of the “quaker guns” was never either 
demonstrated nor disproved. I can only say, that soldiers saw 
at Manassas assured me that they had seen the wooden cannon 
on their first arrival. On the other hand, persons who took more 
trouble to investigate the truth came to the conclusion that there 
was no evidence of the fact; but to me the definite result seemed 
to be that, from some cause or other, the Federal commanders 
failed invariably to obtain reliable information as to the position 
and movements of the Southern army. 

Our visit was but a short one, for the train had to return 
early, in order to avoid the risk of travelling through that half- 
hostile country after dark. On our return to the cars, we came 
upon a strange living evidence of the results of this strange war. 
Huddled together upon a truck were a group of some dozen run- 
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away slaves. There were three men, four women, and half a 
dozen children. Anything more helpless or wretched than their 
aspect I never saw. Miserably clothed, footsore, and weary, they 
crouched in the hot sunlight more like animals than men. They 
seemed to have no idea, no plan, and no distinct purpose. They 
were field-hands, on a farm some score of miles off, and had 
walked all night; so at least they told us. Now they were going 
North as far as Washington, which appeared to them the end of 
the world. They had no fear of being recaptured, partly, I think, 
because they had reached Northern troops, still more because 
their home seemed to them so far away. With the exception of 
one woman, who was going to look for her husband, who was hired 
out somewhere in the District of Columbia, they talked as if they 
had no friends or acquaintances in the new land they were travel- 
ling to. For the present they were content that they could sit in 
the sun without being forced to work. Some of our party gave 
them money, and broken victuals which they valued more. I over- 
heard one of the men saying to a woman, as he munched some 
white bread he had picked up, “Massa never gave us food like 
that.” Poor things, if their idea of freedom was white bread and 
rest, they must have been disappointed bitterly! As strangers and 
guests of official personages, it was impossible for us to do any- 
thing for them. We got them a lift upon the truck to Alexandria. 
But whenever I think of that incident, I wish that we could have 
done, that we had done, more. Before we reached the town they 
got down, and our roads parted. What became of them heaven 
knows. 

Instead of returning by the river from Alexandria, the train 
carried us to the foot of the long chain-bridge which crosses the 
Potomac in front of Washington. For hours we found it impos- 
sible to cross, as a division of 16,000 men were marching over on 
their way to Alexandria, to embark for the Peninsula. With 
colors flying, and bands playing, regiment after regiment defiled 
past us. In the gray evening light, the long endless files bore a 
phantom aspect. The men were singing,- shouting, cheering; 
under cover of the darkness, they chanted “John Brown’s Hymn,” 
in defiance of McClellan’s orders, and the heavy tramp of a 
thousand feet beat time to that strange weird melody. As the 
New England regiments passed our train, they shouted to us to 
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tell the people at home that we had seen them in Dixie’s Land, 
and on the way to Richmond. Ah, me! how many, I wonder, of 
those who flitted before us in the twilight, came home themselves 
to tell their own story? 


Feeling on the Border 


There can be no doubt that the common people of Tennessee, 
like the inhabitants of all the Southern States, believed sincerely 
that the “Lincoln hordes” were coming down to destroy their 
property, burn their houses, and murder their wives and children. 
Extraordinary as such an illusion was, it could be accounted for 
partly by the comparative isolation of the South, partly by the 
extent to which the lower classes received all their intelligence 
and all their opinions from their leaders, and still more, by the 
morbid nervousness which the existence of a slave population is 
sure to beget amongst the dominant race. By degrees the people 
of Tennessee were becoming convinced that the Northerners 
had no intention of interfering with their property, or of treating 
them as subjects of a conquered country; and that, in fact, life 
and property were far safer under a Federal Government than they 
had been under the Confederate rule. Again, the war was too 
near at hand, and the danger too imminent for Tennessee to ap- 
preciate fully that the battle had been fought and lost. It was 
easy enough for an indifferent spectator in the North to see that 
the Confederates were fighting a losing fight in the border States, 
and that even a return of fortune to their arms would only pro- 
long a hopeless struggle; but, to men living in Tennessee, it was 
not so easy to take a wide view of the case. If Beauregard had 
won the battle of Pittsburgh Landing, or had defeated the Federals 
at Corinth, it was quite possible, though not probable, that Nash- 
ville might have been reoccupied for the time by the Confederates; 
and their return would have been the sure signal for a reign of 
terror of which all, who had given in their adhesion to the new 
Government, might reasonably have feared to be the victims. 
Moreover—and I believe this to have been the chief explanation— 
as long as the war lasts there can be no cordial restoration of 
Union feeling in any Southern State. Men may grow convinced 
of the folly of secession, may even wish for the triumph of the 
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Union; but their hearts must be, after all, with the side for 
which their kinsmen and friends are fighting. I suppose there is 
hardly a family in Tennessee which has not some member in the 
ranks of the Confederate army. It is this conflict of affections 
which makes all civil war so hateful. How hateful it is, in truth, 
never came home to me till I saw it actually. I have known 
myself of a wife whose husband was fighting for the South, while 
her father and brother were in the Federal army. I knew, too, of 
a mother who had only two sons, one in the North, and the other 
in the South, both fighting in the armies that were ranged oppo- 
site to each other in front of Yorktown. So If, or any one, could 
name a hundred instances of father fighting against son—brother 
against brother—of families divided—of homes where there was 
mourning whenever the news of battle came, no matter which side 
had won the victory. I have dwelt thus somewhat at length on 
the reasons why I think the sullen attitude of Tennessee might 
be accounted for, because I am anxious not to convey the im- 
pression that I believe in the Southern or rather the Confederate 
doctrine of an innate. and unconquerable aversion between the 
North and South. If once the insurrection were suppressed, and 
order restored, I have little doubt the Southern States would 
acquiesce in what was inevitable. There is no difference in race, 
or language, or religion, or geographical position to keep the two 
divisions of the Union apart. Whether the difference in domestic 
institutions would prove an insuperable cause of disunion, I can- 
not say. If it should so prove, the North will suppress or remove 
this cause, before it consents to the disruption of the Union. This 
is the only fact of which I feel positive. 5 

In old English books about travel in Switzerland, it used to 
be a stock remark that you could tell whether a canton was 
Protestant or Catholic by the relative cleanliness or dirtiness of 
the towns. How far the fact was true, or how far, if true, it 
established the truth of the Protestant religion, I could never de- 
termine; but a similar conclusion may certainly be drawn with 
regard to the Free and the Slave States. You may lay it down 
as a rule throughout America, that wherever you find slavery, 
there you have dirt also. Nashville . . . is one of the cleanest and 
brightest of towns at a distance; but when you come close the 
illusion vanishes. There is no excuse there for want of cleanliness. 
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The position of the town makes drainage easy; the stone used 
so plentifully is clean of itself; and water is abundant. The 
only thing wanting seemed to be the energy to keep the place 
clean. The hotel where I was stopping was in itself an institution 
(in American phrase) of the country. It was the best in the 
city; and Nashville was always celebrated as one of the most 
thriving and prosperous cities in the South. Hotel-keeping was 
not suffering, like other trading concerns, from the depression of 
the moment. The hotel was crammed with guests, and had been 
crammed throughout the previous winter. Outside it was hand- 
some enough, but internally, I say without hesitation, it was the 
dirtiest and worst managed hotel it had ever been my fortune to 
stop at. The dirt was dirt of old standing, and the mismanage- 
ment must have been the growth of years long preceding the 
days when secession was first heard of. The bar, as I mentioned, 
was closed by order; but the Aabitués still hung about the scene 
of their former pleasures. In the hall there were a number of 
broken shattered chairs, and here, with their legs stretched in 
every conceivable position, a number of well-dressed respectable- 
looking persons used to loaf all day long, smoking and chewing. 
They did not seem to have anything to do, or much to say to 
each other; but they sat there to kill time by looking at one 
another. The floor was as dirty as successive strata of tobacco- 
juice could make it; and, at the slightest symptom of chill in the 
air, the stove was kindled to a red-hot heat, and the atmosphere 
was made as stifling as the cracks in the doors would permit it 
to become. The passages were as filthy as want of sweeping 
could make them; and dirty cloths, slop-pails, and brooms were 
left lying about them, all day and every day; the narrow wooden 
staircases were such as you would hardly see in England leading 
to the poorest of attics; and the household arrangements were as 
primitive as was consistent with the dirtiness peculiar to civilized 
life. As to the meals, their profusion was only equalled by their 
greasiness, and by the utter nondescriptness of their component 
victuals. The chicken pie tasted uncommonly like the stewed mut- 
ton, and both were equally unlike any compound I ever ate before. 
I could understand why it was thought unnecessary for the 
negroes to waste soap and water on washing; but the same rea- 
son could not apply to their jackets and shirts, which I presume 
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once were white. The servants were all negroes, and all, naturally 
enough, devoted their minds to doing as little work and taking as 
long about it as possible. What seemed more odd than all, none 
of the habitual residents—some of them persons of property— 
appeared to be aware that the establishment was dirty and un- 
comfortable. The heat of the house must have been fearful in 
summer and the smells pestilential; for, with a Southern climate, 
the style of building maintained was that of the small rooms and 
narrow passages of England. Nor was this a single instance. The 
other hotels in the city were worse; and some of my friends who 
have travelled through the Southern States have assured me that, 
except in the very large towns, the hotels are invariably of the 
same description. The truth is, that where the whites think it 
beneath them to work, and where the negroes will not work 
unless they are forced, you cannot expect domestic comfort. 


I confess that I sought and found my pleasure wandering about 
the streets of St. Louis. The place itself was a constant marvel 
to me. I found myself there, between eleven and twelve hundred 
miles from New York. Travelling night and day by express 
trains, you reach St. Louis from the Atlantic in forty-five hours 
—more than twice the time, and at about the same rate of travel- 
ling that you take in going express from Boulogne to Marseilles; 
and yet there are not two points in Europe separated by a couple 
of hundred miles, which are not far more unlike each other than 
New York and St. Louis. It is the capital city of the great west, 
the frontier town between the prairie and the settled country. 
Westwards, the railways only reach as yet a distance of a hundred 
and odd miles. The great overland caravans for the Pacific Ocean 
start from here during their short summer season, which was 
to begin in the middle of May, about a week after my arrival, 
and to end in the middle of August. The Indians still come to 
the city at times to barter; and furs and peltries are stock articles 
of St. Louis commerce. Yet even in the far West, on the edge 
of the prairie land, I found myself in a vast. city, as civilized and 
as luxurious as any city of the New World. The story of its 
growth reads fabulous. Thirty years ago it had about 6,000 in- 
habitants. Twenty years afterwards, it had upwards of 100,000; 
and today its numbers are supposed to be some 30,000 more. 
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The city is worthy, indeed, of the river on which it stands. The 
praise is not a low one, for to my mind the rivers of America are 
the one grand feature about its scenery. Here, twelve hundred 
miles from the sea, the Mississippi is as noble a river as one 
could wish to see; and yet, for two thousand miles above St. 
Louis you can sail up the Missouri, the true parent stream of 
the Mississippi River. 

When once you have seen the Mississippi, you understand 
the feeling of the Western States about the possession of the river. 
Union men and Secessionists, Abolitionists and slaveowners, are 
all agreed on this one point, that come what may, or rule who 
may, the West must go with the Mississippi. You might as well 
ask Liverpool to allow the mouth of the Mersey to be held by a 
foreign power, as propose any arrangement or compromise to the 
West, by which the command of the Mississippi should pass 
from its hands. If the Father of Waters had poured into the At- 
lantic where the Potomac does, the Confederacy might have been 
a possibility; but the possession of the Mississippi has proved 
fatal to the existence of the South, as an isolated power. 

The waters of the Western rivers were, at the time of my 
visit to St. Louis, higher than they had been for years, and for 
miles before you reached the Mississippi the railroad passed 
through flooded fields, and swamps expanded, for the time, into 
vast shallow lagoons. The river was full of great trunks of trees, 
torn up by the roots, and broken down fences and dismembered 
rafts. The steamer ferry that carried you across landed you at 
the long quays, lined with stores and warehouses. There was 
not a sailing vessel on the wharves, as the current is too rapid 
for sailing craft to ascend the river; but, for a mile in length, the 
wharf was lined with the huge river-steamboats. Trade was slack 
when I was there, as it was everywhere along the Mississippi, but 
still there were boats enough coming and going constantly to make 
the scene a lively one. Up the steep slope of the hillside, on the 
western bank, the city rises in long, broad streets, parallel to the 
quay, and, when it has reached the hill’s brow, stretches away 
far on the other side across the prairie of the “Champ des Noyers,” 
which still bears the name given it by the early French settlers. 
There is no look left about St. Louis of a newly-settled city. The 
hotels are as handsome and as luxurious as in any of the elder 
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States. The shop windows are filled with all the evidences of an 
old civilization. In the book-stalls you see, not single copies, 
but whole piles of the last Blackwood’s, and Edinburgh, and West- 
minster Reviews; rows upon rows, too, of handsomely bound li- 
brary books, such as Humboldt’s Cosmos, and Macaulay’s and 
Prescott’s Histories. There are numbers of foreign bookstores 
where, if you liked, you could have bought Varnhagen von Ense’s 
“Correspondence,” or “Les Miserables” of Victor Hugo. Eight 
or nine daily newspapers (three of them, by the way, German, and 
one French) are hawked about the streets. The street railroads 
stretch over the town in every direction, but yet there are crowds 
of handsome carriages standing about for hire. You may ride for 
miles and miles in the suburbs, through rows of handsome private 
dwelling-houses, the occupiers of which in England (where, on the 
whole, living is cheapter than in America) could not possess less 
than £500 to £1,000 a year. All the private houses are detached, 
two stories high, and built of Dutch-looking brick. The door 
stands in the middle of the house, not on one side, and the win- 
dows are high, narrow, and numerous, as in our own houses of 
the ante-Pitt era. In all Western cities, the streets are so broad, 
and the houses so frequently detached, standing in their own plots 
of ground, that a Western city of one hundred thousand inhabit- 
ants covers perhaps three times the space it would in Europe. 
There may be poverty at St. Louis, but there is no poor, densely- 
populated quarter. In Missouri, the smokeless anthracite coal 
is not to be had, and therefore the great factories by the river- 
side cover the lower part of St. Louis with an English-looking 
haze of smoke; but the sun is so powerful, and the sky so blue, 
that not even factory smoke can make the place look dismal. 

Of all the slave-cities I had seen, St. Louis was the only one 
where I could not observe the outward effects of the “peculiar in- 
stitution.” It is true that the number of slaves in the city is 
small, that it is almost surrounded by Free States, and that the 
German population is immensely large; still, to admit the truth, 
St. Louis is, in spite of slavery, one of the most prosperous cities 
I have travelled through in the States. The Attorney-General, 
Mr. Sates, a citizen of Missouri, told me, and I have no doubt 
with truth, that the result of the existence of slavery had been to 
check the rapidity of the growth of St. Louis, as new emigrants 
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always settled in a Free in preference to a Slave State, but though 
an Abolitionist himself, he said he was glad of the result, for 
otherwise the State would have been altogether overrun by foreign 
emigrants. Certainly there is already a foreign look about St. 
Louis. The climate, in the first place, is too hot—even at an early 
period of the year—for men to bustle about as they do in North- 
ern cities. The shops thrown open to the air, the people sitting 
about the doorsteps beneath the shade, and the closed lattice 
shutters of the houses are signs of the South. But, more than 
this, the actual proportion of foreigners is very large. In the 
names of the suburbs, such as the Carondelet, there are traces . 
of French settlers; but the German emigration has swallowed up 
every other. In the streets one hears more German spoken than 
English. In talking to the class of persons, waiters, servants, shop- 
men, and porters, whom a traveller chiefly comes across, it is 
quite as well to speak in German as in English. Bock bier, 
lager bier, and mai wein, are advertised for sale at every turning. 
Americans drink freely, and Germans drink copiously and when 
the joint thirstiness of Americans and Germans is developed by 
a Southern sun, it is astonishing the quantity of liquor that can 
be consumed. I should think, without exaggeration, that one 
tenth of all the shops in St. Louis must be establishments where, 
in some form or other, liquor is drunk on the premises. I know, 
in the main street, I counted that, out of a line of fifty houses 
I took at hazard, twenty were bar-rooms, or wine stores, or lager 
saloons. German habits, too, have been imported into the city. 
Even in the lower American theatres, the audience smoke and 
drink beer, handed them by German waitresses. There are 
public “lust gartens” about the town, where German bands play 
at night, and where whole families, fathers, mothers, and children, 
come and sit for hours, to drink beer and listen to the music. Let 
me add, that having been in several of these places of entertain- 
ment, the audience was, for all I could see, as well behaved, 
though not so quiet, as it would have been in Germany. At one 
of these summer theatres, by the way, there was a troop of nigger 
minstrels, who sung a patriotic song, of which the chorus was, 
“The Union for ever, and freedom for all.’”. Considering that 
Missouri is a Slave State, and the singers were, or were believed 
to be, negroes, there was a sort of bathos about the performance 
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which it required an American education not to appreciate. I 
recollect, when Father Prout was in Rome, acting as correspondent 
of an English newspaper, he was invited to an American dinner, 
in honor of Washington’s birthday. He was said to have been 
annoyed at finding he was expected to give an account of the fes- 
tivities; at any rate, he closed his report with the following inci- 
dent, which the other guests did not happen to remember:— 
“The chairman then proposed the toast of the evening—‘Hail, 
Columbia, the land of freedom!’—and called upon the Vice to 
acknowledge the toast by singing a nigger melody.” The story 
was ben trovato, but here it was more than verified. It is a curi- 
ous illustration of popular feeling, that the great comic song of 
the evening was one sung by a negro, and called, “What shall a 
poor nigger do?” One verse I recollect was loudly cheered, and 
ran as follows:— 


“Den dere’s de dam’ Secessionists, 
And dere’s de dam’ ’Bolitionists, 
But neiders on ’em right; 

For dey. spoil de Union, bof on ’em, 
And set de country in a fight, 

Den what shall a poor nigger do?” 


It is possible the negro minstrels, in spite of their color, were 
artifically black. One curious circumstance I noted also, that the 
leader of the theatrical orchestra, most of whom were Germans, 
was undoubted and indubitable negro—a thing which would not 
be tolerated in the Northern States. 

The town, moreover, is crowded, like a Bavarian or Papal 
one, with the offices of the State lottery. It shows the practical 
working of the American Constitution, when you consider that 
the United States government has no power to hinder every 
State in the Union from establishing lotteries than we have to 
require Belgium to suppress the gaming tables at Spa; and it 
shows, too, the wise action of the State Governments, that in 
only three out of the thirty-six States, and these all Border Slave 
States—Kentucky, Delaware, and Missouri—are lotteries permit- 
ted by the local laws. The system is even more iniquitous for the 
players than the Papal one, a thing which beforehand I thought 
impossible. There are 78 numbers, of which 13 are drawn. It 
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is easy enough to see that the chances of your guessing one, two, 
or three of the numbers drawn are within a fraction, 6, 30, and 273 
to 1; yet, if you do happen to win, you only get once, twice and 
a half, and twenty-five times your stake respectively, and from 
these winnings 15 per cent. is deducted for commission. The lot- 
tery is drawn twice a day, instead of once a week, as it is in 
Rome; and you can stake any amount you please, from a shilling 
upwards. From the number of offices about, the business must 
be a thriving one; and this fact may possibly account for the 
State taxes being very light in Missouri, and for there also being 
a great deal of poverty. 


Three Great Authors 


Concord has nearer and dearer claims to the thoughts of all 
English-speaking people than the memory of an obscure battle. 
It is the home of Emerson and Hawthorne. An old-fashioned, 
sleepy, New England village; one broad, long, rambling street of 
wooden houses, standing for the most apart, and overshadowed by 
leafy trees; a quiet village-green or two; shady, dreamy-looking 
graveyards, filled with old moss-covered tombstones of colonists 
who lived and died subjects of the Crown of England; a rich, 
marshy valley, hemmed in by low-wooded hills; and a dull, lazy 
stream, oozing on so slowly through many turnings, that you fancy 
it is afraid of being carried out to the ocean that awaits it a few 
miles away;—these are the outward memorabilia of Concord. 
Passing through the village, you come to a roomy country-house, 
buried almost beneath trees, and looking the model of a quiet 
English parsonage; and then, entering it, it must be some fault of 
your own, if you are not welcome at the kindly home of Emerson. 

His is not a face or figure to which photographs can do justice. 
The tall spare form, the strongly-marked features, and the thin 
scanty hair, are all, to the English mind, typical, as it were, of 
that distinct American nationality, of which Mr. Emerson has 
been the ablest, if not the first exponent. In repose, I fancy, his 
prevailing expression would be somewhat grave, with a shade of 
sadness; but the true charm of his face can be learnt only if you 
hear him speaking. Then, when the “slow wise smile,” as some 
one well called it, plays about that grim-set mouth, and the 
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flow of those lucid sentences, so simple and yet so perfect, pours 
forth in calm, measured sequence, the large liquid eyes seem to 
kindle with a magnetic light, and you feel yourself in the presence 
of a living power. You may sit at his feet or not—that is a mat- 
ter for your own judgment, but a Gamaliel is there. Hearing him 
thus speak, I understood, better than I had learnt from his writ- 
ings, the influence which Mr. Emerson has wielded over the mind 
of America, and how Concord has become a kind of Mecca, of 
which the representative man of American thought is the Ma- 
homet. 

Some quarter of a mile further on, hidden almost by the over- 
hanging hill at whose foot it stands, out of sight and hearing of 
the village-world, you come to the home of Mr. Hawthorne—a 
quaint, rambling, pleasant house, which appears to have grown 
up no one knows how, as some houses do, and to have culminated 
mysteriously in an Italian campanile tower; so that it is rather a 
tower with a house attached, than a house surmounted by a 
tower. It is a fitting place for a romancer to have fixed his dwell- 
ing in. Right above the house there stretches a pine wood, 
so quiet and so lonely, so full of fading lights and shadows, and 
through whose trees the wind sighs so fitfully, that it seems nat- 
ural for all quaint fancies and strange memories to rise there 
unbidden. As to the tenant of the turret and the pine wood, I 
could not, if I wished, describe him better than by saying that he 
is just what, not knowing him, you fancy the author of “The 
Scarlet Letter” ought to look like. I suppose that most persons 
form an idea to themselves of the outward look and aspect of 
any author they have learnt to care for; and I know that, as 
far as my own experience goes, the idea is but seldom realized. 
The author, when at last you meet with him in the flesh, may be 
better than your idea, but he is not the person you had pic- 
tured to yourself and dwelt on fondly. Now, if you were to place 
Mr. Hawthorne amongst a thousand persons, I think anyone that 
had read his writings would guess at once, amongst all that 
crowd, which the author was. The grand, broad forehead; the soft 
wavy hair, tangling itself so carelessly; the bright dreamy hazel 
eyes, flashing from beneath the deep massive eyebrows; and the 
sweet smile, so full at once of sad pathos and kindly humor, all 
formed for me the features one would have dreamed of for the 
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author, who, more than any living writer, has understood the 
poetry of prose. It is a fancy of mine—a fancy, inspired, per- 
haps, by the atmosphere in which I formed it—that Nature, 
when she began to make Mr. Hawthorne, designed him for a man 
of action, and then, ere the work was done, she changed her mind, 
and sought to transform him into a poet, and that thus the com- 
bination of the two characters—of the worker and the dreamer— 
came out at last in the form of. the writer of romance. Well, if 
Concord had been the scene of an English Waterloo, I am afraid 
TI should still think of it with the kindliest of memories—should, 
indeed, remember it only as the dwelling-place of men who have 
won fresh triumphs for English words, triumphs to me far dearer 
than those of English arms. 

It was my fortune, too, to see—though but for a short period— 
the great poet of America. Of all pleasant summer-houses, the 
houses round Boston seemed to me the pleasantest; and of stich 
houses I know of none pleasanter than the one standing on the 
Mount Auburn road, where General Washington used to dwell, 
and where Longfellow dwells now. The pleasant lawn, the grace- 
ful rooms, filled with books and pictures and works of art, formed 
the fit abode for the poet who has known so well how to use the 
sweet stately rhythm of the English hexameter; and of that abode 
the host, with his graceful manners, his refined and noble coun- 
tenance, and his conversation, so full of learning and poetic dic- 
tion, seems the rightful owner. But of this I would say nothing 
further, for I felt that, if I was in the presence of a great poet, 
I was in the presence also of a greater sorrow. * 


*On July 10, 1861, Longfellow’s second wife died from injuries 
received by fire. 


THE NORTH AND WEST IN WARTIME* 


¢ 
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE 


Anthony Trollope, who was born in London in 1815, and died in 1882, 
was the son of the famous Mrs. Trollope who wrote “Domestic Manners 
of the Americans.” He was forty-six years old when he visited the 
United States in the fall of 1861, and had already published some of his 
best novels, including “Barchester Towers,” “Doctor Thorne,” and 
“Framley Parsonage.” He was at this time employed in the British 
postoffice, and had recently made a trip on postal business to the West 
Indies, which had given him the material for a volume of travels called 
“The West Indies and the Spanish Main.” For many years he had 
entertained an ambition to follow in his mother’s footsteps in the United 
States, and to write a book descriptive of the country. The outbreak 
of the Civil War, an event in which he took a keen interest, led him 
to think that such a volume might be popular and profitable. He there- 
fore made a contract with Chapman & Hall, and obtained permission 
from the postal authorities to have a leave of absence for nine months. 
He set out for the United States in August, and returned home in May, 
1862. By this time he had perfected his indefatigable method of pro- 
ducing literary work according to an hourly schedule, and his book on 
the United States was a mere interlude between “Framley Parsonage” 
and “Orley Farm”; for a connection with the Cornhill Magazine which 
he established in 1861 marked the beginning of the high tide of his 
success as a novelist. 

As Trollope later asserted, he worked hard at the task he had set 
himself in America, and saw much of the manners and institutions of the 
people. Not only did he observe men and scenes diligently, but he gave 
careful study to the operations of the government, and thrust into his 
book much material that can be found, in more accurate form, in any 
good manual of civics. He himself admits that his “North America,” 
as he entitled it, for he visited Canada as well as the United States, was 
not very well done. “It was tedious and confused, and will hardly, I 
think, be of future value to those who wish to make themselves ac- 
quainted with the United States.” The arrangement is indeed poor, 
and there is an intolerable amount of padding, while as a prophet of 
future tendencies he lacked perspicacity. In his autobiography he makes 


* From “North America.” London, 1862. Volume I, chapters 3, 9, 10, 
14, 17; volume II, chapters 5 and 6. 
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the strange assertion, for which his book affords no real warrant, that 
he had vigorously predicted the success of the North in the struggle. 
He did incline to that opinion, but he asserted it without vigor, he be- 
lieved the victory would be only partial, and he thought the Union could 
hardly be restored in its old character. To Americans his remarks on 
the war seemed cold and unsympathetic. In England the book was well 
received by the public and critics, and his total receipts for it, £1,250, 
very considerably exceeded those he had obtained from “Barchester 
Towers.” Some other English travellers of subsequent years have tes- 
tified to its value as an introduction to the United States. While not 
readable as a whole, some portions of it have an enduring value as a 
picture of the North in wartime. 

Trollope made four later trips to America on postoffice business, but 
did not write of them. 


Prohibition in Portland 


TuE ways of the people seemed to be quiet, smooth, orderly, 
and republican. There is nothing to drink in Portland of course, 
for, thanks to Mr. Neal Dow, the Father Mathew of the State of 
Maine, the Maine Liquor Law is still in force in that State. There 
is nothing to drink, I should say, in such orderly houses as that 
I selected. ‘People do drink some in the town, they say,” said 
my hostess to me: “and liquor is to be got. But I never venture 
to sell any. An ill-natured person might turn on me, and where 
should I be then?” I did not press her, and she was good enough 
to put a bottle of porter at my right hand at dinner, for which 
I observed she made no charge. “But they advertise beer in the 
shop-windows,” I said to a man who was driving me—“Scotch 
ale and bitter beer. A man can get drunk on them.” “Waal, 
yes. If he goes to work hard and drinks a bucketfull,” said the 
driver, “perhaps he may.” From which and other things I gath- 
ered that the men of Maine drank pottle deep before Mr. Neal 
Dow brought his exertions to a successful termination. 

The Maine Liquor Law still stands in Maine, and is the law 
of the land throughout New England; but it is not actually put in 
force in the other States. By this law no man may retail wine, 
spirits, or, in truth, beer, except with a special license, which is 
given only to those who are presumed to sell them as medicines. 
A man may have what he likes in his own cellar for his own use 
—-such at least is the actual working of the law—but may not 


408 AMERICAN SOCIAL HISTORY 


obtain it at hotels and public-houses. This law, like all sumptu- 
ary laws, must fail. And it is fast failing even in Maine. But 
it did appear to me from such information as I could collect that 
the passing of it had done much to hinder and repress a habit of 
hard drinking which was becoming terribly common, not only 
in the towns of Maine, but among the farmers and hired labour- 
ers in the country. 


Harvard University 


The University is not so large as I had expected to find it. It 
consists of Harvard College, as the undergradutes’ department, 
and of professional schools of law, medicine, divinity, and science. 
In the few words that I will say about it I will confine myself to 
Harvard College proper. . . . The average number of undergrad- 
uates does not exceed 450, and these are divided into four classes. 
The average number of degrees taken annually by bachelors of 
art is something under roo. Four years’ residence is required for 
a degree, and at the end of that period a degree is given as a 
matter of course if the candidate’s conduct has been satisfactory. 
When a young man had pursued his studies for that period, going 
through the required examinations and lectures, he is not subjected 
to any final examination as is the case with a candidate for a 
degree at Oxford and Cambridge. It is, perhaps, in this respect 
that the greatest difference exists between the English Universi- 
ties and Harvard College. With us a young man may, I take it, 
still go through his three or four years with a small amount of 
study. But his doing so does not insure him his degree. If he 
have utterly wasted his time he is plucked, and late but heavy 
punishment comes upon him. At Cambridge in Massachusetts the 
daily work of the men is made more obligatory; but if this be 
gone through with such diligence as to enable the student to hold 
his own during the four years, he has his degree as a matter of 
course. There are no degrees conferring special honour. A man 
cannot go out “in honours” as he does with us... . Nor are 
there prizes of fellowships and livings to be obtained. It is, I 
think, evident from this that the greatest incentives to high excel- 
lence are wanting at Harvard College. . . . and consequently, 
the degree of excellence attained is no doubt lower than with us. 
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But I conceive that the general level of the university education 
is higher there than with us; that a young man is more sure of 
getting his education, and that a smaller percentage of men leaves 
Harvard College utterly uneducated than goes in that condition 
out of Oxford or Cambridge. The education at Harvard College 
is more diversified in its nature, and study is more absolutely the 
business of the place than it is at our Universities. 

The expense of education at Harvard College is not much lower 
than at our colleges; with us there are, no doubt, more men who 
are absolutely extravagant than at Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
The actual authorized expenditure in accordance with the rules 
is only £50 per annum, 7.e., 249 dollars; but this does not, by 
any means, include everything. Some of the richer young men 
may spend as much as £300 per annum, but the largest number 
vary their expenditure from £100 to £180 per annum; and I take 
it the same thing may be said of our Universities. There are 
many young men at Harvard College of very small means. They 
will live on £70 per annum and will earn a great portion of that 
by teaching in the vacations. There are thirty-six scholarships 

. and there is also a beneficiary fund. Many are thus 
brought up to Cambridge who have no means of their own, and 
I think I may say that the consideration in which they are held 
among their brother students is in no degree affected by their 
position. I doubt whether we can say so much of the sizars and 
bible clerks at our Universities. .. . 

It is required that every student shall attend some place of 
Christian worship on Sundays; but he, or his parents for him, 
may elect what denomination of church he shall attend... . 
The young men for the most part live in College, having rooms 
in the College buildings; but they do not board in these rooms. 
There are establishments in the town under the patronage of 
the University, at which dinner, breakfast, and supper are pro- 
vided. . . . Every young man not belonging to a family resident 
within a hundred miles of Cambridge, and whose parents are 
desirous to obtain the protection thus provided, is placed, as 
regards his pecuniary management, under the care of a patron, 
and this patron acts by him as a father does in England by a 
boy at school. He pays out his money for him and keeps him 
out of debt. ... The rules with regard to the lodging and 
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boarding-houses are very stringent. Any festive entertainment 
is to be reported to the President. No wine or spirituous liquors 
may be used, etc. It is not a picturesque system, this; but it 
has its advantages. 

There is a handsome library attached to the College, which 
the young men can use; but it is not so extensive as I had ex- 
pected. The University is not well off for funds by which to 
increase it. The new Museum in the College is also a handsome 
building. The edifices used for the undergraduates’ chambers 
and for the lecture-rooms are . . . very ugly red-brick houses 
standing here and there without order. There are seven such, and 
they are called Brattle House, College House, Divinity Hall, 
Hollis Hall, Holsworthy Hall, Massachusetts Hall, and Stoughton 
Hall. It is almost astonishing that buildings so ugly should have 
been erected for such a purpose. 


Lowell’s Utopian Factory System 


That which most surprises an English visitor on going through 
the mills at Lowell is the personal appearance of the men and 
women who work at them. As there are twice as many women 
as there are men, it is to them that the attention is chiefly called. 
They are not only better dressed, cleaner, and better mounted 
in every respect than the girls employed at manufactories in 
England, but they are so infinitely superior as to make a stranger 
immediately perceive that some very strong cause must have 
created the difference. We all know the class of young women 
whom we generally see serving behind counters in the shops of 
our larger cities. They are neat, well-dressed, careful, especially 
about their hair, composed in their manner, and sometimes a little 
supercilious in the propriety of their demeanour. It is exactly 
the same class of young women that one sees in the factories at 
Lowell. They are not sallow, nor dirty, nor ragged, nor rough. 
They have about them no signs of want, or of low culture. . . 

One would of course be disposed to say that the superior con- 
dition of the workers must have been occasioned by superior 
wages; and this, to a certain extent, has been the cause. But 
the higher payment has not been the chief cause. Women’s 
wages, including all that they receive at the Lowell factories, 
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average about 14s. a week, which is, I take it, fully a third more 
than women can earn in Manchester, or did earn before the loss 
of the American cotton began to tell upon them. But if wages 
at Manchester were raised to the Lowell standard, the Manchester 
women would not be clothed, fed, cared for, and educated like 
the Lowell women. The fact is, that the workmen and work- 
women at Lowell are not exposed to the chances of an open 
labour market. They are taken in, as it were, to a philanthropical 
manufacturing college, and then looked after and regulated more 
as girls and lads at a great seminary, than as hands by whose 
industry profit is to be made out of capital. This is all very 
nice and pretty at Lowell, but I am afraid it could not be done 
at Manchester. .. . 

The following extract is taken from the handbook to Lowell:— 
“Mr. F. C. Lowell had in his travels abroad observed the effect 
of large manufacturing establishments on the character of the 
people, and in the establishment at Waltham the founders looked 
for a remedy for these defects. They thought that education 
and good morals would even enhance the profit, and that they 
could compete with Great Britain by introducing a more culti- 
vated class of operatives. For this purpose they built boarding- 
houses, which, under the direct supervision of the agent, were 
kept by discreet matrons’”—I can answer for the discreet matrons 
at Lowell—‘mostly widows, no boarders being allowed except 
operatives. Agents and overseers of high moral character were 
selected; regulations were adopted at the mills and boarding- 
houses, by which only respectable girls were employed. The 
mills were nicely painted and swept”—I can also answer for the 
painting and sweeping at Lowell—“trees set out in the yards and 
along the streets, habits of neatness and cleanliness encouraged; 
and the result justified the expenditure. At Lowell the same 
policy has been adopted and extended; more spacious mills and 
elegant boarding-houses have been erected;”—as to the elegance, 
it may be a matter of taste, but as to the comfort there is no 
question,—“the same care as to the classes employed; more 
capital has been expended for cleanliness and decoration; a hos- 
pital has been established for the sick, where, for a small price, 
they have an experienced physician and skilful nurses. An insti- 
tute, with an extensive library, for the use of the mechanics, has 
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been endowed. .. .” Then the account goes on tell how the health 
of the girls has been improved by their attendance at the mills, 
how they put money into the savings-banks, and buy railway- 
shares and farms; how there are thirty churches in Lowell, a 
library, banks, and insurance offices; how there is a cemetery, 
and a park, and how everything is beautiful, philanthropic, profit- 
able, and magnificent. 

Thus Lowell is the realization of a commercial Utopia. Of all 
the statements made in the little book which I have quoted I 
cannot point out one which is exaggerated, much less false. 


Milwaukee Compared with English Towns 


Milwaukee is a pleasant town, a very pleasant town, contain- 
ing 45,000 inhabitants. How many of my readers can boast that 
they know anything of Milwaukee, or even have heard of it? 
To me its name was unknown until I saw it on huge railway 
placards stuck up in the smoking rooms and lounging halls of all 
American hotels. It is the big town of Wisconsin, whereas Madi- 
son is the capital. It stands immediately on the western shore 
of Lake Michigan, and is very pleasant. Why it should be so, 
and why Detroit should be the contrary, I can hardly tell; only 
I think that the same verdict would be given by any English 
tourist. It must be always borne in mind that 10,000 or 40,000 
inhabitants in an American town, and especially in any new west- 
ern town, is a number which means much more than would be 
implied by any similar number as to an old town in Europe. 
Such a population in America consumes double the amount of 
beef which it would in England, wears double the amount of 
clothes, and demands double as much of the comforts of life. 
If a census could be taken of the watches it would be found, I 
take it, that the American population possessed among them 
nearly double as many as would the English; and I fear also 
that it would be found that many more of the Americans were 
readers and writers by habit. In any large town in England it 
is probable that a higher excellence of education would be found 
than in Milwaukee, and also a style of life into which more of 
refinement and more of luxury had found its way. But the gen- 
eral level of these things, of material and intellectual well-being 
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—of beef, that is, and book-learning—is no doubt infinitely higher 
in a new American than in an old European town. Such an ani- 
mal as a beggar is as much unknown as a mastodon. Men out 
of work and in want are almost unknown. I do not say that 
there are none of the harships of life... ; but want is not 
known as a hardship in these towns, nor is that dense ignorance 
in which so large a proportion of our town populations is still 
steeped. 


Troops Leaving La Crosse 


I got out upon the quay and stood close by the plank, watching 
each man as he left the vessel and walked across towards the 
railway. Those whom I had previously seen in tents were not 
equipped, but these men were in uniform and each bore his 
musket. Taking them all together they were as fine a set of 
men as I ever saw collected. No man could doubt on seeing 
them that they bore on their countenances the signs of higher 
breeding and better education than would be seen in a thousand 
men enlisted in England. I do not mean to argue from this 
that Americans are better than English. I do not mean to argue 
here that they are even better educated. My assertion goes to 
show that the men generally were taken from a higher level in 
the community than that which fills our own ranks. It was a 
matter of regret to me, here and on many subsequent occasions, 
to see men bound for three years to serve as common soldiers, 
who were so manifestly fitted for a better and more useful life. 
. . - In the old countries population is thick, and food sometimes 
scarce. Men can be spared, and any employment may be service- 
able, even though that employment be in itself so unproductive 
as that of fighting battles or preparing for them. But in the west- 
ern States of America every arm that can guide a plough is of 
incalculable value. Minnesota was admitted as a State about 
three years before this time, and its whole population is not 
much above 150,000. Of this number perhaps 40,000 may be 
working men. And now this infant State with its huge territory 
and scanty population is called upon to send its heart’s blood 
out to the war. 

And it has sent its heart’s best blood. Forth they came— 
fine, stalwart, well-grown fellows, looking to my eye as though 
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they had as yet but faintly recognized the necessary severity of 
military discipline. To them hitherto the war had seemed to be 
an arena on which each might do something for his country, which 
that country would recognize. . . . Of these men whom I saw 
entering on their career upon the banks of the Mississippi, many 
were fathers of families, many were owners of land, many were 
educated men capable of high aspirations—all were serviceable 
members of their State. There were probably there not three or 
four of whom it would be well that the State should be rid. As 
soldiers fit, or capable of being made fit for the duties they had 
undertaken, I could find but one fault with them. Their average 
age was too high. There were men among them with grizzled 
beards, and many who had counted thirty, thirty-five, and forty 
years. ... 

The first great misery to be endured by these regiments will 
be the military lesson of obedience which they must learn before 
they can be of any service. It always seemed to me when I 
came near them that they had not as yet recognized the neces- 
sary austerity of an officer’s duty. Their idea of a captain was 
the stage idea of a leader of dramatic banditti, a man to be fol- 
lowed and obeyed as a leader, but to be obeyed with that free 
and easy obedience which is accorded to the reigning chief of 
the forty thieves. ‘“Wa’ll, Captain,” I have heard a private say 
to his officer, as he sat on one seat in a railway car with his 
feet upon the back of another. And the captain has looked as 
though he did not like it. 


Mud, Soldiers, and Gunboats at Cairo 


The free State of Illinois runs down far south between the 
slave States of Kentucky to the east, and of Missouri to the west, 
and is the most southern point of the continuous free-soil territory 
of the Northern States. This point of it is a part of a district 
called Egypt... . Fever and ague universally prevail. Men 
and women grow up with their lantern faces like spectres. The 
children are prematurely old; and the earth which is fruitful is 
hideous in its fertility. Cairo and its immediate neighbourhood 
must, I suppose, have been subject to yearly inundation before 
it was “settled up.” At present it is guarded on the shores of 
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each river by high mud banks, built so as to protect the point of 
land. These are called the levees, and do perform their duty 
by keeping out the body of the waters. The shore between the 
banks is, I believe, never above breast deep with the inundation; 
and from the circumstances of the place, and the soft, half-liquid 
nature of the soil, this inundation generally takes the shape of 
mud instead of water. 

Here, at this very point, has been built a town. Whether the 
town existed during Mr. Tapley’s time I have not been able to 
learn. At the period of my visit it was falling quickly into ruin; 
indeed I think I may pronounce it to have been on its last legs. 
At that moment a galvanic motion had been pumped into it by 
the war movements of General Halleck, but the true bearings of 
the town, as a town, were not less plainly to be read on that 
account. Every street was absolutely impassable from mud. I 
mean that in walking down the middle of any street in Cairo a 
moderately framed man would soon stick fast and not be able to 
move. The houses are generally built at considerable intervals 
and rarely face each other, and along one side of each street a 
plank boarding was laid, on which the mud had accumulated 
only up to one’s ankles. I walked all over Cairo with big boots, 
and with my trousers tucked up to my knees; but at the crossings 
I found considerable danger, and occasionally had my doubts 
as to the possibility of progress. I was alone in my work, and 
saw no one else making any such attempt. A few only were 
moving about, and they moved in wretched carts, each drawn by 
two miserable, floundering horses. These carts were always 
empty, but were presumed to be engaged in some way on military 
service. No faces looked out at the windows of the houses, no 
forms stood in the doorways. A few shops were open, but only 
in the drinking shops did I see customers. In these silent, muddy 
men were sitting,—not with drink before them, as men sit with 
us,—but with the cud within their jaws, ruminating. Their 
drinking is always done on foot. They stand silent at a bar, 
with two small glasses before them. Out of one they swallow 
the whiskey, and from the other they take a gulp of water, as 
though to rinse their mouths. After that, they again sit down 
and ruminate.... 

But our visit to Cairo had been made rather with reference 
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to its present warlike character, than with any eye to the natural 
beauties of the place. A large force of men had been collected 
there, and also a fleet of gunboats. We had come there fortified 
with letters to generals and commodores, and were prepared to 
go through a large amount of military inspection. But the bird 
had flown before our arrival; or rather the body and wings of 
the bird, leaving behind only a draggled tail and a few of the 
feathers. There were only a thousand soldiers at Cairo when 
we were there;—that is, a thousand stationed in the Cairo sheds. 
Two regiments passed through the place during the time, getting 
out of one steamer on to another, or passing from the railway 
into boats. One of these regiments passed before me down the 
slope of the river-bank, and the men as a body seemed to be 
healthy. Very many were drunk, and all were mud-clogged up 
to their shoulders and very caps. In other respects they appeared 
to be in good order. It must be understood that these soldiers, 
the volunteers, had never been made subject to any discipline 
as to cleanliness. They wore their hair long. Their hats or 
caps, though all made in some military form and with some mili- 
tary appendance, were various and ill-assorted. They were all 
covered with loose, thick, blue-gray greatcoats, which no doubt 
were warm and wholesome, but which from their looseness and 
colour seemed to be peculiarly susceptible of receiving and show- 
ing a very large amount of mud. Their boots were always good; 
but each man was shod as he liked. Many wore heavy over- 
boots... . 

The generals and commodores were gone up the Ohio river 
and up the Tennessee in an expedition with gun-boats, which 
turned out to be successful, and of which we have all read in the 
daily history of this war. They had departed the day before our 
arrival, and though we still found at Cairo a squadron of gun- 
boats,—if gunboats go in squadrons,—the bulk of the army had 
been moved. There was left there one regiment and one colonel, 
who . . . gave us permission to see everything that was to be 
seen. Four of these gunboats were still lying in the Ohio, close 
under the terminus of the railway, with their flat, ugly noses 
against the muddy bank, and we were shown over two of them. 
They certainly seemed to be formidable weapons for river war- 
fare, and to have been “got up quite irrespective of expense.” 
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So much, indeed, may be said for the Americans throughout the 
war. They cannot be accused of parsimony. The largest of 
these vessels, called the Benton, had cost £36,000. These boats 
are made with sides sloping inwards, at an angle of 45 degrees. 
The iron is two and a half inches thick, and it has not, I believe, 
been calculated that it will resist cannon shot of great weight, 
should it be struck in a direct line. But the angle of the sides 
of the boat makes it improbable that any such shot should strike 
them; and the iron, bedded as it is upon oak, is supposed to be 
sufficient to turn a shot that does not hit it in a direct line. The 
boats are also roofed in with iron, and the pilots who steer the 
vessel stand encased, as it were, under an iron cupola. I imagine 
that these boats are well calculated for the river service. 


Disagreeable Traits of Missourians 


As regards the people of the West, I must say that they were 
not such as I expected to find them. With the Northerns 
we are all more or less intimately acquainted. .. . They are 
talkative, intelligent, inclined to be social, though frequently not 
sympathetically social with ourselves; somewhat soi-disant, but 
almost invariably companionable. As the traveller goes south- 
ward into Maryland and Washington, the type is not altered to 
any great extent. The hard intelligence of the Yankee gives 
place gradually to the softer, and perhaps more polished manner 
of the Southern. But the change thus experienced is not so 
great as is that between the American of the Western and the 
American of the Atlantic States. In the West I found the men 
gloomy and silent—I might almost say sullen. A dozen of them 
will sit for hours rounds a stove, speechless. They chew tobacco 
and ruminate. They are not offended if you speak to them, but 
they are not pleased. They answer with monosyllables, or, if it 
be practicable, with a gesture of the head. They care nothing 
for the graces,—or shall I say, for the decencies of life? They 
are essentially a dirty people. Dirt, untidiness, and noise seem 
in nowise to afflict them. . . . Indifference to appearances is 
there a matter of pride. A foul shirt is a flag of triumph. A 
craving for soap and water is as the wail of the weak and the 
confession of cowardice. This indifference is carried into all their 
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affairs, or rather this manifestation of indifference. A few pages 
back, I spoke of a man whose furniture had been sold to pay 
a heavy tax raised on him specially as a secessionist; the same 
man had also been refused the payment of rent due him by the 
Government, unless he would take a false oath. I may presume 
that he was ruined in his circumstances by the strong hand of 
the Northern army. But he seemed in nowise to be unhappy 
about his ruin. He spoke with some scorn of the martial law 
in Missouri, but I felt that it was esteemed a small matter by 
him that his furniture was seized and sold. No men love money 
with more eager love than these western men, but they bear the 
loss of it as an Indian bears his torture at the stake. They are 
energetic in trade, speculating deeply whenever speculation is 
possible; but nevertheless they are slow in motion, loving to loaf 
about. They are slow in speech, preferring to sit in silence, with 
the tobacco between their teeth. They drink, but are seldom 
drunk to the eye; they begin it early in the morning and take it 
in a solemn, sullen, ugly manner, standing always at a bar; 
swallowing their spirits, and saying nothing as they swallow it. 
They drink often and to great excess; but they carry it off without 
noise, sitting down and ruminating over it with the everlasting 
cud within their jaws. I believe that a stranger might go into 
the West, and passing from hotel to hotel through a dozen of 
them, might sit for hours at each in the large everlasting public 
hall, and never have a word addressed to him... . 

I cannot part with the West without saying in its favour that 
there is a certain manliness about its men, which gives them a 
dignity of their own. It is shown in the very indifference of 
which I have spoken. Whatever turns up the man is still there — 
still unsophisticated and still unbroken. It has seemed to me that 
no race of men requires less outward assistance than these pioneers 
of civilization. They rarely amuse themselves. Food, news- 
papers, and brandy-smashes suffice for life; and while these last, 
whatever may occur, the man is still there in his manhood. 


New York’s Outstanding Defects 


Speaking of New York as a traveller I have two faults to find 
with it. In the first place there is nothing to see; and in the 
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second place there is no mode of getting about to see anything. 
Nevertheless New York is a most interesting city. It is the third 
biggest city in the known world;—for those Chinese congrega- 
tions of unwinged ants are not cities in the known world. In no 
other city is there a population so mixed and cosmopolitan in their 
modes of life. And yet in no other city that I have seen are 
there such strong and ever-visible characteristics of the social 
and political bearings of the nation to which it belongs. New 
York appears to me infinitely more American than Boston, Chi- 
cago, or Washington. . . . Free institutions, general education, 
and the ascendancy of dollars are the words written on every 
paving stone along Fifth Avenue, down Broadway, and up Wall 
Street. Every man can vote, and values the privilege. Every 
man can read, and uses the privilege. Every man worships the 
dollar, and is down before his shrine from morning to night. . . . 

In saying that there is very little to be seen in New York, I 
have also said that there is no way of seeing that little. My 
assertion amounts to this—that there are no cabs. To the reading 
world at large this may not seem to be much, but let the reading 
world go to New York, and it will find out how much the defi- 
ciency means. In London, in Paris, in Florence, in Rome, in the 
Havana, or at Grand Cairo, the cab-driver or attendant does 
not merely drive the cab or belabour the donkey, but he is the 
visitor’s easiest and cheapest guide. In London, the Tower, 
Westminster Abbey, and Madame Tussaud, are found by the 
stranger without difficulty, and almost without a thought, be- 
cause the cab-driver knows the whereabouts and the way. Space 
is moreover annihilated, and the huge distances of the English 
metropolis are brought within the scope of mortal power. But 
in New York there is no such institution. 

In New York there are street omnibuses as we have,—there 
are street cars such as last year we declined to have,—and there 
are very excellent public carriages; but none of these give you 
the accommodation of a cab, nor can all of them combined do 
so. The omnibuses, though clean and excellent, were to me very 
unintelligible. They have no conductor to them. To know their 
different lines and usages a man should have made a scientific 
study of the city. To those going up and down Broadway I 
became accustomed, but in them I was never quite at my ease. 
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The money has to be paid through a little hole at the driver’s 
back, and should, as I learned at last, be paid immediately on 
entrance. But in getting up to do this I always stumbled about, 
and it would happen that when with considerable difficulty I 
had settled on my own account, two or three ladies would enter, 
and would hand me, without a word, some coins with which I 
had no lifelong familiarity in order that I might go through the 
same ceremony on their account. The change I would usually 
drop into the straw, and then there would arise trouble and 
unhappiness. Before I became aware of that law as to instant 
payment, bells used to be rung at me which made me uneasy. 
I knew I was not behaving as a citizen should behave, but could 
not compass the exact points of my delinquency. And then when 
I desired to escape, the door being strapped up tight, I would 
halloo vainly at the driver through the little hole; whereas, had 
I known my duty, I should have rung a bell, or pulled a strap, 
according to the nature of the omnibus in question. . . . I heard 
it asserted by a lecturer in Boston, Mr. Wendell Phillips, whose 
name is there a household word, that citizens of the United States 
carried brains in their fingers as well as their heads, whereas 
“common people,” by which Mr. Phillips intended to designate 
the remnant of mankind beyond the United States, were blessed 
with no such extended cerebral development. Having once 
learned this fact from Mr. Phillips, I understood why it was that 
a New York omnibus should be so disagreeable to me, and at 
the same time so suitable to the wants of the New Yorkers. 

And then there are street-cars—very long omnibuses—which 
run on rails but are dragged by horses. They are capable of 
holding forty passengers each, and as far as my experience goes 
carry an average load of sixty. The fare of the omnibus is six 
cents or three pence. That of the street car five cents or two 
pence halfpenny. They run along the different avenues, taking 
the length of the city. In the upper or new part of town their 
course is simple enough, but as they descend to the Bowery, 
Peckslip, and Pearl] Street, nothing can be conceived more difficult 
or devious than their courses. . . 

The street cars are manned with conductors, and therefore 
are free from many of the perils of the omnibus, but they have 
perils of their own. They are always quite full. By that I mean 
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that every seat is crowded, that there is a double row of men 
and women standing down the centre, and that the driver’s plat- 
form in front is full, and also the conductor’s platform. .. . 

And now as to the other charge against New York, of their 
being nothing to see. How should there be anything there to 
see of general interest? In other large cities, cities as large in 
name as New York, there are works of art, fine buildings, ruins, 
ancient churches, picturesque costumes, and the tombs of cele- 
brated men. But in New York there are none of these things. 
Art has not yet grown up there. One or two fine figures by Craw- 
ford are in the town—especially that of the sorrowing Indian at 
the rooms of the Historical Society; but art is a luxury in a city 
which follows but slowly on the heels of wealth and civilization. 
Of fine buildings—-which indeed are comprised in art,—there 
are none deserving special praise or remark. It might well have 
been that New York should ere this have graced herself with 
something grand in architecture; but she has not done so. Some 
good architectural effect there is, and much architectural com- 
fort. Of ruins of course there can be none; none at least of 
such ruins as travellers admire, though perhaps some of that sort 
which disgraces rather than decorates. Churches there are 
plenty, but none that are ancient. The costume is the same as 
our own; and I need hardly say that it is not picturesque. And the 
time for the tombs of celebrated men has not come. A great 
man’s ashes are hardly of value until they have all but ceased 
to exist. 

The visitor to New York must seek his gratification and obtain 
his instruction from the habits and manners of men. The Amer- 
ican, though he dresses like an Englishman and eats roast beef 
with a silver fork—or sometimes with a steel knife——as does an 
Englishman, is not like an Englishman in his mind, in his aspira- 
tions, in his tastes, or in his politics. 
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TRAVELLERS OF THE FOURTH PERIOD, 1870-1922: 
ANALYSIS 


In the mere names of the principal British writers upon Amer- 
ica after the Civil War we have an unmistakable evidence of the 
superior character which these travels assumed. In all the cen- 
tury-long literature of the subject no descriptive passages show 
greater vividness and stylistic felicity than those of Kipling; no 
social and political analysis approaches that of James Bryce in 
thoroughness or discernment; no sociological generalizations are 
so forcible as H. G. Wells’s; and we have among the other visitors 
Matthew Arnold, Herbert Spencer, E. A. Freeman, Frederic Har- 
rison, Arnold Bennett, and Chesterton. But it is not only the 
eminence of the authors but the new character of the books that 
lifts the more recent treatment of the United States to a higher 
level: a change of character which may be summed up in the 
statement that for the first time analysis became the dominant 
note. It completely triumphed over mere narration and de- 
scription. 

The very vastness of the subject now exerted a compulsion in 
that direction, for no picture of a continental nation embracing 
nearly a hundred million people could be given except by resort 
to generalizations. English travellers could more readily syn- 
thesize their observations because they were now free from cer- 
tain tasks and disabilities which had hampered the contemporaries 
of Miss Martineau and Alexander Mackay. They didn’t have 
to waste time debating whether democracy was a success or a 
failure, for the nation of Lincoln had ended that debate; they 
didn’t have to worry about the excessive American susceptibility 
to praise and blame; they could assume that if not all English- 
men admired America, nearly all of them respected her; and the 
most peculiar of all American institutions, slavery, had been swept 
away. The ground had been cleared of a deal of impedimenta. 
In some of these English writings, as Arnold’s and Herbert 
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Spencer’s, the analysis is carried to a point where two or three 
salient theses only are discussed; in others, most notably Bryce’s, 
it is unprecedentedly elaborate. But the analytic character of 
nearly all these volumes is so plain that a parallel rather than a 
chronological survey of them is required. 

First, however, it must be pointed out that between the close 
of the Civil War and the arrival of the earliest eminent English- 
man, Freeman, in 1881, there appeared a series of strictly jour- 
nalistic volumes upon the burning question of the day—the race 
question. The visit of that versatile and unresting newspaper- 
man, G. A. Sala, in 1879-80, resulted in a flashily superficial 
treatment of it. A much more ambitious and bombastic, but 
equally worthless work was W. H. Dixon’s “The White Conquest” 
(1876), which presented as the central fact of American life a 
vast struggle for supremacy between the Caucasian on one side, 
the negroes, Indians, and Chinese on the other. His account of 
Louisiana groaning under the carpetbaggers, blacks, and Federal 
troops; of the black ascendancy in South Carolina; of the vicious 
half-breed element in southern California; of Mormon polygamy; 
of family feuds in lower Illinois; and of life among the tribes 
of Indian Territory, who had intermarried with the negroes and 
still sold squaws—this account, luridly touched with rhetoric, 
made America look rather like a seething jungle than a nation. 
Though he predicted the end of negro domination in the South, 
he believed that the race question had “wrecked a third part of 
America”; and observing the Chinese, he declared that all along 
the Pacific Coast ‘{the rice-eater is pushing the beef-eater to the 
wall.” 

David Macrae’s “America at Home” (1870) is a much fairer, 
more thorough, and acuter book. Of the half-ruined South he 
gives a graphic study, the fruit of diligent personal observation 
and inquiry. Everywhere he could, he talked with Confederate 
officers, walked with them over the battlefields, and collected 
their views of Lee and other commanders. On the Northern side 
he interviewed Grant, noting that his shrewd, gray, impenetrable 
eye and pleasant expression made him look “as if he had some- 
thing in him which he was amused at your trying to find out”; 
and he talked with President Johnson, finding “a great deal of 
the bulldog in his broad, heavy, strongly marked face, with an 
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expression of dogged obstinacy, especially about the lips, which 
are firmly pressed together as when a man is facing a cold blast.” 
Macrae had many illuminating chats with the freedmen of the 
South, whose immediate outlook seemed dark to him, and he saw 
the Virginia Constitutional Convention at work in Richmond, 
with negroes participating in a debate that was “rather showy 
than good.” But he never doubted that the Civil War would 
shortly be found beneficial to the South, where “the lazy luxury 
that was enervating her people is no longer possible.”” The owner 
of a tobacco factory in Richmond he found favorable to free 
labor: 


I like it better than slavery. I would not go back to the slavery 
system if I could. Labour is cheaper now and more easily managed. 
Formerly you had to keep order with the cowhide. If a man was stub- 
born you had to whip him. You had paid $600 or $800 for him, and you 
could not afford to let him lie idle. But now, if a man is disorderly, or 
won’t work, you tell him to take his jacket and go. . . . Then, again, in 
slave times you had to keep the factory going whether you were mak- 
ing money or not, for the men were always on your hands. 


The best treatise upon the race question, however, is Sir George 
Campbell’s “White and Black” (1879), the work of a hard- 
headed Scotchman who had attained eminence in the Indian ad- 
ministration. He visited the rural districts as well as towns of 
Virginia, the Carolinas, and Georgia, and talked with the negroes 
wherever he went. Politically, he concluded that the period of 
carpet-bag rule had been rather a scandal than a permanent 
injury, and that there had been more pilfering than plundering. 
He sympathized with the upheaval of the whites, and their recap- 
ture of the State governments, but he did not think it right for 
them to insist upon the total exclusion of negroes from office— 
upon an absolutely solid South. Any scheme of arbitrary dis- 
franchisement he particularly opposed, though he had no objec- 
tion to an educational qualification for the ballot. His social 
and economic views were equally liberal and wise. If there were 
any difference in intellectual capacity between the white and 
black races, he thought it neither very wide nor evident. “I am 
told on all hands,” he remarked, “that some pure negroes show 
an educational capacity quite equal to that of good whites.” 
Both as hired laborers and as farmers, he saw that they were 
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absolutely indispensable to the South, and remarked that if under 
the spur of long-continued ill-treatment the colored people of 
any particular locality began migrating em masse to the North, 
this fact would be brought home forcibly to the South—a pre- 
diction justified during the World War. The two peoples should 
realize their interdependence: 


All that is now wanting to make the negro a fixed and conservative 
element in American society is to give him encouragement to, and facili- 
ties for, making himself by his own exertions a small landowner; to 
do, in fact, for him what we have sought to do for the Irish farmer. 
Land in America is so much cheaper and more abundant, that it would 
be infinitely easier to effect the same object there. I would by no means 
seek to withdraw the whole population from hired labor; on the con- 
trary, the negro in many respects is so much at his best in that function, 
that I should look to a large class of laborers remaining; but I am at 
the same time confident that it would be a very great benefit and stability 
to the country if a large number should acquire by thrift an independent 
position as landowning American citizens.... The whites certainly 
cannot do without them; already the great drawback to the Southern 
States is the want of that great influx of foreign population which 
causes the North and West to progress in a geometrical ratio. Evi- 
dently their true policy is to make the most of the excellent population 
which they have, and they quite see it. The blacks, again, certainly 
cannot do without the whites; their own race is not sufficiently advanced 
to fulfil the functions now in the hands of the whites. 


A good deal of notice was given in these and other journalistic 
books to a second question which took on prominence after the 
war, that of woman’s rights. Anthony Trollope’s portrait of the 
middle-class American woman as a pushing Jezebel, carrying her 
insistence on special privilege to a point which outraged all his 
ideas of feminine delicacy, was emphatically repudiated by Sir 
George Campbell. But the most detailed and sympathetic treat- 
ment of the woman’s movement was that by the well-known Eng- 
lish social worker and suffragist, Emily Faithfull, in “Three Visits 
to America” (1884). In both the political and economic spheres, 
it was now a remarkably vigorous movement. She was greeted 
in New York on her first visit, at a reception in Steinway Hall, 
by journalists like Mrs. Mary Booth, editor of Harper’s Bazar, 
and Mary E. Dodge, editor of Hearth and Home; by authors like 
Mrs. Stoddard; and by women physicians, artists, singers, busi- 
ness executives, and even clergywomen. 
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When Miss Martineau visited America in the thirties she dis- 
covered only five occupations open to women, but now Miss 
Faithfull found more than 400 in Massachusetts alone. In fact, 
merely between her first visit in 1872 and her second in 1882, the 
introduction of the typewriter and telephone threw open wide 
new fields of employment to women. She was impressed, too, 
by the increase in outdoor exercise for women in this decade, At 
Vassar, over which Prof. Maria Mitchell, the eminent woman as- 
tronomer, showed her in 1883, she found the students constantly 
using the Hudson for boating or skating. Lawn tennis had be- 
come popular everywhere, and Central Park showed its daily 
bevies of young waqmen on horseback. President Angell told her 
at Michigan University that the curriculum taxed the physical 
powers of the girls no more than those of the men, and she was 
assured there and at Cornell that women were welcomed because 
“they give classroom conversation that delicate, chaste, and 
humane tone which the recognition of women among the readers 
of books has been giving to English literature during the last 
hundred years.” A new era for women had opened, in short, 
between the visits of Fanny Wright and Miss Faithfull, between 
1820 and 1870. 

The number of American women distinguished in the profes- 
sions was clearly a gratifying surprise to Miss Faithfull, and 
she proudly mentions the wide following of Grace Greenwood 
as a journalist, the fact that Dr. Mary Putnam Jacobi and some 
other women physicians earned $10,000 to $20,000 a year, and 
the demands which drew Mrs. Livermore upon a lecture tour of 
25,000 miles annually. She still found a good deal of which to 
complain in the economic inequality of men and women. In the 
teaching profession the latter were paid far less than the former, 
a circumstance which Col. T. W. Higginson explained to her by 
saying: ‘We have in the United States first half educated the 
women, and then, to restore the balance, only half paid them.” 
In the civil service at Washington there was as yet no approach 
to equality in promotion, and Kate Fields assured her that in 
the newspaper world women enjoyed no such opportunities as 
men. But all in all, Miss Faithfull found both the attitude of 
the nation toward women, and that of women toward life, excellent. 

The publication of Herbert Spencer’s, Matthew Arnold’s, and 
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E. A. Freeman’s impressions of the United States all occurred 
within a half dozen years in the eighties, a fitting prelude to the 
first edition of Bryce’s monumental work. None of these men 
was a trained observer, and none spent much time in this country. 
It is hence but natural that we should find Spencer quite at vari- 
ance with the facts in his statement of the position of the political 
boss, whom he grotesquely pictures as leading 20,000 voters to 
the polls. Actually our “bosses” are not demagogues seeking 
the voters, but men secretly manipulating the political machin- 
ery. Spencer was equally wrong in his idea that the United States 
was given a readymade paper constitution in 1787, which it 
would slowly have to adjust to actualities; for our Constitution 
represented a long, sure, and natural growth, as Bryce showed 
in tracing it from its colonial origins. It was natural for Arnold 
to make the error of saying that our landscape east of the 
Alleghenies “in general is not interesting,” an opinion he changed 
when on his second visit to America he lived for a time in the 
Berkshires. Freeman’s queer idea that politics is not so constant 
a subject of conversation here as in England would not have 
lasted long if he had stayed over till the great Mugwump cam- 
paign of 1884. But in general the three men are to be listened 
to with profound respect, and the two greatest will long provoke 
Americans to thought. 

Matthew Arnold’s primary objection to America was in a 
limited sense shared by Freeman, and in a still more limited 
sense endorsed by Bryce: American life, he thought, was cul- 
turally uninteresting. It did not have enough that-was beau- 
tiful, he said—look at our monotonous landscapes, ugly place- 
names, and shoddy architecture; it did not have enough that 
was distinguished—look how our ‘passion for democracy glorifies 
the average man, how our yellow press vulgarizes everything it 
touches, and how we reconcile ourselves to our defects by a blind 
brag. The remedy which Arnold prescribed was the creation 
of a spirit of true criticism, which would awaken in the American 
breast a sense of awe and reverence for whatever is truly dis- 
tinguished. While Arnold’s vision of America was defective, 
there was force in what he said, and Freeman, who had written 
earlier and somewhat less philosophically, would have approved 
of much of the indictment. He himself had condemned our 
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newspapers as being for the most part ignorant, ill-written, and 
offensively personal, while he had objected vehemently to our 
place-names as ill-assorted and artificial. But Freeman found 
America deficient in the highest interest primarily because he 
was a historian, and we lacked historical monuments. For that 
shortcoming the sole cure is time; and as Arnold acknowledged 
in his essay upon Grant, and Freeman in his remarks upon the 
old-world look of towns like Bristol, Pa., we do our best with the 
history we have. As for Spencer, in this connection he said 
simply that America was unformed, and would long remain so. 

When Arnold accused the United States of being content with 
mediocre attainments and quoted with approval Lowell’s remark 
that we were “the most common-schooled and least cultured people 
in the world,” he touched a truth of which another facet was 
pointed out by Freeman. Arnold called us a nation of Philis- 
tines, a vast stodgy middle-class people; Freeman a nation of 
“general readers.” It seemed to me, said the historian, “that in 
America the reading class, the class of those who read widely, 
who read, as far as they go, intelligently, but who do not read 
deeply—the class of those who, without being professed scholars, 
read enough and know enough to be worth talking to—form a 
larger proportion of mankind than they do in England. On the 
other hand, the class of those who read really deeply, the class 
of professed scholars, is certainly much smaller in proportion in 
America than it is in England.” Both men thought our culture 
lacked depth, though they defined culture very differently. 

To turn from our defects to our merits, all three again em- 
phatically agreed that the level of material well being in America 
is worthy of the unqualified envy of Europe. Arnold told us 
that poor men, though not men of moderate wealth, were much 
better off here than anywhere else, society being so constituted 
as to favor those of small income; and that either we or our good 
fortune had solved “the social problem.” Spencer was astonished 
at the immense development of our material civilization, its extent, 
wealth, and magnificence, which he attributed partly to our 
political instiutions, and more largely to the factors Arnold had 
suggested by fortune—our unapproached natural resources, our 
inheritance of European science, and our native energy. Free- 
man, too, in commenting upon the munificence of the founders 
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of American colleges, recognized the same happy fact, though for 
the most part he simply took it for granted. 

However, in the exhortations they chiefly pressed upon America 
the three men differed sharply. Spencer was deeply alarmed by 
the growth of bossism and corruption in the republic, as he might 
well be, and feared that we were in danger of losing our liberties 
somewhat as the medieval Italian states had done. But Arnold 
felt no alarm whatever on this score. The corruption was exag- 
gerated, he said—“it is not the wide and deep disease it is often 
represented; it is such that the good elements in the nation may, 
and I believe will, perfectly work it off.” Spencer wished us, in 
our headlong rush, to pause for the sake of our health and the 
greater enjoyment of life. Arnold wished us to pause to give 
more attention to the cultivation of the mind, and the pursuit 
of the things of the spirit. In “A Word More About America,” 
he made a tart remark concerning Spencer’s crusade against State 
Socialism, which he reprobated, while in his New York speech 
Spencer made a tart remark in criticism of Arnold’s concentration 
upon culture as the one and sufficient goal of life. Freeman’s 
criticisms were all good dogmatic British criticisms of detail, with 
much hard sense in them. We should not give our town names 
the French termination ville, but English terminations; we should 
pay more attention to research study in our colleges; we should 
have better paved streets and roads; we ought not to be so fond 
of titles; we were too much inclined to take the law into our own 
hands, an indication that we were under-governed; our ignorance 
of England was most deplorable, and so on. J 

Arnold in particular, who committed the error of stating his 
opinion of America before he visited us, is decidedly misleading 
in some of his observations. In saying that our life lacked inter- 
est, he had in mind an excessively narrow definition of “interest,” 
while his reasons for believing even that kind of interest non- 
existent are by no means all valid. Our landscapes are not 
monotonous, our architecture Freeman thought promising, and 
Bryce has explained some of the counter-tendencies which pre- 
vent democracy from dragging everything down to a dead level. 
Arnold betrayed his distinct limitations of sympathy when he re- 
marked that Benjamin Franklin was our greatest man, and that 
he could not understand why we insisted on placing Lincoln upon 


INTRODUCTION: FOURTH PERIOD 433 


a lofty pedestal. His sweeping inclusion of nearly all Americans 
under the term “Philistines” has been derided by no less a fellow- 
Briton than J. F. Muirhead, who thinks that we have too much 
imagination and too little smugness for that. But for all that, 
Arnold could not write a volume upon this country without hitting 
many truths squarely on the head. He admitted that America 
was quite as well off without a snobbish aristocracy like Brit- 
ain’s, just as Freeman admitted that we were quite as well off 
without any castles in our history. He admitted that it was 
worth while to penalize the wealthy a little to make the wage- 
earner more comfortable. Our atmosphere of buoyancy and 
geniality pleased him. Finally, his warnings to us that we do 
not sufficiently cultivate our sense of reverence, that we are prone 
to cynicism, materialism, and bragging, and that we must not 
rely too much on mere machinery or institutions, were all to be 
taken to heart. 

In one other writer of the decade, Sir Lepel Griffin, we have 
an amusing reversion to Mrs. Trollope. Nothing pleased him. 
“America,” he declared with a sweeping gesture, “is the country 
of disillusion and disappointment, in politics, literature, culture, 
and art; in its scenery, its cities, and its people. With some 
experience of every country in the civilized world, I can think 
of none except Russia in which I would not prefer to reside, in 
which life would not be more worth living, less sordid and mean 
and unlovely.” This Indian official, who might well be left to 
oblivion had not Arnold used his criticism as a text, was equally 
displeased by our scenery, our literature, our women, and our 
hotels. He thought the Mississippi ‘fa superb volume of pea 
soup,” and apropos of our passion for defacement, remarked that 
it would not be long till the walls of the Grand Canyon would 
invite travellers to purchase Conger’s Chest Shields; he referred 
to “the obscene ravings of Walt Whitman,” and “the milk and 
water of Mr. W. D. Howells”; he was sure that “more pretty 
faces are to be seen in a single day in London than in a month 
in the States”; and he found our hostelries a common lounge for 
the street-loafers. Naturally, he expatiated upon our lynchings, 
our municipal bosses, our pension grabbing, and our wartime 
corruption; and as a crowning insult, he told us that the thing 
best worth seeing in the United States was the pork-packing 
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of Chicago. Sir Lepel came just fifty years after his due time, 
and we are not likely to look upon his kind again. 

The supercilious egotism of Sir Lepel, the narrowness of scope 
and unsureness of tread which mark even the volumes by Arnold, 
Freeman, and Spencer, throw into greater contrast the remark- 
able comprehensiveness and sagacity of the work which appeared 
as the decade was closing—Bryce’s “American Commonwealth” 
(1888). It represents, as we now have it after its repeated re- 
visions, the work of long decades. Bryce’s first visit to America 
resulted, he states, in a swarm of bold generalizations, half of 
which he discarded after his second visit, in 1881; of the remain- 
ing half, still others went overboard when he returned from a 
third visit, in 1883-84; and before the first edition of his book 
appeared, two subsequent trips had dispelled further errors, and 
had given him an understanding of new truths. In addition to 
these repeated visits, Bryce had prepared himself by studying 
our history with care, and by making a host of American friends, 
with whom he assiduously corresponded. He contributed to our 
leading journals of opinion. It is impossible not to ascribe some 
of his ready sympathy with American manners and institutions 
to his Scotch-Irish blood, the blood of a strain which has con- 
tributed so much to American achievement. The philosophical 
insight of his two volumes, their expository persuasiveness, and 
their literary charm, united to make their publication a landmark 
in the annals of political literature. Bryce and De Tocqueville 
stand alone, and Bryce both corrects and amplifies De Tocqueville. 

With the political and constitutional chapters of Bryce’s book 
hundreds of thousands of Americans have become familiar through 
its use as a school and college text. He heartily subscribed to 
the fundamental tenets of democracy, asserting the truth of the 
apparent paradox that in general the wisdom of the mass is 
greater than the wisdom of the select few, a truth which he be- 
lieved that history had proved. While he realized the baffling 
nature of many of America’s unsolved problems, such as racial 
friction and our shameful municipal corruption, he was optimistic 
that the future would find answers for them. It is frequently an 
unreasoning optimism, but it represents an instinctive hopefulness 
that practically all Americans share. In theory, the Americans 
were still committed to the principle of laissez faire, but in prac- 
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tise Bryce perceived that the States—which could try new experi- 
ments with little danger—were going farther in governmental 
interference than most European countries; he instanced our 
severe restrictions upon the sale of liquor, our industrial legisla- 
tion, and our establishment of State universities, agricultural ex- 
periment stations, and multiform inspecting authorities. These 
experiments he applauded, saying that “no people is shrewder 
than the American in perceiving when a law works ill, nor 
prompter in repealing it.” 

In his survey of our social life, Bryce was chiefly impressed 
by the effectiveness with which our boasted principle of equality 
continued to operate. The enormous gap between our multi- 
millionaires and our poor was palpable, and he saw reasons for 
believing that it would more and more increase “by the growth of 
a very rich class at one end of the line, and of a very poor class 
at the other end.” But he found no such worship of wealth as 
foreigners supposed to exist here, and hardly even an exaggerated 
respect for it; we made an amazing fuss over the doings of our 
richest folk, but this was rather because we had a simple feeling 
of wonder and curiosity about wealth. The very rich were ad- 
mired as a famous runner or jockey is admired, “but do not seem 
to receive either flattery or social deference”—unless, of course, 
they have amassed their fortunes by a display of remarkable 
talents. As for social precedence in general, Bryce thought it 
almost non-existent. Even men in high official station do not 
give themselves airs, and are not encouraged by others to assume 
a superior mien. He instances a little scene he witnessed in the 
office of the Commander-in-Chief in Washington: some rather 
shabby Western tourists happened to push in, and seeing the room 
occupied, began to retreat, when the famous General called them 
back, saying, “Walk in, ladies; you can look around; you won’t 
disturb me—make yourselves at home.” The gain in manners 
consequent upon our social equality Bryce esteemed to be far 
in excess of the loss. “I do not think that the upper class loses 
in grace,” he wrote, “I am sure that the humbler class gains in 
independence.” Matthew Arnold had taken much the same view, 
praising the spirit which discarded all those invidious social dis- 
criminations which an Englishman wrapped up in the distinction 
between “Mr.” and “Esquire.” 
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However, like Arnold, Bryce deemed the effects of democracy 
upon our cultural life by no means uniformly good. Among the 
ten salient features of American intellectual activity and outlook 
which he listed, two only are praiseworthy, and eight are blame- 
worthy. We wished to be abreast of the best thought and work 
of the world, he said, and to have every form of literature and 
art excellently represented. We also had a warm admiration for 
literary or scientific eminence, and an enthusiasm for the qualities 
of genius, with a keen desire to discover them. Unfortunately, 
these excellences were offset by an excessive fondness for bold 
and striking effects; an absence of refined taste, and a disposi- 
tion to regard anything brilliant as obviously superior to first- 
rate work in a quiet style—a novel by Scott as superior to one 
by Jane Austen, for example; a lack of respect for canons or 
traditions; an inadequate appreciation of special knowledge or 
experience; a love of intellectual novelties whether good or bad; 
a desire for quick and showy results; and a tendency to identify 
bigness with greatness. There was nothing specifically demo- 
cratic in our literature, Bryce concluded, and it differed no more 
from English literature than did the Scotch school of letters 
headed by Burns, Hume, and Scott. This is true if we except 
the writings and influence of a poet whom Bryce probably dis- 
regarded—Walt Whitman. 

Bryce is a severer critic of America than most men who have 
not read him thoroughly realize; for his occasional severity is 
softened not only by his more frequent praise, but by his ad- 
mirable habit of tracing every fault to its origins, which lie 
frequently in mere environment or circumstance. Like Arnold, 
he criticizes the American people for their want of the highest 
intellectual distinction; but unlike Arnold, he shows how natural 
—nay, inevitable—this want had been. Its causes he states as 
five: the many distractions of American life, our atmosphere of 
absorption in material progress, the absence of historical objects 
calculated to stimulate the imagination, the fact that Europe’s 
generous cultural production so largely supplies the deficiency of 
our own, and the superficiality induced by our constant newspaper- 
reading. Now of all these causes, only the first and last can 
really be rated as sins for which we are censurable, and even thé 
first is so only in an uncertain degree. Moreover, Bryce took 2 
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more hopeful view of the future in this regard than did Arnold. 
He pointed to the development in fiction-writing during the 
eighties, and to an improvement in many fields of exact scholar- 
ship, as evidences that our comparative cultural sterility might 
not last long; evidences which a quarter-century later, writing 
of the wonderful development of our universities, he found 
strengthened. In the political field, he was at the same pains 
to define the causes of the faults of American democracy, faults 
four in number: 


First, a certain commonness of mind and tone, a want of dignity 
and elevation in and about the conduct of public affairs, an insensibility 
to the nobler aspects and finer responsibilities of national life. 

Secondly, a certain apathy among the luxurious classes and fastidious 
minds, who find themselves of no more account than the ordinary voter, 
and are disgusted by the superficial vulgarities of public life. 

Thirdly, a want of knowledge, tact, and judgment in the details of 
legislation, as well as in administration, with an inadequate recognition 
of the difficulty of these kinds of work, and of the worth of special 
experience and skill in dealing with them. Because it is incompetent, 
the multitude will not feel its incompetence, and will not seek or defer 
to the counsels of those who possess the requisite capacity. 

Fourthly, laxity in the management of public business. The persons 
entrusted with such business being only average men, thinking of them- 
selves and thought of by others as average men, with a deficient sense 
of their high responsibilities, may succumb to the temptations which the 
control of legislation and the public funds present, in cases where per- 
sons of a more enlarged view and with more of a social reputation to 
support would remain incorruptible. 


Other writers upon America had done us the service of defining 
our chief maladies, but Bryce was the first to offer a thorough 
diagnosis and prognosis of them; his object was not merely to 
describe, but to explain, and he enabled us to see ourselves as we 
had never done before. 

Taking American life as a whole, our ablest critic pronounced 
it indubitably pleasanter than English life not merely for the 
poor, as most of his predecessors had admitted, but for people 
of all worldly conditions. This was because the naturalness of 
social intercourse was not checked by class lines, nor by the ran- 
cors between religious sects which disturb so large a part of 
Europe; because of the kindliness and consideration of Americans 
—traits no doubt partly referable to the ease with which a com- 
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fortable subsistence is procured; and because of the humorous 
turn which Americans love to give social intercourse. The great- 
est drawback to this pleasantness he thought equally plain. It 
was the gray monotony of American life. Her cities were too 
uniform, too much of the nation was flat, her institutions had 
too few local variations, and there was less difference between a 
Mississippian and an Oregonian than between a Yorkshireman 
and a Cornishman. Perhaps Bryce exaggerated this uniformity. 
Other travellers, like Max O’Rell and J. F. Muirhead, found the 
differences between a Southerner and a Yankee very great and 
pleasantly picturesque. But Bryce’s general conclusion is not 
likely to evoke much dissent from any quarter: 


Life in America is in most ways pleasanter, easier, simpler than in 
Europe; it floats in a sense of happiness like that of a radiant summer 
morning. But life in one of the great European centres is capable of 
an intensity, a richness blended of many elements, which has not yet 
been reached in America. There are more problems in Europe calling 
for a solution; there is more passion in the struggles that rage round 
them; the past more frequently kindles the present in a glow of imagina- 
tive light. In whichever country of Europe one dwells, one feels that 
the other countries are near, that the fortunes of their peoples are 
bound up with the fortunes of one’s own, that ideas are shooting to and 
fro between them. 


Not even Bryce could cover the whole ground; for want of 
space he had to omit his chapters on natural scenery and its 
effect upon American life, and some of the topics which he had 
not fully discussed were treated in detail, and with more personal 
impressions than he cared to give, by later travellers. Several 
of these may be summarily dismissed. G. W. Steevens came here 
during the Presidential campaign of 1896, and gives a vivacious 
narrative of the hectic summer during which half the nation 
badged itself with silver and half with gold. Nowhere is there 
available a better description of the mass-meetings, rallies, the 
parades of business men in Chicago and New York, and the wist- 
ful enthusiasm of workmen and farmers for Bryan. Steevens 
gives characteristic sketches of both nominées: 


If you want to see a Presidential candidate you ring the bell and walk 
in and see him. That is what he is there for. I rang and walked in; 
Mr. McKinley was sitting on a rocking chair in a little office not ten 
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feet from the door. His strong, clean-shaven face has a suggestion of 
Charles Bradlaugh; there is the same lofty and massive forehead, the 
same mastiff power of chin and jaw. Clear eyes, wide nose, full lips— 
all his features suggest dominant will and energy rather than subtlety 
of mind or emotion. He had on the frock-coat in which he was pres- 
ently to address deputations, and loosely tied brown slippers in which 
he was not. He also was not unmindful of the spittoon. Yet... not 
to be tedious, his personality presents a rare combination of strength 
and chara. : 


For Bryan the English journalist caught some of the infectious 
silverite enthusiasm. He first saw him in a carriage in Washing- 
ton, “a compact, black-coated figure, a clean-shaven, clear-cut 
face, a large, sharp nose, and a square mouth and jaw. With 
the faint blue stubble on his face, and his long, grizzly hair, he 
suggests an actor to the English mind.” But when Steevens 
heard him speak in a Washington park the impression of an actor 
vanished: 


A little girl in silver tripped along the platform rail, and presented 
a bunch of silver roses. The shrieks became delirium. For a moment 
the square, black figure stood absolutely still. Then slowly he reached 
forth the hand, like St. Paul in the Bible. The din went on unabated. 
Still very slowly, he raised an arm above his head and made passes— 
one, two, three—in each direction of the crowd. Gradually silence 
crept over the mass of heads, and then the orator opened his lips. In 
a voice low but plain, hoarse but very rich, he began. He was glad to 
see once more those among whom he had spent four years of official 
life. “We'll give you four years more,” shrieked my friend over the 
station. A broad and winning smile broke over the candidate’s mouth, 
and again the mob screamed. A most admirable demagogue! 


Equally concerned with mere externals, though wider in range, 
is Philip Burne-Jones’s “Dollars and Democracy” (1904). The 
one thing new that the celebrated painter discovered was New 
York society. We must smile over his statement that the Four 
Hundred occupy a position here somewhat analogous to that of 
the nobility in England, that “the middle classes accept them 
cheerfully as the best available substitute for the dukes and 
duchesses whom, in their heart of hearts, the Americans love so 
well,” and that they “are like little kings and queens in the small 
world which they represent.” His comments upon the extreme 
frivolity of society, its lack of distinction or repose, and its 
pitiable snobbery, possess more truth. For the rest, Burne- 
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Jones’s book is filled with rather shallow disquisition upon the 
rush of American life, ice-water, crowded street-cars, the insolence 
of servants, the “monstrosities” called sky-scrapers, the yellow 
press, its front pages “like a bad dream,” the constant talk of 
dollars, and the dirtiness of Chicago. He did like our enamelled 
baths, our telephones, and our electric lights, yet when he visited 
Charles Eliot Norton at Shady Hill, and found all of these con- 
veniences lacking, he breathed a sigh of homesick relief. His 
little account of the interview in which he failed to persuade 
Roosevelt to allow his picture to be painted is unconsciously 
amusing, for in some ways Burne-Jones was rather obtuse. 

It is a much more thorough and penetrating analysis that we 
meet in James F. Muirhead’s “America the Land of Contrasts” 
(1898) and in A. Maurice Low’s “America at Home” (1907), 
the one the work of a traveller who studied America comprehen- 
sively in writing Baedeker’s guide, the other of an able journalist 
long resident in America. It was Muirhead’s book that Prince 
Henry of Prussia read in preparation for his visit. Mr. Muirhead 
could well dedicate it to “the land that has given me what makes 
life most worth living,” for he had married an American girl. 
One of his chapters is “An Appreciation of the American Woman,” 
in which he makes it clear that he liked our feminine population 
for a great variety of reasons—they are more individual and 
varied than English women, their minds are more agile and 
imaginative, and their fresh innocence is unmatchable. Mr. 
Muirhead used to astonish Americans by saying that the Daisy 
Miller of James’s story struck him as a girl of whom, because of 
her essential sweetness, refinement, and freshness, we could not 
be too proud. 

In its pleasantly smooth literary style Muirhead’s volume re- 
minds us of Capt. Thomas Hamilton or Alexander Mackay, and 
in the quiet justice of its observations it sometimes approaches 
Bryce. The author gives us repeated witty touches, as when he 
compares New York city to a lady in ball costume, with diamonds 
in her ears and her toes out at the boots. In the large view 
the inconsistencies of American life—our energy and phlegm, our 
insistence on luxury and indifference to comfort, our matter of 
fact practicality and our love of spiritualists and faith cures— 
appeared to him more prominent than any set of consistent traits. 
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He perhaps failed to remember how inconsistent all human nature, 
in every individual and every nation, is. But the prevailing tone 
of his volume, of course, is quite as cordial as Bryce’s. Like 
_ Bryce, he inclined to the belief that the distinguishing feature of 
American society, as compared with European, lay in our closer 
approach to equality, and like Bryce again, he held that this 
equality made intercourse far freer and pleasanter. Even 
Matthew Arnold had mentioned the “buoyancy, enjoyment, and 
freedom from restraint which are everywhere in America” as 
attributable to our exemption from any aristocratic incubus. 
Muirhead remarked that an American simply could not under- 
stand the uneasy sense of inferiority which a British author or 
scientist would show to a mere duke: 


It is not easy for a European to the manner born to realize the sort 
of extravagant, nightmare effect that many of our social customs have 
in the eyes of our untutored American cousins. The inherent absurdi- 
ties that are second nature to us exhale for them the full flavor of their 
grotesqueness. The idea of an insignificant boy peer taking precedence 
of Mr. John Morley! The idea of having to appear before royalty in 
a state of partial nudity on a cold winter day! the necessity of backing 
out of the royal presence! The idea of a freeborn Briton having to 
get out of an engagement long previously formed on the score that “he 
has been commanded to dine with H.R.H.” The horrid capillary plaster 
necessary before a man can serve decently as an opener of carriage 
doors! The horsehair envelopes without which our legal brains cannot 
work! The unwritten law by which a man has to nurse his hat and 
stick throughout a call unless his hostess specially asks him to lay them 
aside |! 


Perhaps the chief fault of American society, if we may believe 
Mr. Muirhead, is our tendency to attach too much importance to 
materialistic effects. We do not see the folly of spending $100 
where $10 would meet all the demands of good taste; we make 
too showy a display of American beauty roses and lilies of the 
valley at weddings and receptions; we fit up our hotels with 
oppressive tapestries, vases, and furniture; and our rich people 
show a tasteless magnificence in their private cars and their 
houses. The author condemned the social practise under which 
American girls allow their young men admirers to spend money 
so freely on them, as a practise which rubs some of the bloom off 
of romance. Like so many others, Mr. Muirhead also lamented 
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the way in which people with any money spoil their children. He 
avers that he actually saw a little girl of five appear alone in a 
hotel dining-room, order an indigestible breakfast, and silence 
the misgivings of the waiter with the rebuke, “I guess I pay 
my way.” 

A much fuller discussion of our humor is found in Muirhead 
than in any earlier writer. He was probably right in his con- 
viction that the American and Scotch forms of humor are almost 
the same, and are both more subtle than the British form. He 
remembered hearing John Morley quote to an English audience 
Carlyle’s statement about Sterling: “We talked about this thing 
and that—except in opinion not disagreeing”; and he says there 
was a lapse of a half-minute before the audience saw that the 
remark had a humorous turn, whereas in Scotland or America 
the perception would have been instant. But much of our humor 
was distasteful to him. He deplored its crudeness, as in the head- 
line over the hanging of three negroes—“Three Chocolate 
Drops”; its buffoonery, as in “Innocents Abroad”; and its irrev- 
erence, as in the advertisement of a patent filter being ‘what it 
was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be.” But he noted 
that our humor was not only a lubricant of society, as Bryce did, 
but a valuable safety valve, moderating partisan and other re- 
sentments; in the election of 1888 the Democrats enjoyed as 
much as the Republicans such squibs as one carried on a parade 
banner in Philadelphia—“No frigid North, no torrid South, no 
temperate East, no Sackville West.” As for the American press, 
his view of it coincided exactly with Arnold’s and Freeman’s: it 
was vulgar, trivial, and intrusive, though enterprising, and it 
represented a lower level of life than the English newspaper. 
Our sports, too, he considered more weakly developed than Eng- 
land’s. Our love of outdoor play was not nearly so widespread 
or genuine as in the mother country, and the commercial spirit 
had more deeply pervaded our games. 

A unique feature of Muirhead’s volume was a chapter called 
Baedekeriana, a web of conclusions drawn from his 35,000 miles 
of investigative travel in the United States. Our open railway 
cars he greatly preferred to the English compartments for long 
distances, saying that the sociability and free movement they 
offered were indispensable. His chief objection to our sleeping 
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cars was our failure to place all the berths for women at one end, 
though their indiscriminate position among those of the men 
worries few Americans. Against our railways as a whole he 
alleged the frequency of accidents, and the slowness of the branch- 
line trains. Our river and lake steamboats were distinctly better 
than any he had seen elsewhere, and fully deserving the name 
of floating palaces. Our flat, clumsy-looking, but comfortable 
and spacious ferries were another source of admiration. A very 
different story he tells of the telegraph and postal service, both 
less prompt and accurate than in Great Britain; in fact, he 
strongly suspected on one occasion that a telegram had been 
sent by train, not wire. Muirhead’s remarks upon our hotels 
supplement those made by Trollope forty years earlier. On the 
whole, he liked the American plan of charging an inclusive price 
for board and meals, despite its wastefulness; he defended our 
hotel clerks, boasting that several had actually seemed to regard 
him as an equal; and he thought our summer hotels, with their 
wide, shady balconies, and their pleasantly social atmosphere, 
quite incomparable. But he objected to the noisiness of the rooms 
in many city hotels, and thought that they ought to provide 
smoking rooms for men; while he completely missed one European 
type of hostelry: 


While we are on the question of Jefects in American hotels, it should 
be noticed that the comfortable little second-class inns of Great Britain 
are practically unknown in the United States. The second-class inns 
there are run on the same lines as the best ones; but in an inferior 
manner at every point. The food is usually as abundant, but it is of 
poorer quality and worse cooked; the beds are good enough, but not 
so clean; the table linen is soiled; the sugar bowls are left exposed to 
the flies from week-end to week-end; the service is poor and apt to be 
forward; and (last but not least) the manners of the other guests are 
apt to include a most superfluous proportion of tobacco-chewing, ex- 
pectorating, an open and unashamed use of the toothpick, and other 
little amenities that probably inflict more torture on those who are not 
used to them than would decorous breaches of the Decalogue. 


The best parts of Mr. Low’s books are those political chapters 
which reflect his long experience of official life in Washington. 
His explanation of the political bossship illuminates a subject 
which many Americans as well as Britons have failed to under- 
stand. His discrimination between the city boss and State boss, 
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between Croker and Platt, is brief but pointed. Few will ques- 
tion his general characterization of the Americans, for his de- 
scription of them as a moral people, resentful of social inferi- 
ority, gallant toward women, gregarious, hardworking, spontane- 
ous and genuine in address, free spenders of money, usually hur- 
ried, and enterprising and ambitious, is familiar. The chief 
fault of the book is a certain exaggeration of the materialistic 
inclination of the United States, which is assuredly great enough 
without over-emphasis. “The struggle for wealth in the United 
States is desperate and ceaseless,” he says. “Money is what 
every one wants, and money is what every one is trying to ob- 
tain.” This is a statement that should be qualified, as should 
Mr. Low’s view of the complete power of money over politics 
and the press. He discusses the American girl and her despotic 
position, such social traits as the horror of decolleté dress in 
inland towns, our pleasure resorts, and life at the national capital 
intelligently, but his handling of more difficult topics, such as the 
negro problem, is inadequate. The constant overtone of the 
volume, half-heard throughout, is his wonder over our wealth, our 
resources, and our future. He speaks of our boastfulness, but 
excuses it on the ground that we have done so much to justify 
it. Waiting in a public room of the White House during Roose- 
velt’s Administration, he heard one of two other men standing 
near ejaculate, ““By George, we are a great people!” and the re- 
joinder, ‘Greatest in the world!” These exclamations he thinks 
only natural. 

Two travellers who reflect clearly the same admiration of 
American power, prosperity, and progressiveness, and the general 
British desire for harmonious relations with America which ac- 
companied and followed the Spanish War, are William Archer, 
whose “America Today” was published in 1899, and W. T. Stead, 
whose “Americanization of the World” appeared in 1902. En- 
thusiasm is not too strong a word for the attitude of either. 
Stead, hailing the advent of America to a position as the greatest 
of world Powers, declared that this emergence was “the greatest 
political, social, and commercial phenomenon of our times.” He 
described the influence which the republic was exerting for the 
growth of democracy throughout the world, the improvement of 
the material condition of mankind, the diffusion of education, 
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and the strengthening of international peace. Archer, dwelling 
upon the success of the United States in meeting one problem 
after another, and rejoicing in the final welding of North and 
South during the Spanish War, struck the same note: 


The United States of America, let us say, is a rehearsal for the 
United States of Europe, nay, of the world. It is the very difficulties 
over which the croakers shake their heads that make the experiment 
interesting, momentous. The United States is a veritable microcosm; 
it presents in little all the elements which go to make up a world, and 
which have hitherto kept the world, almost unintermittently, in a state 
of battle and bloodshed. 


Both men made a plea for a close partnership between England 
and America, that of Stead being unprecedentedly hearty. De- 
claring that the right of the United States “to claim the leading 
place among English-speaking nations cannot be disputed,” he 
recalled statements by Lord Derby and Cecil Rhodes which had 
looked toward a political connection between the two nations, 
and quoted Balfour’s remark that the idea of a conflict between 
them “carries with it something of the unnatural horror of civil 
war.” He suggested that Great Britain, in token of the new 
amity among the Anglo-Saxon peoples, celebrate the Fourth of 
July, and that we reciprocate by observing Magna Charta Day. 
Archer was similarly pleased to note that the old rancors were 
disappearing since England had shown her friendship during the 
war. “Millions of people,” he observed, “who had hitherto felt 
no touch of racial sympathy, and had been conscious only of a 
vague historical antipathy, learned with surprise that England 
was in no sense their natural enemy, but rather, among all the 
nations of Europe, their natural friend.” 

G. W. Steevens, like Basil Hall long before him, had deplored 
the tone in which the instruction of our public schools had treated 
Great Britain. Our historical texts, as he showed by extracts, 
always spoke of British soldiers as “insolent,” of the Tories as 
“brutal,” of the English institutions as “hateful,” and of the 
English government as “tyrannical.” Matthew Arnold had also 
mildly expressed his opinion that the Revolution was not an 
uprising against despotism, but was rather simply the act of 
“sensible young people getting rid of stupid and overweening 
guardians who misunderstood and mismanaged them,” a view 
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which the later American historians have endorsed. Now Mr. 
Archer looked forward to the day when our schools would teach 
a fairer view of Anglo-American relations, a day which has long 
since dawned. He and Stead both tried to impress upon Eng- 
lishmen the superior character of many features of American 
civilization, and the advantages that would accrue to the mother 
country from a close relationship. Stead, for example, made 
amends for much English abuse of our journalism by saying that 
our illustrated magazines, our women’s magazines, and our peri- 
odicals for juveniles, were far better than similar publications in 
England. Archer spoke warmly of American literature, and 
pointed out the indebtedness of the English language to the 
United States for the addition of many useful new terms, and the 
preservation of many old ones. ‘Let the purists who sneer at 
‘Americanisms,’ ” he remarked, “think for one moment how much 
poorer the English language would be today if North America 
had become a French or Spanish instead of an English continent.” 

Fortunately, not all the mirrors held up to Uncle Sam at the 
close of the nineteenth and beginning of the twentieth centuries 
were so flattering. Rudyard Kipling in 1899 published his “From 
Sea to Sea,” letters of travel written to Indian newspapers in 
1887-89, which for the first time gave general currency to his 
hasty and decidedly hyper-sarcastic impressions of a trip across 
the United States. His so-called “American Notes” had first 
appeared in book form in 1891, had evoked many protests, and 
had been almost completely suppressed. In the interim he had 
married an American girl, of an aristocratic New York and Ver- 
mont family, he had bought a home three miles north of Brattle- 
boro, Vt., on which he had erected a $50,000 house named 
“The Naulahka,” and he had lived continuously in this country 
from 1892 till the summer of 1896. When his American impres- 
sions reappeared in 1899, Kipling was the most individual and 
powerful figure in the literary world of the day, a man who had 
created a new movement in poetry and fiction. Compared with 
his books like “Plain Tales from the Hills,” “Barrack Room Bal- 
lads,” “The Light that Failed,” “Life’s Handicap,” and “The 
Jungle Books,” all of which had now appeared, his two hundred 
pages of scattering and ill-tempered jottings on the United States 
were plainly mere journalism, and their disagreeable Passages were 
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not more taken to heart by Americans than they should have been. 

Landing in San Francisco, the twenty-five-year-old Kipling did 
not like our ignorant and inquisitive reporters, our casual way 
of stabbing Chinamen on street corners, the spittoons “of infinite 
capacity and generous gape” which he saw being assiduously used 
at the Palace Hotel, nor the nasal tones in which the Americans 
spoke an almost unknown tongue. “The American has no lan- 
guage. He has dialect, slang, provincialism, accent, and so 
forth.” The novelist was justly indignant when, explaining to 
an interviewer that San Francisco was hallowed ground to him 
because it was Bret Harte’s city, the interviewer informed him 
that California had long since repudiated Bret Harte because 
of his residence in England! An encounter with a bunco-steerer 
who took Kipling for a very green Englishman, and haled him 
off to a card game in a shady corner of the town, delighted the 
writer, who fooled the crook to the top of his very crooked 
bent. Even in writing of his delightful visits to a certain club, 
Kipling found opportunity to retell stories of the lawless days 
of the Vigilance Committee, imparted to him by the members. 
San Francisco, which had taken Kipling into its best circles, 
invited him to dinners and teas, and boasted of her matchless 
cable-cars to him, had reason to feel that he had treated her 
scurvily. But the treatment she received was kindness itself 
compared with that he gave Chicago. 

For Chicago, with its dirty tangle of interminable level streets, 
its smoke-filled air, its preoccupation with money, and its total 
lack of beauty in these ante-World’s Fair days, gave Kipling 
an opportunity to draw some horrifying pictures for his Indian 
newspaper. At the Palmer House, which he deemed over-gilded 
and over-mirrored, but which an American described as “the finest 
hotel in the finest city on God Almighty’s earth,” he found “a 
huge hall of tesselated marble crammed with people talking about 
money and spitting about everywhere.” It was a fit introduction 
to an uncouth, money-mad population. Invited by a cabdriver 
to see the glories of the town, Kipling peered into canals black as 
ink, and rattled down oppressive streets of business houses scream- 
ing with loud advertisements. The cabman was amazed when 
the author, shown a famous saloon paved with silver dollars, 
declared that “A Hottentot would not have been guilty of this 
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sort of barbarism,” and was enraged when Kipling refused to 
believe “‘that the snarling together of telegraph wires, the heaving 
up of houses, and the making of money, is progress.” The Chicago 
newspapers were just then carrying on a fish-wife war with the 
New York press over the location of the Columbian Exposition, 
and this, with their inaccuracy, bad grammar, slang, and want 
of dignity, gave him a peculiarly unfavorable impression of that 
Mid-Western journalism which had also displeased Arnold. 
Towards the stock-yards he was respectful. But a church service 
was the final shock: 


It was a circus really, but that the worshippers did not know. There 
were flowers all about the building, which was fitted up with plush and 
stained oak and much luxury, including twisted brass candlesticks of 
severest Gothic design. 

To these things and a congregation of savages entered suddenly a won- 
derful man, completely in the confidence of their God, whom he treated 
colloquially and exploited very much as a newspaper reporter would 
exploit a foreign potentate. But, unlike the newspaper reporter, he never 
allowed his listeners to forget that he, and not He, was the centre of 
attraction. With a voice of silver and with imagery borrowed from 
the auction room, he built up for his hearers a heaven on the lines of 
the Palmer House (but with all the gilding real gold, and all the plate- 
glass diamond), and set in the centre of it a loud-voiced, argumentative, 
very shrewd creation that he called God. One sentence at this point 
caught my delighted ear. It was apropos of some question of the Judg- 
ment, and ran :— 

“No! I tell you God doesn’t do business that way.” 

He was giving them a deity whom they could comprehend, and a gold 
and jewelled heaven in which they could take a natural interest. 


But Kipling was by no means determinedly hostile to the 
Americans. As he put it, they were raw, lawless, “almost more 
conceited than the English,” and cocksure, “but I love them.” 
In one of his chapters he relates how he assured a scoffer, whom 
he met on a train between Salt Lake and Omaha, of his faith 
in the tremendous future of the Yankees. ‘At present there is 
too much balcony and too little Romeo in the life-plays of his 
fellow citizens. Later on, when the proportion is adjusted, and 
he sees the possibilites of his land, he will -produce things that 
will make the effete East stare. He will also be a complex and 
highly composite administrator. There is nothing known to man 
that he will not be, and his country will sway the world with one 
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foot as a man tilts a see-saw plank!” The scenic beauty of the 
West was given due tribute by the impressionable young man, 
who thought that neither pen nor brush could ever adequately 
portray the splendors of the Yellowstone Gorge; he felt that he 
had really lived after he had landed his salmon in the Clackamas; 
and as a climax, he went on a pilgrimage to Elmira to see Mark 
Twain, and laid his admiration at the humorist’s feet. He and 
Mark Twain had a long talk about copyright, ‘Tom Sawyer,” 
the art of autobiography, and other literary topics. Young Kipling 
confesses that he would have given much to have had the courage 
to ask Clemens for the corn-cob pipe he was smoking, and when 
Mark Twain put his hand on the Englishman’s shoulder, the 
latter felt that it was an investiture of the Star of India, blue 
silk, trumpets, and diamond all complete. It is on this note 
of humble admiration for a great American genius that he closes 
his sketches. 

The four other novelists who wrote their impressions of the 
United States between 1906 and 1922, H. G. Wells, Arnold 
Bennett, W. L. George, and G. K. Chesterton, spent each only 
a limited time in this country. Wells and Chesterton were here 
for six or seven weeks, and Mr. George, whose stay was longest, 
for but ten months. Bennett devoted himself almost wholly to 
impressionistic description, which has never been written with 
more verve; Chesterton found in American life merely the themes 
for a dozen essays, some of which carried him into domains 
distant from the United States. None of the four attempted the 
formal study of manners and institutions which we find in Miss 
Martineau, Alexander Mackay, or Muirhead. Mr. Wells modestly 
compared himself with an ant crawling over the carcass of an 
elephant, though as a competent American critic said, he might 
better be compared to a hawk soaring over a landscape. Mr. 
George frankly admitted his “presumption” in writing a book, 
for “one tells oneself that one cannot condense within those few 
months the necessary experience, and especially the necessary 
repose, which would make it possible to arrive at balanced judg- 
ments. “Yet we would lose something if any one of these volumes 
had not been written, and the first, that by H. G. Wells, really 
drove home certain criticisms which nobody had tried to drive 
home before. 
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For Wells brought one of the most highly individual points 
of view of all the British travellers in America. Whereas men like 
Bryce, Archer, and Low all looked at us from the same general 
standpoint, Wells came distinctly as a Socialist, and a Socialist 
with trenchant ideas as to the direction human progress must take. 
Other travellers were interested in the America of the present, 
but Wells was interested in the America of the future. Symbolli- 
cally, he refused at Boston to go visit the graves of Emerson and 
Hawthorne at Concord, and at Washington to make a pilgrimage 
to Mount Vernon, for his concern was with the America of 1976, 
not 1776. When he saw a roomful of university students more or 
less intent upon Greek, he lamented their waste of time over an 
obsolete study. In every way he was an unconventional critic, 
not afraid to blurt out unconventional opinions. Sir Lepel Griffin 
had recoiled in horror from the single paper mill first planted at 
Niagara, and Lord Bryce in the later editions of ““The American 
Commonwealth” had deplored the way in which factories and 
hotels had spoiled that scenic wonder since his original visit, 
but Wells hoped that the time would soon come when the social 
and industrial processes of America would capture the falls entire; 
he delighted to foresee the moment when “all the froth and hurry 
of Niagara at last, all of it, dying into the hungry canals of intake, 
should rise again in light and power, in ordered and equipped 
and proud and beautiful humanity, in cities and palaces and the 
emancipated souls and hearts of men.” At the time of his visit 
America had just thrown an English labor agitator, William 
MacQueen, into jail on the unfounded charge that he was an anar- 
chist and had incited a Paterson mob to a riot; and some news- 
papers were engaged in hounding Maxim Gorky out of the country 
on the silly ground of his relations with Mme. Andreieva, who 
stood to him precisely as George Eliot had stood to George Lewes. 
These two instances of American injustice stirred Wells deeply, 
and he never tired of denouncing both. 

Yet, like the other three novelists, he was a thoroughly friendly 
critic, without a trace of superciliousness. He and W. L. George 
were both drawn to the United States by their very trust in its 
greatness, their confidence in the ability of its people to achieve 
a still greater future. In a chapter called “Growth Invincible” 
Wells relates how, as he watched the rich, busy country fly past on 
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a trip from Chicago to Washington, “I got still more clearly the 
enormous scale of this American destiny.” Gigantic vigor and 
growth, in fact, Wells saw as the fundamental attribute of the 
nation. Coming into New York harbor, he noted how the sky- 
scrapers dwarfed the Goddess of Liberty. Emerging at Chatham 
Square suddenly upon the Cyclopean stone arches of Brooklyn 
Bridge, he was astonished by that monster. He stared at the tor- 
rent of Fifth Avenue, and found that certain clubs at which he 
dined far surpassed any in London. At Ellis Island he watched 
immigrants rolling in at the rate of nearly a million a year. In 
vast, smoky Chicago “growth forced itself upon me again as the 
dominant American fact.” The universities impressed him, and 
he stated that in sociology, education, and psychology, studies 
close to his heart, “America is producing an amount of work 
immense in comparison with our own British output.” 

But against the background of all this wealth and might, Wells 
was troubled by a consciousness of the thrust of certain menacing 
evils, and of baffling problems. He was alarmed to see our 
enormous aggregations of private riches, and thought they needed 
checking. Arriving at the time when the Federal income tax 
law had been declared unconstitutional, he decided that the 
Statue of Liberty meant liberty for property, not man. The reck- 
less, childish spending which he saw on the part of the rich and 
their children amused and disgusted him. He tells of one artless 
squanderer who, typifying the rest, was rebuffed by a London 
picture dealer. “If you want a Boticelli that size, Mr. Record,” 
the dealer declared, “I can’t find it; you’ll have to have it made 
for you.” The conglomeration of palaces and shops on Fifth 
Avenue was eloquent, to Wells’s eye, of the fact that there was 
but one link between the residents. “The link is just spending. 
You come to New York and spend; you go away again.” Equally 
on the surface lay the evil of lynching, while the evil of child labor 
was too prominent to be missed. 

Indeed, child labor flaunted itself in the traveller’s face. 
Returning home on the subway one night at two a. m. after 
a supper and talk with Abraham Cahan, he noted “a childish- 
faced delicate little creature of eleven years old or so, wearing 
the uniform of a messenger boy,” who “drooped with fatigue, 
roused himself with a start, edged off his seat with a sigh, and 
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disappeared.” This was the year that John Spargo published 
his “Bitter Cry of the Children.” Wells was told that 1,700,000 
Americans under fifteen years of age were toiling in factories, 
mines, fields, and workshops—that in the South, children of five 
or six worked in the mills twelve hours a day. The abuse was 
clearly connected with a more inclusive evil, our commercial ruth- 
lessness. Looking at the Standard Oil Company and its list of 
crushed competitors, he decided that, in practise, strictly honest 
trading could hardly exist. Commercial corruption and political 
corruption he treated in the same chapter, and the latter he 
regarded more indulgently than the former. In Chicago he 
entered “Hinky Dink’s” saloon, chatted with “a pretty tough 
gathering” of loafers there, and formed a favorable impression of 
the boss himself. Wells saw the good as well as the bad side 
of the boss system. “He is very kind to all his crowd. He helps 
them when they are in trouble, even if it is trouble with the 
police; he helps them find employment when they are down on 
their luck; he stands between them and the impacts of an 
unsympathetic and altogether too careless social structure in a 
sturdy and almost parental way.” 

Below both kinds of corruption, he decided, not very pro- 
foundly, lay our huge exclusive preoccupation with money getting, 
and what the press called corruption was only an acute expres- 
sion in individual cases of this general fault. His conception 
of the cure he stated with irritating vagueness—he believed we 
should face the task of “creating imaginatively and bringing into 
being a new state.” But he was glad to see our Jaissez faire 
individualism submitting to an appreciation of the need for 
certain curbs. President Roosevelt was talking of the limitation 
of inheritance, revolts had formed against the trusts, the railways 
were being regulated, and so on—all of which Wells approved 
as signs of “the birth strength of a splendid civilization.” 

For everywhere and above all, Wells was outraged by the law- 
lessness, disorder, and chaos of American life. Throughout his 
volume he harps upon the need for discipline, constructiveness, 
and fixed purpose. New York’s immense activity gave him a 
sense of “soulless gigantic forces.” Chicago, with the reek and 
dirt of its stockyards, the endless smoking chimneys and blazing 
furnaces from Harvey to Pullman, the wilderness of grain eleva- 
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tors, factories, and warehouses along the river, the dust and 
clangor of State Street, seemed simply “one hoarse cry for dis- 
cipline.” The entire economic process struck him as equally 
untamed and savage, sprawling and wasteful—a process of letting 
lawless men find one new abuse after another for the government 
and public opinion to curb. Even our foundations and legacies, 
such as our gifts to universities and museums, he described as a 
litter of disorder, like the toys that too tired children leave on 
the nursery floor after a day of play. They were simply “the 
impulsive generosity of a mob of wealthy persons, with no broad 
common conceptions, with no collective dream.” Wells’s visit 
coincided with the attack of Steffens on the shame of the cities, 
of Ida Tarbell on our oil corporations, of Robert Hunter on 
poverty, and of Lawson on Frenzied Finance. Upton Sinclair, 
Wells was glad to record, had achieved a popular success with 
“The Jungle” that had been denied his romance of “Manassas.” 
The Americans, so recently complacent, seemed to him now alert 
and questioning, aroused to a thorough consideration of the 
intricate issues of the day. It was high time: 


* The essential question for America, as for Europe, is the rescue of 
her land, her public service, and the whole of her great economic process 
from the anarchic and irresponsible control of private owners—how 
dangerous and horrible that control may become the Railway and Beef 
Trust investigations have shown—and the organization of her social 
life upon the broad, clean, humane conceptions of modern science. In 
every country, however, this huge problem of reconstruction which is 
the alternative to a plutocratic decadence, is enormously complicated by 
irrelevant and special difficulties. In Great Britain, for example, the 
ever-pressing problem of holding the empire, and the fact that one legis- 
lative body is composed almost entirely of private land-owners, hampers 
every step towards a better order. Upon every country in Europe 
weighs the armor of war. In America the complications are distinctive 
and peculiar. She is free, indeed, now to a large extent from the pos- 
sibility of any grave military stresses, her one overseas investment in 
the Philippines she is evidently resolved to forget and be rid of at as 
early a date as possible. But, on the other hand, she is confronted by 
a system of legal entanglements of extraordinary difficulty and per- 
plexity, she has the most powerful tradition of individualism in the 
world, and a degraded political system, and she has in the presence of 
a vast and increasing proportion of unassimilable aliens in her sub- 


* Quotations in this introduction from H. G, Wells’s “The Future in 
America,” copyrighted, 1906, by Harper & Brothers; Arnold Bennett’s 
“Your United States,” copyrighted, 1912, by Harper & Brothers, and 
W. L. George’s “Hail, Columbia,” copyrighted, 1921, by Harper & 
Brothers, are by permission of the publishers. 
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stance—negroes, south European peasants, Russian Jews, and the like— 
an ever-intensifying complication. 


What Wells says upon the problem of the negro and the 
immigrant met sharp dissent at the time. Shocked by our indif- 
ference to the color problemn—“hardly any Americans at all seem” 
to be in possession of the elementary facts in relation to this 
question”—he was moved to deep admiration by the heroism 
with which thousands of negroes were striving toward a higher 
station. As between Booker Washington, who inclined to accept 
the fact of racial separation, and W. E. B. DuBois, who rebelled 
against it, he agreed with the latter. Racial differences would 
always exasperate intercourse until people were trained to ignore 
them, he thought; the most miserable and disorderly countries 
in the world are those in which two races keep up a jarring, 
continuous discrimination against each other. “You must repu- 
diate separation,” he told Washington, who shook his head. As 
for immigration, he thought we were getting altogether too much 
of it, and about a decade later the United States decided he was 
right. It was not the difficulty of Americanizing the newcomers 
which troubled Wells, for he recognized that this process was 
fairly easy; it was the difficulty of giving attention to our proper 
national tasks while we were digesting a raw mass of humanity. 
The immigrants weakened the ranks of organized labor, they 
increased the amount of municipal corruption, they complicated 
the processes of economic and social development, and above all, 
they retarded the development of a true national consciousness 
and will. Whether we might not have a duty to help these 
questing peoples, whether the accession of strength and blood they 
brought might not repay us for the retarding of our institutional 
development, Wells did not consider. 

Compared with Wells, Bennett’s “Your United States” is simply 
an excellent piece of literary photography of our surface aspects. 
There are vivid descriptive bits in Wells. When he speaks of 
“the friendly peering snarl” of Roosevelt’s face, “like a man 
with the sun in his eyes”; when he says that certain closed 
Fifth Avenue palaces, with their blinds down, “conveyed a curious 
effect of a sunlit child excursionist in a train who falls asleep 
and droops against his neighbor”; when he speaks of a school 
as “a waving froth of flags and flushed faces’”—we recognize a 
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genuine literary artist. But as a descriptive volume, Bennett’s 
is superior to any other of the period. He aims at expressing 
his impressions in broad, sweeping strokes. “I think of American 
Cities as enormous agglomerations in whose inmost dark recesses 
innumerable elevators are constantly ascending and descending,” 
runs a typical sentence. He disposed of the sleeper in a sen- 
tence: “TI confess I had not imagined anything so appalling 
as the confined, stifling, malodorous promiscuity of the American 
sleeping-car, where men and women are herded together on shelves 
under the drastic control of an official aided by negroes.” Ben- 
nett’s travels were bounded, like Wells’s, by New York, Boston, 
Chicago, and Washington. He “did” the Capitol in thirty 
minutes, thus revenging himself upon Yankees who had treated 
Westminster Abbey with similar disrespect; and he saw nothing 
of the real workings of our universities, nothing of the social 
and economic processes into which Wells had peered, nothing of 
rural life. He did well, in ending his book, to say that he would 
not stand by any view propounded in it. The first tremendous 
impact of the United States upon a sensitive and discerning 
man—that was what he attempted to reproduce. With his quick 
observation, vivid phrase, knack of seeing the dynamic side of 
life, and intense modernity, he succeeded. 

His modernity it was that made him think he had never been 
in a perfect home until he was entertained in the well-warmed, 
well-plumbed, well-lighted, well-planned, well-furnished domiciles 
of wealthy Americans. Modernity intensified his disgust when 
the world-renowned limited which bore him from New York to 
Chicago met a series of accidents, and he reached the latter city 
seventy minutes late. Rapid transit in our great cities was natu- 
rally a keen disappointment to him, and he denounced our over- 
crowded subways and noisy elevated lines in almost the terms used 
by New Yorkers and Chicagoans. On the other hand, our modern 
city hotels made him lyrical with praise. Declaring that it had 
always been his secret ambition to be a hotel manager, he waxed 
dithyrambic in cataloguing “the calm orderliness of the bedroom 
floors, the adequacy of wardrobes and lamps, the reckless pro- 
fusion of clean linen, that charming notice which one finds under 
one’s door in the morning, ‘You were called at seven-thirty, and 
answered,’ the fundamental principle that a bedroom without 
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a bathroom is not a bedroom, the magic laundry, which returns 
your effects duly starched in eight hours, the bells which are 
answered immediately, the thickness of the walls, the radiator 
in the elevator shaft, the celestial invention of the floor clerk,” 
and other virtues of our hostelries. He found our theatres, unlike 
those of Europe, really built so that every person in the audience 
could see the stage. His modernity made him chant the romance 
of the skyscraper: 


The elevator ejects you. You are taken into dazzling daylight, into 
what is modestly called a business office; but it resembles in its grandeur 
no European business office, save such as may have been built by an 
American. You look forth from a window, and lo! New York and the 
Hudson are beneath you, and you are in the skies. And in the warmed 
stillness of the room you hear the wind raging and whistling, as you 
would have imagined it could only rage and whistle in the rigging of 
a three-master at sea. There are, however, a dozen more stories above 
this story. You walk from chamber to chamber, and in answer to 
inquiry learn that the rent of this one suite——among so many—is over 
thirty-six thousand dollars a year! And you reflect that, to the be- 
holder in the street, all that is represented by one narrow row of windows, 
lost in a diminishing chess-board of windows. And you begin to realize 
what a sky-scraper is, and the poetry of it. 


Bennett, after a hasty glance at our universities, particularly 
Columbia and Harvard, suspected that they were too luxurious 
to be first-rate places for study. Yet on Morningside Heights the 
sight of a Chinese student tabulating from the world’s press, in 
a modern history laboratory, a history of the world day by day, 
gave him a thrill. His chief revolt against an expression of mod- 
ernism related to the apartment house, which he pictures as an 
ogre devouring children, income, domesticity, and even initiative 
and self-reliance—a conception with altogether too much truth 
in it. He corrected its undue harshness, however, after visiting 
the Bronx, and seeing the comfortable four-room flat of a wage- 
earner who could pay only $26 a month, and the seven-room flat, 
at $45 a month, of a poor doctor who enjoyed “no end of con- 
veniences—certainly many more than in any flat that I had ever 
occupied myself!” And if he was dubious as to Harvard, where 
he saw a mere comic magazine housed in a spacious and costly 
building that some London newspapers would envy, he was ail 
admiration for elementary education as he saw it exemplified 


INTRODUCTION: FOURTH PERIOD 457 


at the Horace Mann School in New York. The palatial structure 
seemed to have no end, and in each of the scores of classrooms 
the children were fiercely dragging knowledge out of the com- 
municative teachers with a zest which he could not understand. 
One group was learning geography with the aid of a stereoscopic 
magic-lantern, and when they had examined a view of a Russian 
village street, the teacher asked those with any questions to stand 
up. “And the whole class leaped furiously to its feet, blotting out 
the entire picture with black shadows of craniums and starched 
pinafores.” If the dominant impression of America conveyed by 
Stead is power, and by H. G. Wells is gigantic disorder, that 
given by Bennett is vitality. 

It was as natural for the delineator of the Five Towns to like 
busy, prosperous, and progressive America as it was for Wells, 
who saw in it a vast and highly favorable sociological laboratory. 
There are not many generalizations in Bennett’s book, and most 
of these are negative. He did not find the overwhelming hurry 
of which he had heard so much, even the New York Stock 
Exchange being much quieter than the Paris Bourse. He was 
not asked for his opinions of the United States until he had been 
here fully a fortnight. The national boasting under which he had 
expected to be drowned was nowhere in evidence. Neither was 
the insolence of train-boys, policemen, and other public servants. 
But the few positive generalizations the novelist does advance 
are favorable, and the most important of these is his conviction 
that the United States, besides being rich and energetic, is 
culturally a land of some achievement and more promise. Winslow 
Homer’s water colors were one of the pleasant surprises of his 
visit, and he longed to collect a trainload of New York, Boston 
and Chicago dilettanti and lead them by the ears to the quiet 
museum in Indianapolis in which these creations were housed. 
He remarks that this allegedly Philistine nation may well hold 
up its head when it remembers that it has produced in Poe the 
one literary artist who has deeply influenced French imaginative 
writers since Byron; in Whitman one of the world’s supreme 
poets; in Mark Twain the greatest pure humorist of modern 
times; and in addition, Stanford White, “the incomparable Mc- 
Kim,” “the miraculous Henry James,” and “the only two Anglo- 
Saxon personalities who in graphic art have been able to impose 
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themselves on modern Europe—Whistler and John Sargent.” 
Bennett gravely rebukes the superior Europeans who sneer at the 
ordinary American tourist: 


The plausible argument is that the mass of such tourists are inferior 
in intellect and taste to the general level of Europeans who display 
curiosity about history or art. Which is probably true. But it ought 
to be remembered by us Europeans (and in sackcloth!) that the mass 
of us with money to spend on pleasure are utterly indifferent to history 
and art. The European dilettante goes to the Uffizi and sees a shop- 
keeper from Milwaukee gazing ignorantly at a masterpiece, and says: 
“How inferior this shopkeeper from Milwaukee is to me! The American 
is an inartistic race!” But what about the shopkeeper from Hudders- 
field or Amiens? The shopkeeper from Huddersfield or Amiens will be 
flirting about on some entirely banal beach—Scarborough or Trouville 
—and for all he knows or cares Leonardo da Vinci might have been a 
cabman; and yet the loveliest things in the world are, relatively speak- 
ing, at his door! When the European shopkeeper gets as far as 
Lucerne in August, he thinks that a journey of twenty-four hours entitles 
him to rank a little lower than Columbus. It was an enormous feat 
for him to reach Lucerne, and he must have credit for it, though his 
interest in art is in no wise thereby demonstrated. One has to admit 
that he now goes to Lucerne in hordes. Praise to be to him! But I 
imagine that the American horde “hustling for culture’ in no matter 
what historic centre will compare pretty favorably with the European 
horde in such spots as Lucerne. 

All general curiosity is, to my mind, righteousness, and I so count it 
to the American. Not that I think that American curiosity is always 
the highest form of curiosity, or that it is not limited. With its appar- 
ent omnivorousness it is often superficial and too easily satisfied— 
particularly by mere words. Very seldom is it profound. It is apt to 
browse agreeably on externals. 


Freeman and Arnold, rebuking this vice of superficiality, had 
tried to believe it more marked in America than England; Arnold 
Bennett thought it the common fault of both nations, and refused 
to say in which it appeared the more prominent. The power of 
thinking things through, the determination to grasp a truth in 
its entirety, the refusal to blink unpleasant phenomena, “demands 
intellectual honesty—a quality which has been denied by Heaven 
to all Anglo-Saxon races.” But after visiting the Homer room 
in Indianapolis and the Innes room in the Chicago Art Institute, 
he refused to believe that America could not foster a vital art. 

Chesterton, unlike Bennett, is a writer of many generalizations, 
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which are frequently paradoxical, sometimes unsound, and even 
when sound are sometimes pushed by his characteristic style into 
the limits of the fantastic. He brought his sense of humor with 
him, as he showed when, being asked by the interviewers in 
New York what he thought had caused the recent “crime wave” 
there, he replied that it might be due to the number of British 
travellers who had recently landed. But above all, he brought 
his habit of looking for the oblique facets of truth, of standing 
facts on their heads to find what would drop out of their pockets. 
He begins his “What I saw in America,” characteristically, by 
asserting that travel narrows the mind, a statement in behalf 
of which much can be said. New York, he pursues, is a cosmo- 
politan city, but it is not a city of cosmopolitans, another remark 
possessing much force, since the most alien people in New York 
are usually the least international in outlook. Replying to those 
who condemn the electric signs on Broadway as ugly though 
useful, he declares that they are beautiful but useless. An entire 
chapter is devoted to the development of the thesis that the 
Atlantic—the gulf between England and America—is widening, 
not narrowing. This, explains the ingenious Mr. Chesterton, is 
because all countries are growing apart from one another, as 
witness Ireland’s separation from England, and Norway’s from 
Sweden; while it is traceable in even greater degree to the 
deepening of national differences between England and the United 
States. When he was a boy he read “The Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table,” written in an English as pure as Ruskin’s, 
precisely as if it had been an English book; but now that he 
is a man, he cannot read O. Henry’s short stories as if they were 
English, for the slang, the idiom, the dizzy and involved meta- 
phors, are radically different from any English style. So Ches- 
terton pursues his way westward to Nebraska, throwing up a 
shower of paradoxical sparks all along the way. He had arrived 
expecting to find the United States a land of skyscrapers, he 
says, but as soon as he left New York he perceived that it was a 
land of the very opposite architecture. “I saw forests upon 
forests of small houses stretching away to the horizon as literal 
forests do; villages and towns and cities. And they were, in 
another sense, literally like forests. They were all made of wood.” 

Despite the extremes in generalization into which his passion 
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for saying the unusual led him, Chesterton did light upon some 
conclusions that are more than half-truths. America is really a 
paradoxical land, and so lent itself to his talent. Our very youth 
is paradoxical, as Chesterton pointed out when he said that we 
are youthful both in the sense of being progressive, of using the 
latest inventions, and in the sense of being primitive, raw, and 
unformed in certain respects. The perfection of our telephone 
system is marvellous. On the other hand, there are whole patches 
and sections of our manners that struck the essayist as quite 
Early Victorian. “I cannot help having this sensation, for in- 
stance, about the arrangment for smoking in the railway car- 
riages. There are no smoking carriages, as a rule; but a corner 
of each of the great cars is curtained off mysteriously, that a man 
may go behind the curtain and smoke. Nobody thinks of a 
woman doing so. It is regarded as a dark, bohemian, and almost 
brutally masculine indulgence; exactly as it was regarded by the 
dowagers in Thackeray’s novels.” The illustration here is not 
quite happy, for we do have smoking cars, and much feminine 
smoking, but he does point to an undoubted social fact. Again, 
Chesterton demonstrated his shrewdness when he told English 
readers that they exaggerate the interest of Americans in Euro- 
pean politics; that there are millions upon millions of people 
in the Middle West who have hardly more concern over Anglo- 
Trish relations than the Chinese do over the question whether 
their Ambassador in England shall dine at the Savoy or the 
Ritz. His explanation of certain differences in the national humor 
of Great Britain and the United States, while inadequate, does 


really cast some illumination upon the popular psychology of the 
two lands: 


Suppose an American soldier said to an English soldier in the trenches, 
“The Kaiser may want a place in the sun; I reckon he won’t have a 
place in the solar system when we begin to hustle.” The English soldier 
will very probably form the impression that this is arrogance; an im- 
pression based on the extraordinary assumption that the American means 
what he says. The American has merely indulged in a little art for 
art’s sake, an abstract adventure of the imagination; he has told an 
American short story. But the Englishman, not understanding this, will 
think the other man is boasting, and reflecting on the insufficiency of 
the English effort. The English soldier is very likely to say something 
like, “Oh, you’ll be wanting to get home to your old woman before that, 
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and asking for a kipper with your tea.” And it is quite likely that the 
American will be offended in his turn at having his arabesque of abstract 
beauty answered in so personal a fashion. Being an American, he will 
probably have a fine and chivalrous respect for his wife; and may 
object to her being called an old woman. Possibly he in turn may be 
under the extraordinary delusion that talking of an old woman really 
means that the woman is old. Possibly he thinks the mysterious demand 
for a kipper carries with it some charge of ill-treating his wife; which 
his national sense of honor swiftly resents. But the real cross-purposes 
come from the contrary direction of the two exaggerations, the American 
making life more wild and impossible than it is, and the Englishman 
making it more flat and farcical than it is; the one escaping the house 
of life by a skylight and the other by a trap door. 


A score of British and French travellers found on the surface 
of American life a constant talk about dollars. Arnold Bennett 
pushed the fact aside with the remark that in all lands men talk 
of money, and no men more than authors, Balzac’s correspondence 
being fuller of francs than any American stock-broker’s is of 
dollars. Chesterton gets a little below the surface with the dis- 
covery that one reason why Americans mention dollars is that 
they have no false idea of their vulgarity, while another is that 
they are fond of talking of measurements. Whereas an English- 
man will say that philanthropists have given the town a park, 
the Yankee will say they have given it a park of 300 acres worth 
$500,000. 

The familiar Chestertonian dogmas—his belief in the superior- 
ity of medieval to modern life, of the provincial culture to 
metropolitan culture, of Catholicism to Calvinism, of jollity and 
good living to austerity—crop out somewhat eccentrically 
throughout the book. In the Middle West, quite rationally, 
Chesterton perceived the real strength of the American manhood 
and character. But this great agricultural section, to a deter- 
mined medizvalist, fell short of the glories of the twelfth cen- 
tury. The farmers grew their own physical food, but for mental 
and spiritual pabulum, instead of crowning their brows with 
laurel, devising morality plays, pageants, and fairs, and cele- 
brating saints’ days, they went to the movies and read the 
magazines. In short, they took their culture from the cities. 
They had no Catholic poetry or piety. An honest member of a 
Mid-Western farm bureau would laugh over the essayist’s invi- 
tation to return to the position of a medieval p2asant, and 
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Chesterton knew it. But for all that, he still preferred Main 
Street to the great industrial city. “They have not heard the 
ancient noise either of arts or arms; the building of the cathedrals 
or the marching of the crusade. But at least they have not 
deliberately slandered the crusade and defaced the cathedral. 
And if they have not produced the peasant arts, they can still 
produce the peasant crafts.” It is impossible to take Chesterton 
in this vein seriously except by a total refusal to take him 
literally. If he means that a growth of distinctive local culture 
is desirable in every section, we can give him a qualified assent. 
Puritanism and feminism he treated to as caustic a denunciation 
as he did industrialism, asserting that a union of these two sinister 
isms had produced our lamentable addiction to fads and cranki- 
ness. As for democracy, he found no ray of hope for its future 
save “in a dogma about the divine origin of man,” a statement 
which would have made Thomas Jefferson speechless with in- 
dignation. This leads Chesterton, in a wild non sequitur, to 
declare that “so far as that democracy becomes or remains 
Catholic and Christian, that democracy will remain democratic.” 

Several of the opinions emphasized by Chesterton were empha- 
sized also by W. L. George, who in most ways—in his aggressive 
championship of feminism, for example—stood at an opposite 
pole in outlook. They seem to have thought alike about prohibi- 
tion. Chesterton had two reasons for invincible hostility to it. 
It was a blow at the gaiety of life, and it was also a product of 
industrialism. ‘The real reason behind Prohibition,” he frown- 
ingly grumbles, “is simply the plutocratic power of the pushing 
employers who wish to get the last inch of work out of their 
workmen.” Mr. George, though less outspoken, also regretted 
prohibition because “it has done immense damage to conviviality,” 
and because he felt an atmosphere of hypocrisy hanging about 
it, as about other manifestations of Puritanism. The first Ameri- 
can he asked regarding it, a stranger, replied, “O, I’m for Prohi- 
bition. Can you tell me where I can get a drink?’’ He chronicles 
the facts concerning our ineffectual enforcement of the Volstead 
Act, our wholesale bootlegging, and our consumption of substi- 
tutes worse than liquor itself. “I have come across a number 
of men who supported prohibition,” he writes, “and their cellars 
were full of liquors.” Nevertheless, all question of his own dis- 


INTRODUCTION: FOURTH PERIOD 463 


approval apart, he prophesied that in the end prohibition would 
triumph: 


My own belief is that in the United States of America liquor will 
practically disappear. Liquor is to a certain extent sustained by the 
unpalatable nature of the prohibition drinks; the beer is nothing but a 
ghost of the real beer; apple cider, loganberry juice, and such like are 
fit to make a school-treat sick. The only good prohibition drink is 
water. But the resources of industrial chemistry will by degrees pro- 
duce the illusion we need. It is the only thing we need in life. Drink 
itself will go because it is not being given to the young generation. 
That is not only a question of shame, but a question of supply. As the 
stocks go down, as enforcement grows more rigid, drink will grow more 
and more difficult to obtain. The father will naturally keep it for 
himself, and a vague sort of shame will prevent him from introducing 
his son to liquor. So the young generation will grow up without it, 
not wanting what it does not know; by degrees, as the old drinking 
generation dies out, the only drunkards will be people afflicted by a new 
kind of depravity, who will drink whiskey as they now snuff cocaine. 


Another point of agreement between the two novelists is their 
liking for the region which Meredith Nicholson has celebrated 
as the valley of democracy. Mr. George was deeply disappointed 
by New England. He could not understand the continuing rev- 
erence with which the rest of America regarded that ancient 
seat of culture. Though he did justice to the charming archi- 
tecture, and though he liked the character of the Yankee farmer, 
which—showing “an air of moderation and reserve, tinged with a 
little suspicion, and informed with a certain kindness”—suggested 
a Scotch type, he felt that, essentially, the old New England 
was dying, and a new England rising in industrial smoke. Boston, 
for example, except for an aloof and exhausted aristocracy, which 
he amusingly sketches, was now a polyglot city of immigrants. 
On the basis of the pages devoted to them in the telephone book, 
he estimated there must be at least 20,000 O’Briens in the city. 
Gazing in Copley Square at the Italian who retailed grapes from 
a push-cart, he envisaged him as a triumphant sentinel repre- 
senting the army of occupation which had captured Boston. The 
signs on the Common did not say, “Please Keep Off the Grass,” 
but “Keep Off the Grass. If You Want to Roam, Join the Navy.” 
This, as he reflects, is not at all the way they would have ex- 
pressed it in the days of Emerson. As a modernist, like Bennett, 
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as one who shared Wells’s confidence that industrial change will 
conquer beauty and ease for all men, whereas the old New 
England meant beauty and ease for only a few, he did not regret 
the change—— 


with its swarming tenements, its crowds of yelling children, its resound- 
ing trolley cars, all this is really sane and splendid and full of promise 
for a luminous future. 


He was merely disappointed by it. 

“But to me the Middle West is the true America,” wrote Mr. 
George. He was dazed by the clash of its trolley cars, blinded by 
the flame and smoke of its steel furnaces, and overwhelmed by the 
endless fields of wheat and corn. The Minnesota State Fair, 
with its palaces of grain, fruit, and livestock, persuaded him 
that he had found the land of Cockayne where pigs ran about 
roasted and asking to be eaten. From the cathedrals of America 
he turned in indifference to find satisfaction in the architectural 
beauty of the Minneapolis grain elevators, magnificent in their 
lofty towers, their rounded purity of line, and their spectral 
whiteness. ‘I have seen nothing nobler than these factories of the 
moon,” he testifies. Crime itself comported with the scale of the 
land, and he learned with a sense of fitness that 3,000 automo- 
biles had been stolen in Chicago in eight months. The conviction 
that ambition was inevitable in America, for the nation contained 
food for ambition on every hand, grew upon him when he visited 
Tulsa. Twenty years earlier there had been no Tulsa; now it 
contained 72,000 people. Four years earlier the old frontier 
lawlessness had so persisted that it had been necessary to put an 
armed guard by the cashbox of one of the big saloons. Now the 
head of the Exchange National Bank, located in a building of 
fifteen stories, lamented to Mr. George that though he had re- 
served a certain space for expansion, the bank had outgrown it 
in six months. A combination of natural wealth and hard work 
was making the Middle West: 


They do work enormously hard. For instance, in Tulsa, Oklahoma, 
the trolley cars which make for the business district are almost empty 
at 8:30 a.m. By that time nearly everybody is at work. And, at Chi- 
cago, I was interested by a big business building opposite my hotel, 
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when I noticed that at nine o’clock in the evening many of the offices 
were still tenanted. I began to watch that building. At nine o’clock 
work was going on in thirty-eight offices; at 10:15 p.m. there was 
energy still in ten; at 11:35 p.m. three offices were preparing to break 
into the next day. I don’t know what happened next, for I went to 
bed; I am not from Chicago. 

In Chicago work is dramatic; its spirit is impressive; I cannot ignore 
a picture postcard I bought there; it bears merely these words, “Expe- 
rience is a dead loss if you can’t sell it for more than it cost you.” A 
variation of an immortal truth . . . which may shock some gentle souls. 
Well, it doesn’t shock me. I like the extremism of it, just as I like 
the massive place where this sentiment circulates. I like Chicago, I 
like the colossal lines of its point of view, its religion of utility, its 
gospel of fitness, just as I like its streets, its attempt on South Michigan 
Boulevard to force even the lakeside into straight lines. 


Vitality, modernity,—these had emerged from Arnold Bennett’s 
book as the salient traits of American life, and they emerged 
again from Mr. George’s, but with a third added; for he insisted 
that our pioneer spirit counted powerfully. Our vitality made 
us take the arts so seriously. He commented on the solidity of the 
Western bookshops, displaying the works of Galsworthy, Conrad, 
Clemence Dane, Chesterton, and many books on democratic and 
sociological questions. Our vitality made us fill our press with 
screaming headlines like “Ruth Up—Oh, Babe! She’s a Ball 
Player!”’ It accounted for our lyricism over business, the romance 
and dignity of which we were always chanting. It helped explain 
the lavish magnificence of American hospitality. “We are not 
accustomed to being shown a house in detail—the labor-saving 
appliances at work; told the story of the pieces of furniture, of the 
pictures. The Americans are never weary of this, because their 
vitality is enormous. It is not only nerves which permit them 
to do so many things in a single day; it is not only their mag- 
nificent climate, which is bright and bracing like champagne; 
it is the rude strength of a race not yet sophisticated; it is the 
hunger for impressions of a race just entering into possession 
of its powers.” The same vitality stamps our amusements, like 
golf and dancing. It and the pioneer spirit together impel the 
American to develop his natural wealth with an extraordinary 
intensity, an intensity which Bryce decades before had deplored. 

In Mr. George’s book, however, alongside an enthusiasm like 
Arnold Bennett’s, we return to a criticism almost as severe and 
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searching as that of H. G. Wells. It is not concerned with such 
large problems as Wells confronted, and it does not propound 
any remedy so comprehensive as Wells asked in his demand for 
state-mindedness. But Mr. George finds fault with our national 
restlessness, our tendency to excess, and our self-consciousness. 
Americans were proud of their country, but he was glad to see 
that they made reservations. “Many of them will criticize 
America in a temperate spirit, and, more and more, I suspect, the 
educated American is reacting against certain features of American 
civilization, such as haste and noise.” After our hectic rush, he 
was glad to return to the repose of England. Also, like almost 
all Englishmen since Washington’s day, he disliked our children, 
forming an impression that they were hard, sophisticated, and 
spoiled. The hard child was a natural product of the hard 
home, which he thought characteristic of America. In his re- 
marks upon our hearthstones, in fact, a very distinct British 
prejudice appears. “They felt bare, untenanted; they were too 
neat, too new; they indicated that the restaurant, the theatre, the 
cinema, were often visited; one missed the comfortable accumu- 
lation of broken screens, old fire irons, and seven-year-old volumes 
of the London Illustrated News which make up the dusty, frowsy 
feeling of home. The American home is not a place where one 
lives, but a place where one merely sleeps, eats, sits, works. 
You will say that makes up home life, but it does not; there is 
something else, which can arise only out of a compound of dul- 
ness, boiled mutton, an ill-cut lawn, a dog, a cat, and some mice 
to keep the cat amused.” This is doing less—or more—than 
justice to the American midde-class habitation. 

But the chief and most amazing accusation Mr. George brought 
against us, an accusation no other Briton had ever made, was 
that we mistreat our women! In the city, where the servant 
problem defied solution, he found the housewife terribly over- 
worked. She was surrendering, so he imagined, intellectual 
interests which had been hers before the war. She was giving 
up children. But the position of the housewife he thought much 
worse on American farms, “where she is sacrificed to the financial 
ambitions of her husband.” Mr. George cites a horrifying little 
play on the subject, and refers to a short story in a woman’s 
magazine about a farmer’s wife who had inherited $600, and 
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meant, for the first time in her life, to buy the family some 
Christmas gifts, when her husband appropriated the money to 
purchase six tombstones. Such evidence is worth little, but 
Mr. George might have found an inexhaustible mass of perfectly 
valid testimony. Though the lot of the American woman—par- 
ticularly the farm woman—has immensely improved in the last 
few years, there is yet room for more improvement, Mr. George’s 
opinion that we must look to machinery to effect it is sound. After 
the long succession of British visitors who exclaimed over our 
gallantry to women and our habit of heaping luxuries upon their 
heads, it is well to have one critic point to the obverse of the 
shield. Yet the novelist remains friendly even when he is criti- 
cizing. He praises our courts and prison systems more than 
they deserve, and he concludes his volume with the remark that 
“America is a great country for a young man to get born in.” 

Thus we come to the end of our list of travellers. Much 
might be said of still other books—of the volume by John 
Ayscough (Monsignor Drew), which is of especial interest to 
Catholics; of Mrs. Asquith’s and Clare Sheridan’s bundles of 
hasty impressions, the latter teeming with personalities; 
of Stephen Graham’s volume on the South, a happy descriptive 
chronicle of a tramp through a section which later travellers have 
too much neglected, and which both he and W. L. George found 
charming in its contentment, leisure, and quiet; of Dr. A. E. 
Shipley’s survey of some American universities; and of Lord 
Birkenhead’s rapid sketch of wartime America. Despite the 
forbidding bulk of America and the complexity of American civil- 
ization, the stream of English volumes appraising some aspect 
or aspects of both seems to grow larger, not smaller. It is seldom 
now that a Briton who is a complete stranger to us, as were so 
many travellers before the Civil War, essays a volume on Ameri- 
can life; most of them are written by men and women whose 
names are sufficiently well known to command a ready hearing. 
Volumes of travel, too, are of late years more frequently than of 
old the product of a lecture tour. A higher proportion than 
formerly are narrow in scope and superficial in content, but there 
remain a reassuring number which are neither. 

Taken all in all, these British travels are an indispensable source 
of information upon American social, economic, and political his- 
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tory. The books whch the Americans themselves have produced 
in the same field, such as Olmsted’s invaluable records of travel 
in the South before the Civil War, are few and far between. An 
American can seldom view the culture of even another section 
than that in which he was reared with sufficient detachment to 
write a first-rate study of institutions and manners. Men, cus- 
toms, and ways of thought and action have not the shock of nov- 
elty which will inspire a vivid description, or will suggest questions 
which lead to a penetrating analysis. An Englishman is just 
enough of a stranger to see us with a fresh and curious eye, eager 
for every new impression; he is not enough of an alien, as most 
Continental Europeans are, to confuse non-essentials with essen- 
tials, or to mistake the meaning of what he sees. Simply as works 
of travel, books like those of Basil Hall, Dickens, Mackay, 
Anthony Trollope, and Muirhead, and Arnold Bennett, have a 
recognized literary position; but to us they are much more— 
they are among the most vital records of our national past. 


THE WAR-TORN SOUTH * 
By Davip MacraE 


David Macrae, who was born in 1837 and died in 1907, was a Scotch 
minister and missionary, a graduate of the University of Glasgow, and 
well known as a writer and scholar. He was a friend of George 
Gilfillan, the critic, of Professor John Stuart Blackie, and of other 
Scotch men of letters. He toured the United States in 1867-68, de- 
scribing his experiences in two volumes, “The Americans at Home”; 
and shortly before his death he returned, his “America Revisited and 
Men I have Met,” which includes reminiscences of his more eminent 
Scotch friends, being posthumously published. The second work is 
much slighter and less important than the first. In both the emphasis 
falls upon pictures of Southern life. In 1867-68 Macrae went south 
from Washington through Virginia, where he talked with many Con- 
federate officers, to North Carolina, where he visited the Highland set- 
tlement. He inspected Charleston, and traversed part of the trail of 
ruin which Sherman had left from Atlanta to Savannah, proceeding to 
New Orleans and thence northward up the Mississippi. Among the 
noteworthy figures with whom he reports interviews were Ben Butler 
and Admiral Semmes. 

The best of the Northern chapters in “Americans at Home” describes 
a visit to Boston and Cambridge. Macrae visited Longfellow in his 
home and dined informally there. The poet, he says, “looked older and 
more venerable than I had expected to find him—his long clustering 
hair and shaggy beard white as snow. I was struck, too, with a look 
of latent sadness in his eyes—an expression which vanishes at times 
when he is moved to laughter, but steals back into the thoughtful eye, 
and into every line of the face, as soon as the passing thought is gone.” 
Lowell impressed him less. He saw Lowell in his Harvard class-room, 
an undersized man, smartly dressed in a plain shooting coat and speckled 
tie, his long curly brown hair parted in the middle, lecturing to an 
attentive class. “Enlivening his lecture with little sparkling bits of 
fun... he went on for nearly an hour, in quiet, easy style, rarely 
looking up from his manuscript; his hands looped behind his back, or 
fingering the edges of his desk, raising the lid half an inch and letting 
it softly down again. At the comical bits there was a ‘pawky’ look 
in his face and comical twinkle of the eye, as if he were enjoying the 
fun just as much as we.” 


*From “The Americans at Home.” Edinburgh, 1870. Volume I, 


chapters 20 and 30. 
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The traveller also attended the opening lecture of Holmes’s medical 
course at Harvard, an occasion which drew distinguished visitors. Agas- 
siz was there, and Macrae was delighted to meet Emerson. “He has the 
queerest New England face, with thin features, prominent hatchet nose, 
and a smile of childish sweetness and simplicity arching the face, and 
drawing deep curves down the cheek. Eyes, too, full of sparkling 
geniality, and yet in a moment turning cold, clear, and searching like 
the eyes of a god.” As Emerson listened to Holmes’s discourse, Macrae 
marked “that queer smile of his effervescing at every joke into a silent 
laugh, that runs up into his eyes and quivers at the corners of his eye- 
brows, like sunlight in the woods.” The lecture pleased everyone. 
“Holmes is a plain little dapper man, his short hair brushed down like 
a boy’s, but turning gray now; a trifle of furzy hair under his ears; 
a powerful jaw, and a thick strong under lip that gives decision to his 
look, with a dash of pertness. In conversation, he is animated and 
cordial, taking the word out of one’s mouth. When Mr. Fields said, ‘I 
sent the boy this—’ ‘Yes, I got them,’ said Holmes.” He read his lec- 
ture with the aid of eye-glasses. “The little man, in his dress coat, 
stands very straight, a little stiff about the neck, as if he feels that he 
cannot afford to lose anything of his stature. He reads with a sharp, 
percussive articulation, is very deliberate and formal at first, but becomes 
more animated as he goes on. He would even gesticulate if the desk 
were not so high, for you see the arm that lies on the desk giving nerv- 
ous quivers at emphatic points. The subject of his lecture is the spirit 
in which medical students should go into their work—now as students, 
afterwards as practitioners. He warns them against looking on it as a 
mere lucrative employment. ‘Don’t be like the man who said, “I sup- 
pose I must go earn that d—d guinea.”’ He enlivens his lecture with 
numerous jokes and bullet sallies of wit, and at every point hitches up 
his head, looks through his glasses at his audience as he finishes his sen- 
tence, and then shuts his mouth pertly with his under lip, as if he said, 
‘There, laugh at that!’” - 

Macrae’s observations were frankly superficial, but his Scotch shrewd- 
ness, his thorough education, and his entertaining style make his book 
one of the best of its kind bearing on the period of Reconstruction. In 
these selections three useless footnotes are omitted. 


Robert E. Lee as College President 


At the time of my visit the attendance of students had increased 
to four hundred. About a third of these were Virginians; but 
twenty other States (including Massachusetts) were represented. 
Many of the students lodge in the college buildings, furnishing 
their own rooms, and feeding in town; the rest lodge and board 
in private families. 
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General Lee’s business as president is not to teach but to 
exercise a general supervision. He is ex-officio chairman of the 
faculty, presides at examinations, confers all degrees, and dis- 
tributes premiums. He receives weekly reports of the standing 
and deportment of every student, and visits the classrooms from 
time to time, that he may judge for himself of their diligence 
and behaviour. The professors, such of them at least as I had 
the opportunity of conversing with, said that Lee’s influence upon 
the whole college had been very marked. He had diffused a 
Christian spirit, and made discipline easy. It was one of Lee’s 
duties, as president, to admonish defaulters; and one of the pro- 
fessors declared that, such was the profound veneration in which 
he was held throughout the South, that he believed there were 
students in the college who would rather shoot themselves than 
appear before Lee in disgrace. 

My first meeting with Lee was in the room reserved for the 
use of the college president where he is occupied for the greater 
part of the day in writing. He was dressed in one of his old 
military coats, stripped of all its former decorations. He is a 
noble-looking man, tall, straight, and soldier-like, with crisp hair 
turning white, short trimmed beard, pointed at the chin, and 
dark imperial-looking eyes, very keen and searching. His man- 
ners were quiet and dignified; and there is a good deal of the old 
English cavalier in his look and bearing. I was struck, sometimes 
painfully, with what seemed a hidden sadness in his countenance. 
It might have been my own thought, but it seemed to me as if 
the shadow of the past were over him, as if one could read 
behind the vigilance of his dark eyes the fate of the South, and 
of the myriads who lay sleeping on the silent battlefields. 

I knew from report that Lee was reticent on political subjcts, 
and wisely so, his position in the country since the war demanding 
the utmost prudence. I, therefore, made no attempts during the 
interviews I had with him to “draw him out”; at the same time 
I spoke freely on all subjects that came naturally in the way. 
Political topics were, therefore, referred to; but Lee was on his 
guard, and I could not but notice the admirable delicacy and 
tact with which, as often as the conversation threatened to 
become political, he contrived to turn it into another channel. 

At his home I met some of the professors, and conversation 
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went on briskly; but I noticed that whenever they introduced 
political topics, Lee became silent, and allowed the conversation 
to go on without him. 

One of his sons told me that his father’s answer to direct 
inquiries on vexed questions was that he was a soldier, not a 
politician. In speaking of the war, reference was made to the 
odds against which the South had fought, and the want there 
was of accurate statistics. I told Lee it was understood he was 
preparing a history of the conflict himself. 

“T have that in view,” he said, “but the time is not come for 
impartial history. If the truth were told just now, it would not 
be credited.” 

When I mentioned a book about the war, the proof-sheets of 
which, it was asserted, had been submitted to General Grant 
and himself for revision, he said,— 

“It is a mistake. I have never read a history of the war, 
nor the biography of any man engaged in it. My own life 
has been written, but I have not looked into it.” He added, 
after a pause, “I do not desire to awaken memories of the past.” 

Speaking of Lexington and its neighbourhood, he said,— 

“You will meet with many of your countrymen here. The 
valley of Virginia is peopled with Scotch-Irish—people who have 
come from Scotland by way of Ireland. They are a fine race. 
They have the courage and determination of the Scotch, with 
the dash and intrepidity of the Irish. They make fine 
soldiers.” 4 

He said it was an old wish of his to visit this country, but 
it would never be realized now. Stonewall Jackson had been 
in Scotland before the war. He had heard him speak of it. 

When he spoke of Jackson I was struck with the emphasis 
he placed upon his piety. One cannot indeed be long with Lee 
without finding his Christian character revealing itself almost 
unconsciously in his manners and conversation. I remember 
with peculiar distinctness the solemnity with which, at table, 
standing before his family, he asked God’s blessing on the food. 
Also, when he referred to a gentleman whom he wished me te 
see at Richmond, his saying, that he had rarely met “with a nobler 
or more Christian man.” It was only a word, and yet it showed 
by what standard he gauged a man’s worth. 
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Exhaustion of the South 


I was struck with a remark made by a Southern gentleman 
in answer to the assertion that Jefferson Davis had culpably 
continued the war for six months after all hope had been 
abandoned. 

“Sir,” he said, “Mr. Davis knew the temper of the South as 
well as any man in it. He knew if there was ever to be anything 
worth calling peace, the South must win; or, if she couldn’t win, 
she wanted to be whipped—well whipped—thoroughly whipped.” 

I was struck with another remark made by a prominent man 
in the North. “God Almighty,” he said, “has ploughed up the 
South—ploughed it up with a deep plough from Mason and 
Dixon’s line to the Gulf of Mexico. The people that were on top 
are now below, and the people who were below are now uppermost. 
And God has done it, sir, to prepare the South for a new 
creation.” 

The farther south I went, the oftener these remarks came back 
upon me. Evidence was everywhere that the South had maintained 
the desperate conflict until she was utterly exhausted. At its 
outbreak she had poured her best men into the field. When these 
began to fail she supplied their places with the next best. When 
she could not find men enough within the military age, she sent 
old men who were above and boys who were below it, till, as 
Grant said, she robbed the cradle and the grave to fill her depleted 
ranks. They told me at Petersburg that in the last year of 
war little boys had to be brought from the Military Academy 
to drill the recruits; so imperative a necessity was there for every 
grown soldier at the front. Almost every man I met at the South, 
and especially in North Carolina, Georgia, and Virginia, seemed 
to have been in the army; and it was painful to find how many 
even of those who had returned were mutilated, maimed, or 
broken in health by exposure. When I remarked this to a young 
Confederate officer in North Carolina, and said I was glad to see 
that ke had escaped unhurt, he said, “Wait till we get to the 
office, sir, and I will tell you more about that.” When we got 
there, he pulled up one leg of his trousers, and showed me that 
he had an iron rod there to strengthen his limb, and enable him 
to walk without limping, half of his foot being off. He showed 
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me on the other leg a deep scar made by the fragment of a shell; 
and these were but two of seven wounds which had left their 
marks upon his body. When he heard me speak of relics, he 
said, “Try and find a North Carolina gentleman without a Yankee 
mark on him.” 

The South had not only wasted her population, but her mate- 
rial resources. I visited districts where the people had not only 
gone on paying the ruinous war-tax, but had dug up every potato 
in their fields, pulled every apple from their orchards, taken even 
the blankets from their beds, to make up and send to the famish- 
ing army. In Mobile I met a brave little Southern girl, who had 
gone barefooted the last year of the war, that the money intended 
for her shoes might go to the poor soldier. 

When medicines could no longer be sucked into the South 
through the rigorous blockade, the Confederate Government called 
upon the women and children; who went out into the woods and 
swamps and gathered horehound, boneset, wild cherry bark, dog- 
wood, and everything that could help to supply the want. When 
there was a danger of any place falling into the hands of the 
enemy, the people, with unflinching hand, dragged out their last 
stores of cotton, tobacco, and turpentine, and consigned them to 
the flames. Wade Hampton of South Carolina, when Sherman 
was advancing on Columbia, set fire to four thousand bales of 
cotton that belonged to himself. The people said, “We did it all, 
thinking the South would win. . . .” 

Nearly three years had passed when I travelled through the 
country, and yet we have seen what traces the war had left in 
such cities as Richmond, Petersburg, and Columbia. The same 
spectacle met me at Charleston. Churches and houses had been 
battered down by heavy shot and shell hurled into the city from 
Federal batteries at a distance of five miles. Even the valley of 
desolation made by a great fire in 1861, through the very heart 
of the city, remained unbuilt. There, after the lapse of seven 
years, stood the blackened ruins of streets and houses waiting for 
the coming of a better day. The bank capital in the city, which 
stood formerly at fifteen millions of dollars, had fallen to five 
hundred thousand. The Battery Promenade, where two or three 
hundred gay equipages could have been counted before the war, 
was almost deserted. ‘People have to content themselves now 
with a ten-cent ride in a street-car,” said a friend. Over the 


DAVID MACRAE 475 


country districts the prostration was equally marked. Along the 
track of Sherman’s army especially, the devastation was fearful 
—farms laid waste, fences burned, bridges destroyed, houses left 
in the ruins, plantations in some cases turning into wildernesses 
again. 

The people had shared in the general wreck, and looked poverty- 
stricken, care-worn, and dejected. Ladies who before the war had 
lived in affluence, with black servants round them to attend to 
their every wish, were boarding together now in half-furnished 
houses, cooking their own food and washing their own linen, 
some of them, I was told, so utterly destitute, that they did not 
know when they finished one meal where they were to find the 
next.:. .. 

Although three years had passed since the final crash, I found 
the old aristocracy still in the dust, with less and less hope of 
ever recovering its old position. Men who had held commanding 
positions during the war had fallen out of sight and were filling 
humble situations—struggling, many of them, to earn a bare sub- 
sistence. One of the most prominent men of the Confederacy 
was trying to earn a living in the peanut business; a cavalry 
commander was keeping a boarding-school. One of Beauregard’s 
staff-officers was teaching a small day-school. Other officers were 
keeping stores, editing little newspapers, acting as clerks, and 
even as farm labourers in the pay of others. I remember dining 
with three cultured Southern gentlemen, one a general, the other, 
I think, a captain, and the third a lieutenant. They were all living 
together in a plain little wooden house, such as they would 
formerly have provided for their servants. Two of them were 
engaged in a railway office, the third was seeking for a situation, 
frequently, in his vain search, passing the large blinded house 
where he had lived in luxurious ease before the war. 

The old planters were, many of them, going about with ruin 
written on their faces, some of them so poor that they were 
trying to sell a portion of their land in order to pay the tax upon 
the rest. One of them, who showed me much kindness, was living 
in a corner of a huge house which had once been the home of 
gaiety and princely hospitality. It was all dismantled now and 
shut up, excepting three rooms below, where its owner was living 
in seclusion. Others had shut up their houses altogether and 
gone to live in lodgings. 


AMERICAN COLLEGES AND CITIES, 1881 * 
By Epwarp A. FREEMAN 


The historian Edward Augustus Freeman was born, the son of a 
country gentleman, at Harborne, Staffordshire, in 1823. His whole 
life was devoted to study, teaching, and writing, and the chief outward 
events marking it, after his graduation from Oxford and his marriage, 
were the publication of his successive books, his acceptance of various 
offices at Oxford, and his travels. In 1860 he settled near Wells, in 
Somerset, for his labors did not require the use of manuscript materi- 
als, or books, difficult to obtain. For many years he accompanied his 
historical work with an impressive stream of essays, reviews, and political 
articles for the periodical press, his connection with the Saturday Review 
being especially notable. A counterpart of this journalistic labor was 
his interest in politics, for he was an ardent Liberal, making an unsuc- 
cessful campaign in 1868 for a Somersetshire seat in Parliament, espous- 
ing Gladstone’s Home Rule views, and taking sides vigorously against 
the Turk at the time of the Bulgarian massacres. In 1884 he was ap- 
pointed regius professor of modern history at Oxford, but after 1886 
ill health forced him to spend much of his time abroad, and he died in 
Spain in 1892. 

Freeman had completed his five-volume history of the Norman Con- 
quest some years previous to his lecture tour of the United States in 
1881-82, had published a single volume of his “History of Federal 
Government” and three series of “Historical Essays,2 and had issued 
many other books. He was justly regarded as one of the most eminent of 
living scholars. The warmth with which he was received at our uni- 
verities was especially remarkable. He had unfortunately given the first 
volume of his “History of Federal Government,” when he saw it through 
the press in 1863, the subtitle, “From the Foundation of the Achaian 
League to the Disruption of the United States,” and this had given 
offence to Americans who supposed that Freeman regarded the inde- 
pendence of the Confederacy as permanently established. But this was 
now forgotten. Freeman’s wide range of thought and investigation, his 
incessant controversies with Froude, the fact that, insisting upon the 
solidarity of all history and the importance of a careful use of sources, 


*From “Some Impressions of the United States.” New York, 1888, 
pp. 180 ff., 207 ff., 212 ff. 
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he was the founder of an important historical school—all this rendered 
him an object of curiosity and esteem. 


Freeman’s personality made a happy impression upon his American 
audiences and hosts. He had a rough heartiness of manner, like that of 
many north-country Englishmen, he was an excellent talker, and his 
sense of humor was keen. Above all, he was a warm admirer of the 
American people, whom he never tired of maintaining to be simply 
Britons transplanted across the Atlantic. He lectured in the United 
States upon “The English People in Its Three Homes” and “The Prac- 
tical Bearings of European History,” afterwards published in book- 
form. As John Fiske wrote, his volume of American impressions is 
“a very entertaining book because of the author’s ingrained habit of 
comparing and discriminating social phenomena upon so wide a scale. 
Gauls and Illyrians, Wessex and Achaia, come in to point each a moral, 
and show how to this great historian the whole European past was 
almost as much a present and living reality as the incidents occurring 
before his eyes.” 


Higher Learning in the United States 


One of the first things that strike the stranger is the amazing 
number of universities and colleges. It is said that in the one 
State of Ohio there are thirty-two institutions that grant degrees. 
We can hardly be wrong in inferring that the degrees granted by 
some of these institutions cannot be worth very much; it is quite 
certain that some of them are institutions of quite another kind 
from acknowledged seats of learning like Harvard and Yale. 
And perhaps we should not be wrong if we were to infer that it 
would be a gain if some of these degree-giving bodies were 
abolished or merged in others. ...On the other hand, the 
smaller and less distinguished American colleges are not a mere 
unmixed evil. If they largely hindered men from going to the 
better colleges, then they certainly would be so. But from all 
I could gather, the choice commonly was, not whether a lad should 
go to Harvard or Yale or to an inferior college, but whether he 
should go to the inferior college or should get no education at all. 
In this latter case it is to be supposed that some little knowledge, 
some little culture, is gained, which may at any rate be better 
than none at all. And I can say from my own knowledge that 
there are American colleges of much less reputation than the 
great ones where there certainly are good teachers, and therefore, 
I presume, good teaching. The course of my journey led me to 
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a good many of them; and everywhere I found some one, or more 
than one, whom I was glad to meet and should be sorry not to 
meet again. 

Looking at the colleges at the whole, or rather at what may 
be supposed to be the effect of their teaching on the general 
cultivation of the country, the fault or danger seemed to me 
to lie in a certain tendency of mediocrity, a tendency not to go 
to the root of things. I speak only by comparison. Such ten- 
dencies are certainly familiar enough everywhere; they certainly 
cannot be called an American peculiarity; it may be going too 
far to call them even an American characteristic. For the state 
of mind of which I speak, though it was brought forcibly to my 
attention on the other side of Ocean, is only too common in 
England also, and in many parts beside. . . . I have had talks 
with people, and have received letters from people who clearly 
thought that I or any other writer of history did it all from 
some kind of intuition or revelation, who had no idea that we got 
our knowledge by turning over this book or that. And I have 
known others who have got beyond this stage, who know that 
we get our knowledge from earlier writings, but who fancy that 
these earlier writings are something altogether strange and rare, 
the exclusive possession of a certain class, and placed together 
out of the reach of any but members of that class. . . . Now this 
state of mind, one which practically does not know that there are 
any sources, common enough in England, is commoner still in 
America. There, if we except a small body of scholars of the 
first rank, original sources seem to be practically unknown. It 
struck me that, with regard to reading and knowledge—at least 
in those branches of which I can judge—America stands to Eng- 
land very much as England stands to Germany. I conceive that 
in Germany the proportion of those who know something is 
smaller than it is in England, while the proportion of those who 
know a great deal is certainly larger. Anyhow this distinction 
is perfectly true between England and America. There is a 
mysterious being called the “general reader,” of whom some 
editors seem to live in deadly fear. . . . America strikes me as 
the land of the “general reader”; and, if so, I am not at all 
disposed to think scorn of the “general reader.” It seemed to me 
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that in America the reading class, the class of those who read 
widely, who read, as far as they go, intelligently, but who do not 
read deeply—the class of those who, without being professed 
scholars, read enough and know enough to be quite worth talking 
to—form a larger proportion of mankind in America than they 
do in England. ... The class exists; it numbers some who have 
done thoroughly good work, and others from whom thoroughly 
good work may be looked for; but it sometimes fails to show 
itself where one might expect to find it. Men from whose posi- 
tion one might have expected something more seem hardly to 
have grasped the conception of an original authority. One sees 
college library after college library which does not contain a 
volume of the Chronicles and Memorials, where the existence of 
that great series seems to be unknown. I met men who admired 
Dr. Stubbs as they ought to do, who had read his Constitutional 
History carefully, but who had never so much as heard of those 
wonderful prefaces, those living pictures of men and times, on 
which even more than on the Constitutional History, the fame 
of the great professor must rest... . 

I think I may fairly say that the state of things of which 
I speak, not so much mere ignorance of sources as failure to 
grasp the existence and nature of original sources, while sadly 
rife in England, is yet more rife in America. But I need hardly 
say that America has men of sound learning in various branches 
of knowledge of whom no land need be ashamed. At Harvard, 
at Yale, at Cornell, the most fastidious in the choice of intel- 
lectual society may be well satisfied with his companions. There, 
it is hardly needful to say, he will find thorough masters of not 
a few subjects, some of them indeed men of world-wide fame. 
It would be invidious to mention names, and some of them are 
of the nature of that good wine which needs no bush. The sys- 
tems of the two most famous of these institutions differ a good 
deal, and I had several opportunities of hearing the competing 
merits of Harvard and Yale set forth by vigorous champions 
of each. Yale, the younger institution of the two, boasts specially 
of standing fast in the old paths, and of chalking out definite 
roads for both teachers and learners. The pride of Harvard is 
to give its students the widest freedom in the choice of subjects, 
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and its professors the widest freedom in the way of dealing 
with them. I have had more opportunity of judging of the 
teachers than of the learners; but, as far as I can venture to 
judge of the matter, I should be inclined to say, Let both systems 
go on side by side, and let each develop itself as it best may in 
its own fashion. In our own island it would be a distinct loss 
if either the English Universities took to imitating the Scottish 
or the Scottish Universities to imitating the English. And so 
I imagine that, within the bounds of the United States and even 
within the bounds of New England, room may be found both 
for the system of Harvard and for the system of Yale. There is 
life too and vigor in some of the younger institutions. Good 
work is done on the hill of Ithaca, so lately a wilderness, where 
the academic colony of Cornell looks down on lake and village 
at its feet. And I might go on through other institutions in 
various places, where, besides finding a kindly welcome, I greeted 
here a scholar, there a lawyer, there a divine, who might hold 
their own on much more famous spots. Nor must I pass by 
without a word the two great female colleges of Vassar and 
Wellesley, rival institutions, so say their enthusiastic scholars 
after the type of Harvard and Yale. I saw something of Vassar, 
and I have heard much of Wellesley, which I was unluckily hin- 
dered from visiting in the body. Wellesley boasts itself of more 
strictly carrying out its principles and more rigidly shutting out 
the ruder sex from its rule and teaching. One thing is plain, that 
both colleges are set down in most pleasant and healthy spots, 
with every opportunity of training the body as well as the mind. 
But, from what I have seen and heard, I cannot keep down a little 
doubt whether the mind is not overtrained. Girls who are at all 
eager to learn are generally very eager indeed, and it struck me 
that some of the subjects were rather too advanced for the years 
of the learners. Perhaps I have no right to speak; for one subject 
was far too advanced for me, and I fancy for a good many others. 
From the discourse of a (male) professor of rhetoric I carried 
off one phrase, the “economy of interpreting power,” which I have 
found no one on either side of Ocean able to explain to me. 
In my secret heart I cherish the hope that it may be high-polite 
for the wise precept of Mr. Chucks in “Peter Simple”—“Spin 
your yarn in plain English.” 
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Honorifics in America 


In America it is distinctly harder than it is in England to get 
people with whom you are really intimate to drop the “Mr.” 
and use simply the surname. And I noticed that men who were 
thoroughly intimate with one another, men who were old friends 
and colleagues, spoke of and to one another with handles to their 
name, in a way in which men in the same case would not do here. 
On the other hand, men are constantly spoken of in the news- 
papers by their mere Christian and surnames in a way to which 
we are not used in print. But in my own experience it was 
a relief when I escaped with simple “Mr.” I generally had to 
writhe under the ugly titles of “Professor” or “Doctor.” Why 
anybody should mistake me for a professor, or why anybody 
should thrust the title of “Doctor” on the bearer of a purely 
unprofessional and honorary degree, was beyond my understand- 
ing. I asked not uncommonly whether they talked of “Dr. Glad- 
stone.” In one famous university town I was able to turn the 
tables on my friends, and to ask why they should either call 
me “Professor” or wish to be called “Professor” themselves, when 
there was in their own city a “Professor Parker,” showing off 
dancing dogs. In some parts a stranger is commonly addressed 
as “Colonel” or “Judge.” I was never addressed as ‘‘Colonel,” 
save once in Baltimore, and that in the dark; so it was hardly 
because of any specially military air about me. “Judge” I never 
was called; though, as I happen to have something to do with 
judging while I have nothing to do with teaching, it would 
have been one degree less out of place than “Professor.” But, 
though these queer titles are a little trying to a stranger, the 
application of them is thoroughly well meant according to the 
custom of the country. It seems as if no one in America could 
do without some kind of handle. We are used to “Governor A”; 
but Mayor B.” and Minister C.” sound to us odd. But more 
than once, when I had been introduced to “Governor A.” and 
had put myself into a proper mood of respect towards the chief 
magistrate of the State, I found that all that was meant was that 
the gentleman to whom I was speaking had been Governor in 
times past. . . . And the title given to the husband often extends to 
the wife. I have seen “Mrs. Professor” on a lady’s card, and the 
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newspapers sometimes tell one how “Mrs. Ex-Senator A” went 
somewhere with her daughter “Mrs. Senator B.” 


Town and Country in America 


American life, as a rule, centres in the towns; indeed many 
Americans seem unable to understand any life which does not 
centre in a town. . . . It is not that there are no country-houses 
in America; very far from it; he who can afford it has both 
his country-house and his town-house. But he who cannot afford 
both has his town-house only, and with him who has both the 
country-house is quite subordinate to the town-house. The town- 
house is the real home; the country-house is merely the place 
for an occasional sojourn. A rich man, say at New York, 
who could afford to make, if he could not find ready-made, the 
stateliest of parks and country-houses, prefers to build a grand 
house in a New York street, while his country-house is an alto- 
gether secondary matter. And the country-house again is very 
often not quite what we should understand by a country-house 
in England. It often comes nearer to the nature of a “villa”; 
it often has neighbors too near to it to be altogether the real 
article. The lack of real country life is shown by some of the 
forms of summer relaxation in America. ‘“Camping-out” in the 
wilderness doubtless has its pleasures, but it is more likely to 
suggest itself by way of violent contrast to the inhabitant of a 
town than to one whose daily portion lies among woods and 
fields of some kind. The feeling of the rich American seems 
to be altogether different from the feeling of most men in Eng- 
land, whether of inherited or of acquired wealth. The one 
has already, the other buys or builds, his house in the country. 
He doubtless has his town-house too; but it is his country-house 
which comes first and is really his home. The English gentleman 
is Mr. A. of such a place in the country, who most likely has his 
home in London also. The American gentleman is Mr. B. of 
such a city, who most likely has his house in the country also. 

In this matter of town and country, the vast extent of the 
United States combines with their political constitution to cause 
another difference between England and America. In England we 
have only one centre, that wonderful something—for a city we 
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cannot call it in its aggregate—which is at once a political, a 
social, and a literary centre. London has lately been taught 
that, in a political sense, it is not England; but it none the less 
is, and it more and more thoroughly becomes, the one centre 
of England. Neither the Universities nor the great commercial 
cities—and there is now happily one English city which may 
claim both names—are centres in the same sense. Purely local 
centres, neither academical nor commercial, some of which still 
held their place a hundred years back, have, as centres, simply 
vanished. London keeps its old place, and it has taken the place 
of the local centres as well. But not one American city can, 
as things now stand, take the place which London holds in Eng- 
land. For no American city is at once the greatest city in the 
land and at the same time the seat of the national government. 
To make an American London, New York and Washington must 
be rolled into one. But New York and Washington rolled into 
one would not really make an American London. The size of the 
country, its federal constitution, would, either of them alone, 
be enough to hinder any city from becoming the one real national 
centre, like a great European capital. No city can be a real 
national centre to people who live three thousand miles off. Even 
if it could be so for political purposes, it could not be so for social 
purposes. And under a federal system, where each State does 
for itself so large a part of what we should call national business, 
the central attraction is necessarily divided. If no place within 
the State can be all that a national capital is in an ordinary 
kingdom or commonwealth, so neither can any place out of the 
State. And when, as in many States, old and new, the State 
capital is not fixed in the greatest city of the State, the attraction 
is divided again. Philadelphia certainly remains the head of 
Pennsylvania in a sense in which Harrisburg is not. It remains 
the head of Pennsylvania in a sense which we can hardly believe 
that even New York and Exeter ever were the centres of their 
several counties, in a sense in which they certainly have long 
ceased to be their centres. In England, therefore, there is but 
one centre; in America there are many. In England we may 
say that, setting aside London and a few towns of special char- 
acter, like Brighton, Bath, Cheltenham, no one lives in a town 
unless he has some business, official or professional, which makes 
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him live there. In America, on the one hand, men live in town 
who have no official or professional necessity to live in them, 
and on the other hand the professional and mercantile classes 
necessarily hold a higher comparative position in America than 
they do here. Every large town therefore becomes a social centre 
in a way in which it cannot be in England... . 


Lack of Historical Monuments 


. . . Now in American travelling there is much that is pleasing 
and instructive; but the chief charm of European travelling is 
not there. There is something very strange in going through 
a vast land in which there is not one ancient building, where no 
historical association can be anything like three hundred years 
old, where the chief historical associations are only one hundred 
years old. To be sure, you may here and there be shown a 
primeval monument, at whose date or at the race of whose 
builders you do not venture even to guess. But here extremes 
meet; a monument so old or so strange as to have no meaning 
teaches nothing. A work of an altogether unknown folk cannot 
rank with the stones of Tiryns and Cora. . . . It seems strange 
to pass on for a whole day, from town to town, without a 
glimpse of a single ancient work of any kind. And the newness 
of the land forces itself on the traveller in another way at which 
I have at once glanced for a moment. There is so little between 
town and town. In one sense, to be sure, there is a great deal; 
there is, for instance, the corn land of Illinois. But there is 
nothing like those unbroken signs of old habitation which show 
themselves at every step as we pass through most parts of Eng- 
Jand and of many other lands. The old-established village, the 
ancient church, the inhabited manor, the shattered castle, the 
masonic ruin, all the things that make up the outward history 
of an old country, all are lacking. The patriotic American will 
perhaps answer that his country is all the better from never 
having known some of these things; and, as far as the castles 
go, I shall certainly not dispute against him. But I am not 
speaking of the past or present welfare of the land, but of the 
look of the land in the eyes of the traveller who passes through 
it. As I before said, we adapt our standard of antiquity te 
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circumstances, and we may, by an effort, reach the frame of 
mind in which the mill at Newport, even without turning it into 
a wiking’s tower, becomes as Silchester or as Norba. Nor is it 
only the lack of signs of ancient occupation that strikes us. 
The whole land, even in some of the older States, has an unfin- 
ished look; it is not thoroughly filled up; it is still in making; 
the charred roots of the burned trees are of themselves witness 
enough. In all these ways the newness of the land makes itself 
known as we pass through it. That there are old elements in 
the land also we shall find out if we seek for them; but we have 
to seek for them. 

I sometimes stopped to think how strange, looked at from 
an European standard, must be the state of mind of an intelli- 
gent and well-read man, who has used books and museums 
to good purpose, but who never saw an ancient building, who 
never saw an ancient object of any kind in its own place. No 
European can be in this case. If he has seen only the objects 
of his own country, he has at least made a start; he has qualified 
himself to compare the objects of his own land with those of 
other lands; he is like a man who has learned one alphabet, 
and has thereby qualified himself to learn others. But we need 
not feel any pity for our friend who has read and not seen. 
In one point he has the advantage over us. We, who have been 
used to ancient objects of some kind from our childhood, can 
never feel anything like that opening of a new world which must 
come upon such a man as I have supposed when he first sees 
an ancient work of any kind. We can never taste the feeling. 
The first sight of a Greek temple is thrilling; but we have been 
in a manner led up to it by the buildings of other lands. The 
first sight of Rome is thrilling; but we have been in a manner led 
up to it by Eboracum and Lindum, by Vienna and Arelate, by 
Augusta Treverorum and Colonia Agrippina. But to the traveller 
from the New World all is fresh. One is sometimes inclined to 
regret that so many American travellers get their first glimpse 
of anything ancient in so comparatively poor a minster as 
Saint Werburh’s at Chester. But it is perhaps as well that Ely’s 
or Saint Ouen’s should not come first; and, if they really spell 
out the length and breath of the City of the Legions, if they 
do not simply look at its head church and its rows, they have 
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found no bad introduction either to the Roman or to the Teutonic 
world. My American friends who have seen Europe may be 
able to enter into my feelings when I tell them that, notwithstand- 
ing all that they and their land had supplied to win my regard, 
yet before I left it, I not only began to feel a wish for my own 
home, but also to feel a more general yearning to be in any land, 
England, Italy, or any other, where there was something old. 
It seemed not to matter whether the old thing was a Cyclopean_ 
wall or a Perpendicular church-tower; anything that was not of 
yesterday, anything that had a history, would fill up the blank. 

Here then is the painful gap in American travelling. Still 
the lack of antiquity does not become painful till we have got 
pretty well used to the country. For a while the very lack has 
something of the charm of strangeness. And if there are no 
old objects, there are plenty of striking new objects, some of 
which are really worthy of study. The position and look of 
some of the American cities is very striking and stately. Cleve- 
land by its lake, Cincinnati with the hills above its great river, 
St. Louis rising above its yet greater river, would hold no small 
place among the cities of the elder world. So would the federal 
capital as seen from the Potomac, if only the hideous unfinished 
monument could be got rid of. The “magnificent distances” are 
filling up, and Washington, with the home of the Union ending 
the long avenue with its mighty cupola, is becoming no con- 
temptible modern capital. And it fills one with simple amaze- 
ment to see the way in which a vast and stately town like Chicago 
has risen from its ashes. In that great city I could see or hear 
of nothing older than the fire, save a church-tower which showed 
the marks of fire at its angles, and a single detached wooden 
house of an antiquated type. This last suggested that Chicago 
before the fire was something widely different from Chicago after 
it. Philadelphia on its peninsula, though the peninsula site does 
not come out quite like Bern or Besancon, affords some good 
points of view. But on the whole the American city which struck 
me most was Albany. Rising grandly as it does on both sides of 
the noble Hudson, it suggested some of the ancient cities on 
the Loire. It has the advantage, rather rare in American cities 
but shared with Albany by the federal capital, of having one 
dominant building. The general look of the city carried me 
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so completely into another part of the world that, if anyone had 
come up and told me in French, old or new, that the new capitol 
was “le chateau de Monseigneur le duc d’Albanie,” I could almost 
have believed him. This State capitol at Albany—why cannot 
it have a more rational name, like the State-house at Boston?— 
finally settled, for me at least, a question which I had been turn- 
ing over in my mind ever since I landed in America. This was, 
what ought to be the architecture of the United States? That 
is to say, what should be the architecture of an English people 
settled in a country lying in the latitude, though not always in 
the climate, of Italy? Should it be the Gothic of England or the 
Romanesque of Italy? There seemed much to be said on either 
side; my own mind was finally fixed by the teaching of experience, 
by seeing which style really flourished best on American soil. 
I found the modern churches, of various denominations, certainly 
better, as works of architecture, than I had expected. They may 
quite stand beside the average of modern churches in England, 
setting aside a few of the very best. All persuasions have a great 
love of spires, and, if the details are not always what one would 
wish, the general effect of the spires is often very stately, and 
they help largely towards the general appearance of the cities 
in a distant view. But I thought the churches, whose style 
is most commonly Gothic . . . decidedly less successful than some 
of the civil buildings. In some of these, I hardly know how far 
by choice, how far by happy accident, a style has been hit upon 
which seemed to me far more at home than any of the reproduc- 
tions of Gothic. Much of the street architecture of several cities 
has very successfully caught the leading idea of the true Italian 
style, the style of Pisa and Lucca, the style of the simple round 
arch and column, uncorrupted by the vagaries either of the 
Italian sham Gothic or of the so-called Renaissance. In a large 
part of the Broadway of New York the main lines of this style— 
I speak only of the main lines, without committing myself either 
to details or to material—are very happily reproduced. The 
general effect of many parts of that long street struck me as 
just what the main street of a great commercial city ought to be. 
. . . But it was the capitol at Albany which fully convinced me 
that the true style for America was the style oi Pisa and Lucca. 


ESTIMATE OF AMERICAN TENDENCIES, 1882 * 
By Hersert SPENCER 


Herbert Spencer’s visit to America in the autumn of 1882 was a 
curious episode in the life of the great thinker. He came strictly in- 
cognito to the land which had offered the first full recognition of his 
genius, and had tendered his views their greatest measure of support. 
A crowd of hungry reporters was waiting for him, and their chagrin 
when—pleading his precarious health as a reason—he eluded them, was 
intense. On landing, he got out of their sight so rapidly that the news- 
papers simultaneously chronicled “Mr. Spencer’s arrival and disap- 
pearance.” Equally great was the chagrin of a number of people of 
prominence who had hoped to féte him. He registered at all hotels as 
“Mr. Lott’s friend.’ Many amusing stories are told of the fabrications 
of the press concerning him. One reporter wrote that he was accustomed 
to carry with him a bag of hops, “which when placed under his head 
has a soporific effect,” and that he had arrived at his hotel carrying the 
hop-bag under his arm. Another declared that “he subsists entirely on 
dry toast and sardines.” 

To set at rest the many misstatements of the excluded interviewers, 
Spencer finally allowed Professor Youmans, who had promoted the sub- 
scription sale of his works in America, and who in 1866, at a moment 
when the philosopher was at the end of his resources, had collected 
$7,000 in this country and invested it in Spencer’s name, to interview 
him. This interview, which is here reproduced entire, made a profound 
impression. E. L. Godkin used it in the Evening Post as the text for 
one of his happiest bits of social analysis. The New York Tribune de- 
scribed it as one of the profoundest studies of American life ever made. 

The single speech delivered by Spencer in America was also a curious 
event. A banquet was tendered him at Delmonico’s, where eulogies were 
delivered by H. W. Beecher and others. Spencer regarded the occasion 
as a terrific ordeal, which indeed it was to a man of his nervous maladies. 
He prepared himself with scrupulous care, waited in a quiet room till 
the last possible moment before the banquet, and begged his neighbor at 
table to refrain from talking to him. The delivery of his address was 
of course indifferent, but it was heard and read with the closest attention. 


*From “Essays, Scientific, Political, and Speculative.” New York, 
1914. Volume Ii, pp. 471-480, 481 ff. Copyright, 1883, by D. Appleton & 
Company; reprinted by permission. 
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An Interview with Dr. Youmans 


Has what you have seen answered your expectations? 

It has far exceeded them. Such books about America as 
I had looked into had given me no adequate idea of the immense 
developments of material civilization which I have everywhere 
found. The extent, wealth, and magnificence of your cities, 
and especially the splendour of New York, have altogether aston- 
ished me. Though I have not visited the wonder of the West, 
Chicago, yet some of your minor modern places, such as Cleveland, 
have sufficiently amazed me by the results of one generation’s 
activity. Occasionally, when I have been in places of some 
ten thousand inhabitants where the telephone is in general use, 
I have felt somewhat ashamed of our own unenterprising towns, 
many of which, of fifty thousand inhabitants and more, make 
no use of it. 

I suppose you recognize in these results the great benefits of 
free institutions? 

Ah! Now comes one of the inconveniences of interviewing. 
I have been in the country less than two months, have seen 
but a relatively small part of it, and but comparatively few 
people, and yet you wish from me a definite opinion on a difficult 
question. 

Perhaps you will answer, subject to the qualification that you 
are but giving your first impressions? 

Well, with that understanding, I may reply that though the 
free institutions have been partly the cause, I think they have 
not been the chief cause. In the first place, the American people 
have come into possession of an unparalleled fortune—the mineral 
wealth and the vast tracts of virgin soil producing abundantly 
with small cost of culture. Manifestly, that alone goes a long 
way towards producing this enormous prosperity. Then they 
have profited by inheriting all the arts, appliances, and methods, 
developed by older societies, while leaving behind the obstructions 
existing in them. They have been able to pick and choose from 
the products of all past experience, appropriating the good and 
rejecting the bad. Then, besides these favours of fortune, there 
are factors proper to themselves. I perceive in American faces 
generally a great amount of determination—a kind of “do or 
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die” expression; and this trait of character, joined with a power 
of work exceeding that of any other people, of course produces 
an unparalleled rapidity of progress. Once more, there is the 
inventiveness which, stimulated by the need for economizing 
labour, has been so wisely fostered. Among us in England, there 
are many foolish people who, while thinking that a man who 
toils with his hands has an equitable claim to the product, and 
if he has any special skill may rightly have the advantage of it, 
also hold that if a man toils with his brain, perhaps for years, and, 
uniting genius with perseverance, evolves some valuable invention, 
the public may rightly claim the benefit. The Americans have 
been more far-seeing. The enormous museum of patents which 
I saw at Washington is significant of the attention paid to in- 
ventors’ claims; and the nation profits immensely from having in 
this direction (though not in all others) recognized property 
in mental products. Beyond question, in respect of mechanical 
appliances, the Americans are ahead of all nations. If along 
with your material progress there went equal progress of a higher 
kind, there would remain nothing to be wished. 

That is an ambiguous qualification. What do you mean by it? 

You will understand me when I tell you what I was thinking 
the other day. After pondering over what I have seen of your 
vast manufacturing and trading establishments, the rush of traffic 
in your street-cars and elevated railways, your gigantic hotels 
and Fifth Avenue palaces, I was suddenly reminded of the Italian 
Republics of the Middle Ages; and recalled the fact that while 
there was growing up in them great commercial activity, a 
development of the arts, which made them the envy of Europe, 
and a building of princely mansions which continue to be the 
admiration of travellers, their people were gradually losing their 
freedom. 

Do you mean this as a suggestion that we are doing the like? 

It seems to me that you are. You retain the forms of freedom; 
but, so far as I can gather, there has been a considerable loss 
of the substance. It is true that those who rule you do not do 
it by means of retainers armed with swords; but they do it through 
regiments of men armed with voting papers who obey the word 
of command as loyally as did the dependents of the old feudal 
nobles, and who thus enable their leaders to override the genera] 
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will, and make the community submit to their exactions as effectu- 
ally as their prototypes of old. It is doubtless true that each 
of your citizens votes for the candidate he chooses for this or 
that office, from President downwards; but his hand is guided 
by an agency behind which leaves him scarcely any choice. “Use 
your political power as we tell you, or else throw it away,” is 
the alternative offered to the citizen. The political machinery 
as it is now worked, has little resemblance to that contemplated 
at the outset of your political life. Manifestly, those who framed 
your Constitution never dreamed that twenty thousand citizens 
would go to the poli led by a “boss.” America exemplifies at 
the other end of the social scale, a change analogous to that 
which has taken place under sundry despotisms. You know that 
in Japan, before the recent revolution, the divine ruler, the Mi- 
kado, nominally supreme, was practically a puppet in the hands 
of his chief minister, the Shogun. Here it seems to me that 
“the sovereign people” is fast becoming a puppet which moves 
and speaks as wirepullers determine. 

Then you think that Republican institutions are a failure? 

By no means: I imply no such conclusion. ‘Thirty years 
ago, when often discussing politics with an English friend, and 
defending Republican institutions, as I always have done and 
do still, and when he urged against me the ill-working of such 
institutions over here, I habitually replied that the Americans 
got their form of government by a happy accident, not by normal 
progress, and that they would have to go back before they could 
go forward. What has since happened seems to me to have 
justified that view; and what I see now, confirms me in it. 
America is showing, on a larger scale than ever before, that 
“paper Constitutions” will not work as they are intended to 
work. The truth, first recognized by Mackintosh, that Consti- 
tutions are not made but grow, which is part of the larger truth 
that societies, throughout their whole organizations, are not made 
but grow, at once, when accepted, disposes of the notion that you 
can work as you hope any artificially-devised system of govern- 
ment. It becomes an inference that if your political structure has 
been manufactured and not grown, it will forthwith begin to 
grow into something different from that intended—something 
in harmony with the natures of the citizens, and the conditions 
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under which the society exists. And it evidently has been so 
with you. Within the forms of your Constitution there has 
grown up this organization of professional politicians altogether 
uncontemplated at the outset, which has become in large measure 
the ruling power. 

But will not education and the diffusion of political knowledge 
fit men for free institutions? 

No. It is essentially a question of character, and only in a 
secondary degree a question of knowledge. But for the universal 
delusion about education as a panacea for political evils, this 
would have been made sufficiently clear by the evidence daily dis- 
closed in your papers. Are not the men who officer and control 
your Federal, your State, and your Municipal organizations—who 
manipulate your caucuses and conventions, and run your parti- 
san campaigns—all educated men? And has their education 
prevented them from engaging in, or permitting, or condoning, 
the briberies, lobbyings, and other corrupt methods which vitiate 
the actions of your administrations? Perhaps party newspapers 
exaggerate these things; but what am I to make of the testimony 
of your civil service reformers—men of all parties? If I under- 
stand the matter aright, they are attacking, as vicious and danger- 
ous, a system which has grown under the natural spontaneous 
working of your free institutions—are exposing vices which 
education has proved powerless to prevent? 

Of course, ambitious and unscrupulous men will secure the 
offices, and education will aid them in their selfish purposes. But 
would not those purposes be thwarted, and better Government 
secured, by raising the standard of knowledge among the people 
at large? 

Very little. The current theory is that if the young are taught 
what is right, and the reasons why it is right, they will do what 
is right when they grow up. But considering what religious 
teachers have been doing these two thousand years, it seems to 
me that all history is against the conclusion, as much as is the 
conduct of these well-educated citizens I have referred to; and . 
I do not see why you expect better results among the masses. 
Personal interest will sway the men in the ranks, as they sway 
the men above them; and the education which fails to make the 
last consult public good rather than private good, will fail to 
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make the first do it. The benefits of political purity are so 
general and remote, and the profit to each individual is so incon- 
spicuous, that the common citizen, educate him as you like, will 
habitually occupy himself with his personal affairs, and hold it 
not worth his while to fight against each abuse as soon as it 
appears. Not lack of information, but lack of certain moral 
sentiment, is the root of the evil. 

You mean that people have not a sufficient sense of public 
duty? 

Well, that is one way of putting it; but there is a more 
specific way. Probably it will surprise you if I say the American 
has not, I think, a sufficiently quick sense of his own claims, and, 
at the same time, as a necessary consequence, not a sufficiently 
quick sense of the claims of others—for the two traits are 
organically related. I observe that they tolerate various small 
interferences and dictations which Englishmen are prone to resist. 
I am told that the English are remarked on for their tendency 
to grumble in such cases; and I have no doubt it is true. 

Do you think it worth while for people to make themselves dis- 
agreeable by resenting every trifling aggression? We Americans 
think it involves too much loss of time and temper, and 
doesn’t pay. 

Exactly; that is what I mean by character. It is this easy- 
going readiness to permit small trespasses, because it would be 
troublesome or profitless or unpopular to oppose them, which leads 
to the habit of acquiescence in wrong, and the decay of free 
institutions. Free institutions can be maintained only by citizens, 
each of whom is instant to oppose every illegitimate act, every 
assumption of supremacy, every official excess of power, however 
trivial it may seem. As Hamlet says, there is such a thing as 
“ereatly to find quarrel in a straw,” when the straw implies a 
principle. If, as you say of the American, he pauses to consider 
whether he can afford the time and trouble—whether it will pay, 
corruption is sure to creep in. All these lapses from higher to 
lower forms begin in trifling ways, and it is only by incessant 
watchfulness that they can be prevented. As one of your early 
statesmen said—“The price of liberty is eternal vigilance.” But 
it is far less against foreign aggressions upon national liberty 
that this vigilance is required, than against the insidious growth 
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of domestic interferences with personal liberty. In some private 
administrations which I have been concerned with, I have often 
insisted that instead of assuming, as people usually do, that things 
are going right until it is proved that they are going wrong, 
the proper course is to assume that they are going wrong until 
it is proved that they are going right. You will find continually 
that private corporations, such as joint-stock banking companies, 
come to grief from not acting on this principle; and what holds 
of these small and simple private administrations holds still 
more of the great and complex public administrations. People 
are taught, and I suppose believe, that the heart of man “‘is deceit- 
ful above all things, and desperately wicked”; and yet, strangely 
enough, believing this, they place implicit trust in those they 
appoint to this or that function. I do not think so ill of human 
nature; but, on the other hand, I do not think so well of 
human nature as to believe it will go straight without being 
watched. 

You hinted that while Americans do not assert their own indi- 
vidualities sufficiently in small matters, they, reciprocally, do 
not sufficiently respect the individualities of others. 

Did I? Here, then, comes another of the inconveniences of 
interviewing. I should have kept this opinion to myself if you 
had asked me no questions; and now I must either say what 
I do not think, which I cannot, or I must refuse to answer, which, 
perhaps, will be taken to mean more than I intend, or I must 
specify, at the risk of giving offence. As the least evil, I suppose 
I must do the last. The trait I refer to comes out in various 
ways, small and great. It is shown by the disrespectful manner 
in which individuals are dealt with in your journals—the placard- 
ing of public men in sensational headings, the dragging of private 
people and their affairs into print. There seems to be a notion 
that the public have a right to intrude on private life as far 
as they like; and this I take to be a kind of moral trespassing. 
Then, in a larger way, the trait is seen-in this damaging of 
private property by your elevated railways without making com- 
pensation; and it is again seen in the doings of railway autocrats, 
not only when overriding the rights of shareholders, but in domi- 
nating over courts of justice and State governments. The fact is 
that free institutions can be properly worked only by men, each 
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of whom is jealous of his own rights, and also sympathetically 
jealous of the rights of others—who will neither himself aggress 
on his neighbors in small things or great, nor tolerate aggression 
on them by others. The Republican form of government is the 
highest form of government; but because of this it requires the 
highest type of human nature—a type nowhere at present existing. 
We have not grown up to it; or have you. 

But we thought, Mr. Spencer, you were in favour of free govern- 
ment in the sense of relaxed restraints, and letting men and things 
very much alone, or what is called Jaissez faire. 

That is a persistent misunderstanding of my opponents. 
Everywhere, along with the reprobation of Government intrusion 
into various spheres where private activities should be left to 
themselves, I have contended that in its special sphere, the main- 
tenance of equitable relations among citizens, governmental action 
should be extended and elaborated. 

To return to your various criticisms, must I then understand 
that you think unfavourably of our future? 

No one can form anything more than vague and general con- 
clusions respecting your future. The factors are too numerous, 
too vast, too far beyond measure in their quantities and intensi- 
ties. The world has never before seen social phenomena at all 
comparable with those presented in the United States. A society 
spreading over enormous tracts, while still preserving its political 
continuity, is a new thing. This progressive incorporation of 
vast bodies of immigrants of various bloods, has never occurred 
on such a scale before. Large empires, composed of different 
peoples, have, in previous cases, been formed by conquest and 
annexation. Then your immense plexus of railways and tele- 
graphs tends to consolidate this vast aggregate of States in a 
way that no such aggregate has ever before been consolidated. 
And there are many minor codperating causes, unlike those 
hitherto known. No one can say how it is all going to work out. 
That there will come hereafter troubles of various kinds, and 
very grave ones, seems highly probable; but all nations have 
had, and will have, their troubles. Already you have triumphed 
over one great trouble, and may reasonably hope to triumph 
over others. It may, I think, be concluded that, both because of 
its size and the heterogeneity of its components, the American 
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nation will be a long time in evolving its ultimate form, but that 
its ultimate form will be high. One great result is, I think, 
tolerably clear. From biological truths it is to be inferred that 
the eventual mixture of the allied varieties of the Aryan race 
forming the population, will produce a finer type of man than 
has hitherto existed; and a type of man more plastic, more adap- 
table, more capable of undergoing the modifications needful for 
complete social life. I think that whatever difficulties they may 
have to surmount, and whatever tribulations they may have to 
pass through, the Americans may reasonably look forward to a 
time when they will have produced a civilization grander than 
any the world has known. 


From Spencer’s New York Speech 


Already, in some remarks drawn from me respecting American 
affairs and American character, I have passed criticisms, which 
have been accepted far more good-humouredly than I could have 
reasonably expected; and it seems strange that I should now 
propose again to transgress. However, the fault I have now to 
comment upon is one which most will scarcely regard as a 
fault. It seems to me that in one respect Americans have 
diverged too widely from savages. I do not mean to say that 
they are in general unduly civilized. Throughout large parts of 
the population, even in long-settled regions, there is no excess 
of those virtues needed for the maintenance of social harmony. 
Especially out in the West, men’s dealings do not yet betray 
too much of the “sweetness and light” which we are told dis- 
tinguish the cultured man from the barbarian. Nevertheless, 
there is a sense in which my assertion is true. You know that the 
primitive man lacks power of application. Spurred by hunger, 
by danger, by revenge, he can exert himself energetically for a 
time; but his energy is spasmodic. Monotonous daily toil is 
impossible to him. It is otherwise with the more developed 
man. The stern discipline of social life has gradually increased 
the aptitude for persistent industry; until, among us, and still 
more among you, work has become with many a passion. This 
contrast of nature has another aspect. The savage thinks only of 
present satisfactions, and leaves future satisfactions uncared for, 
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Contrariwise, the American, eagerly pursuing a future good, 
almost ignores what good the passing day offers him; and when 
the future good is gained, he neglects that while striving for some 
still remoter good. 

What I have seen and heard during my stay among you has 
forced on me the belief that this slow change from habitual inert- 
ness to persistent activity has reached an extreme from which 
there must begin a counterchange—a reaction. Everywhere I 
have been struck with the number of faces which told in strong 
lines of the burdens that had to be borne. I have been struck, 
too, with the large proportion of gray-haired men; and inquiries 
have brought out the fact, that with you the hair commonly 
begins to turn some ten years earlier than with us. Moreover, 
in every circle I have met men who had themselves suffered from 
nervous collapse due to stress of business, or named friends who 
had either killed themselves by overwork, or had been per- 
manently incapacitated, or had wasted long periods in endeavours 
to recover health. I do but echo the opinion of all the observant 
persons I have spoken to, that immense injury is done by this 
high-pressure life—the physique is being undermined. That 
subtle thinker and poet whom you have lately had to mourn, 
Emerson, says, in his essay on the Gentleman, that the first 
requisite is that he shall be a good animal. The requisite is a 
general one—it extends to the man, to the father, to the citizen. 
We hear a great deal about “the vile body”; and many are 
encouraged by the phrase to transgress the laws of health. But 
Nature quietly suppresses those who treat thus disrespectfully 
one of her highest products, and leaves the world to be peopled 
by the descendants of those who are not so foolish. 

Beyond these immediate mischiefs there are remoter mischiefs. 
Exclusive devotion to work has the result that amusements cease 
to please; and, when relaxation becomes imperative, life becomes 
dreary from lack of its sole interest—the interest in business. 
The remark current in England that, when the American travels, 
his aim is to do the greatest amount of sightseeing in the shortest 
time, I find current here also; it is recognized that the satisfaction 
of getting on devours nearly all other satisfactions. When re- 
cently at Niagara, which gave us a whole week’s pleasure, I 
learned from the landlord of the hotel that most Americans 
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come one day and go away the next. Old Froissart, who said 
of the English of his day that “they take their pleasures sadly 
after their fashion,” would doubtless, if he lived now, say of the 
Americans that they take their pleasures hurriedly after their 
fashion. In large measure with us, and still more with you, there 
is not that abandonment to the moment which is requisite for 
full enjoyment; and this abandonment is prevented by the ever- 
present sense of multitudinous responsibilites. So that, beyond 
the serious physical mischief caused by overwork, there is the 
further mischief that it destroys what value there would other- 
wise be in the leisure part of life. 

Nor do the evils end here. There is the injury to posterity. 
Damaged constitutions reappear in children, and entail on them 
far more of ill than great fortunes yield them of good. When 
life has been duly rationalized by science, it will be seen that 
among a man’s duties, care of the body is imperative; not only 
out of regard for personal welfare, but also out of regard for 
descendants. His constitution will be considered as an entailed 
estate, which he ought to pass on uninjured, if not improved, to 
those who follow; and it will be held that millions bequeathed 
by him will not compensate for feeble health and decreased ability 
to enjoy life. Once more, there is the injury to fellow-citizens, 
taking the shape of undue disregard of competitors. I hear that 
a great trader among you deliberately endeavoured to crush out 
everyone whose business competed with his own; and manifestly 
the man who, making himself a slave to accumulation, absorbs 
an inordinate share of the trade or profession he is engaged in, 
makes life harder for all others engaged in it, and excludes from 
it many who might otherwise gain competencies. Thus, besides 
the egoistic motive, there are two altruistic motives which should 
deter from this excess in work. 

The truth is, there needs a revised ideal of life. Look back 
through the past, or look abroad through the present, and we 
find that the ideal of life is variable, and depends on social con- 
ditions. Everyone knows that to be a successful watrior was the 
highest aim among all ancient peoples of note, as it is still among 
many barbarous peoples. ... We have changed all that in 
modern civilized societies; especially in England, and still more 
in America. With the decline of militant activity, and the growth 
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of industrial activity, the occupations once disgraceful have be- 
come honourable. The duty to work has taken the place of the 
duty to fight; and in the one case, as in the other, the ideal of 
life has become so well established that scarcely any dream of 
questioning it. Practically, business has been substituted for 
war as the purpose of existence. 

Is this modern ideal to survive throughout the future? I 
think not. While all other things undergo continuous change, 
it is impossible that ideals should remain fixed. The ancient 
ideal was appropriate to the ages of conquest by man over man, 
and spread of the strongest races. The modern ideal is appro- 
priate to ages in which conquest of the earth and subjection of 
the powers of Nature to human use, is the predominant need. 
But hereafter, when both these ends have in the main been 
achieved, the ideal formed will probably differ considerably from 
the present one. May we not foresee the nature of the difference? 
I think we may. Some twenty years ago, a good friend of 
mine, and a good friend of yours, too, though you never saw 
him, John Stuart Mill, delivered at St. Andrews an inaugural 
address on the occasion of his appointment to the Lord Rectorship. 
It contained much to be admired, as did all he wrote. There 
ran through it, however, the tacit assumption that life is for 
learning and working. I felt at the time that I should have liked 
to take up the opposite thesis. I should have liked to contend 
that life is not for learning, nor is life for working, but learning 
and working are for life. The primary use of knowledge is for 
such guidance of conduct under all circumstances as shall make 
living complete. All other uses of knowledge are secondary. It 
scarcely needs saying that the primary use of work is that of 
supplying the materials and aids to living completely; and that 
any other uses of work are secondary. But in men’s conceptions 
the secondary has in great measure usurped the place of the 
primary. The apostle of culture as it is commonly conceived, 
Mr. Matthew Arnold, makes little or no reference to the fact 
that the first use of knowledge is the right ordering of all actions; 
and Mr. Carlyle, who is a good exponent of current ideas about 
work, insists in its virtues for quite other reasons than that it 
achieves sustentation. We may trace everywhere in human affairs 
a tendency to transform the means into the end. . . . Hereafter, 
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when this age of active material progress has yielded mankind 
its benefits, there will, I think, come a better adjustment of 
labour and enjoyment. Among reasons for thinking this, there 
is the reason that the process of evolution throughout the organic 
world at large, brings an increasing surplus of energies that are 
not absorbed in fulfilling material needs, and points to a still 
larger surplus for the humanity of the future. And there are other 
reasons, which I must pass over. In brief, I may say that we 
have had somewhat too much of “the gospel of work.” It is 
time to preach the gospel of relaxation. 


AMERICAN CIVILIZATION IN 1883-84 * 
By MattHew ARNOLD 


Arnold, having formed a very positive image of American life, de- 
cided when just past his sixtieth birthday that he would go to the United 
States to verify it, to contribute his mite toward the improvement of 
American culture, and to reap the harvest of dollars that lay waiting for 
an English lecturer. It would be a little unfair to say that his attitude 
toward Americans in general was disdainful; it was almost identical with 
his attitude toward Britons in general, for he believed the countries 
much alike. He thought that here he would find fewer aristocrats, 
social and intellectual, than in England, and fewer barbarians, the land 
being wholly possessed by “my old familiar friend, the middle class” 
or Philistines. This view, as he says, he later admitted to be inadequate. 

The first American expedition of Arnold covered a half-year, from 
October, 1883, to March, 1884; we have to say first, for in 1886 he made 
a brief visit for the purpose of seeing his baby granddaughter, though 
this had no literary result save some entertaining letters. When he came 
he was so well known that, as one informant assured him, the very 
conductors and brakemen of the railway lines had read his books. He 
still held the post of Inspector of Schools, but Americans never thought 
of him in that connection. They thought of him as the son of Dr. 
Arnold of Rugby, as a distinguished poet and a one-time professor of 
poetry at Oxford (1857-67), and as the author of a long shelf of works 
in prose, for all his books excepting those which were to result from 
his tour and the second series of “Essays in Criticism” had now ap- 
peared. 

In most cities Arnold’s audiences were large. In Baltimore they were 
unsatisfactory, and in St. Louis he spoke to gatherings of only two 
hundred to three hundred and fifty people. One aspect of the impres- 
sion he made is seen in the famous verdict of a Chicago newspaper: 
“He has harsh features, supercilious manners, parts his hair down the 
middle, wears a single eye-glass and ill-fitting clothes.” According to 
Justin McCarthy, who followed him only a few years on the platform 
as a lecturer and was accompanied by the same American who had 
served Arnold as agent, the critic’s lectures at first threatened to be 
failures. His utterance was defective, his voice lacked modulation, his 
accent was confusing to his audiences, and he used to read his dis- 
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courses from the manuscript. Friends in Boston advised him to take 
lessons from an elocutionist in the art of making his voice effective 
throughout a large hall, and he did so, with gratifying results. The 
comment of Charles Eliot Norton, with whom he spent several days, 
was favorable, and we may be sure perfectly truthful. “He was most 
pleasant and simpler than he appears in London,” Norton wrote Lowell. 
“Mr. Arnold quite won the hearts of my girls. Materially speaking 
his lectures are a success. He will go back with some money. His 
delivery is not good, but is striking from its thorough Anglican serious- 
ness and awkwardness. It does not hurt the substance of his lectures, 
or their effect on the audience. Indeed the common hearer seems to be 
impressed by the fact that it is the matter not the manner of his speech 
that is of primary consequence.” 

On returning home, Arnold published (1885) his “Discourses in 
America,” which he pronounced the ripest and most representative of all 
his prose writings. Three years later, in the year of his death, appeared 
“Civilization in the United States,” consisting of a title essay, “A Word 
About America,” “A Word More About America,’ and a paper upon 
General Grant, whose simple and sterling character he greatly admired. 


Preruaps it is not likely that anyone will now remember 
what I said three years ago here about the success of the Ameri- 
cans in solving the political and social problem. I will sum it 
up in the briefest possible manner. I said that the United 
States had constituted themselves in a modern age; that their 
institutions conformed well with the form and pressure of those 
circumstances and conditions which a modern age presents. Quite 
apart from all question how much of the merit for this may be 
due to the wisdom and virtue of the American people, and how 
much to their good fortune, it is undeniable that their institutions 
do work well and happily. The play of their institutions suggests, 
I said, the image of a man in a suit of clothes which fits him to 
perfection, leaving all his movements unimpeded and easy; a suit 
of clothes loose where it ought to be loose, and sitting close where 
its sitting close is an advantage; a suit of clothes able, moreover, 
to adapt itself naturally to the wearer’s growth, and to admit 
of all enlargements as they successively arise. 

So much as to the solution, by the United States, of the politi- 
cal problem. As to the social problem, I observed that the people 
of the United States were a community singularly free from the 
distinction of classes, singularly homogeneous; that the division 
between rich and poor was consequently less profound there than 
in countries where the distinction of classes accentuates that 
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division. I added that I believed there was exaggeration in the 
reports of their administrative and judicial corruption; and 
altogether, I concluded, the United States, politically and socially, 
are a country living prosperously in a natural modern condition, 
and conscious of living prosperously in such a condition. And 
being in this healthy case, and having this healthy consciousness, 
the community there uses its understanding with the soundness of 
health; it in general, as to its own political and social concerns, 
sees clear and thinks straight. Comparing the United States with 
ourselves, I said that while they are in this natural and healthy 
condition, we, on the contrary, are so little homogeneous, we are 
living with a system of classes so intense, with institutions and a 
society so little modern, so unnaturally complicated, that the 
whole action of our minds is hampered and falsened by it; we are 
in consequence wanting in lucidity, we do not see clear or think 
straight, and the Americans here have much the advantage of us. 

Yet we find an acute and experienced Englishman saying that 
there is no country, calling itself civilized, where one would not 
rather live than in the United States, except Russia! The civ- 
ilization of the United States must somehow, if an able man 
can think thus, have shortcomings, in spite of the country’s suc- 
cess and prosperity. What is civilization? It is the humanization 
of man in society, the satisfaction for him, in society, of the 
true law of human nature. Man’s study, says Plato, is to dis- 
cover the right answer to the question how to live? our aim, 
he says, is very and true life. We are more or less civilized as we 
come more or less near to this aim, in that social state which 
the pursuit of our aim essentially demands. But several elements 
or powers, as I have often insisted, go to build up a complete 
human life. There is the power of conduct, the power of intellect 
and knowledge, the power of beauty, the power of social life 
and manners; we have instincts responding to them all, requiring 
them all. And we are perfectly civilized only when all these 
instincts in our nature, all these elements in our civilization, have 
been adequately recognized and satisfied. But of course this ade- 
quate recognition and satisfaction of all the elements in question 
is impossible; some of them are recognized more than others, 
some of them more in one community, some in another; and the 
satisfactions found are more or less worthy. 
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And, meanwhile, people use the term civilization in the loosest 
possible way, for the most part attaching to it, however, in their 
own mind some meaning connected with their own preferences 
and experiences. The most common meaning thus attached to it 
is perhaps that of a satisfaction, not of all the main demands of 
human nature, but of the demand for the comforts and con- 
veniences of life, and of this demand as made by the sort of 
person who uses the term. 

Now we should always attend to the common and prevalent 
use of an important term. Probably Sir Lepel Griffin had this 
notion of the comforts and conveniences of life much in his 
thoughts when he reproached American civilization with its short- 
comings. For men of his kind, and for all that large number 
of men, so prominent in this country and who make their voice 
so much heard, men who have been at the public schools and 
universities, men of the professional and official class, men who 
do the most part of our literature and our journalism, America 
is not a comfortable place of abode. A man of this sort has in 
England everything in his favour; a society appears organized 
expressly for his advantage. A Rothschild or a Vanderbilt can 
buy his way anywhere, and can have what comforts and luxuries 
he likes, whether in America or in England. But it is in England 
that an income of from three or four to fourteen or fifteen 
hundred pounds a year does so much for its possessor, enables 
him to live with so many of the conveniences of far richer 
people. For his benefit, his benefit above all, clubs are organized, 
and hansom cabs ply; service is abundant, porters stand waiting 
at the railway stations. In America all luxuries are dear except 
oysters and ice; service is in general scarce and bad; a club is a 
most expensive luxury; the cab-rates are prohibitive—more than 
half of the people who in England would use cabs must in 
America use the horse-cars, the tram. The charges of tailors and 
mercers are about a third higher than they are with us. I men- 
tion only a few striking points as to which there can be no dis- 
pute, and in which a man of Sir Lepel Griffin’s class would feel 
the great difference between America and England in the con- 
veniences at his command. There are a hundred other points 
one might mention, where he would feel the same thing. When 
a man is passing judgment on a country’s civilization, points 


MATTHEW ARNOLD 505 


of this kind crowd to his memory, and determine his sentence. 

On the other hand, for that immense class of people, the great 
bulk of the community, the class of people whose income is less 
than three or four hundred a year, things in America are favour- 
able. It is easier for them there than in the Old World to rise 
and make their fortune; but I am not now speaking of that. 
Even without making their fortune, even with their income 
below three or four hundred a year, things are favourable to them 
in America, society seems organized there for their benefit. To 
begin with, the humbler kind of work is better paid in America 
than with us; the higher kind, worse. The official, for instance, 
gets less, his officeckeeper gets more. The public ways are 
abominably cut up by rails and blocked with horse-cars; but the 
inconvenience is for those who use private carriages and cabs, 
the convenience is for the bulk of the community who but for 
the horse-cars would have to walk. The ordinary railway cars are 
not delightful, but they are cheap, and they are better furnished 
and in winter are warmer than third-class carriages in England. 
Luxuries are, as I have said, very dear—above all, European 
luxuries; but a working-man’s clothing is nearly as cheap as in 
England, and plain food is on the whole cheaper. Even luxuries 
of a certain kind are within a labouring man’s easy reach. I have 
mentioned ice; I will mention fruit also. The abundance and 
cheapness of fruit is a great boon to people of small incomes in 
America. Do not believe the Americans when they extol their 
peaches as equal to any in the world... ; they are not to be com- 
pared to peaches grown under glass. Do not believe that the 
American Newtown pippins appear in the New York and Boston 
fruit-shops as they appear in those of London and Liverpool; or 
that the Americans have any pear to give you like the Marie 
Louise. But what labourer, or artisan, or small clerk, ever gets 
hot-house peaches, or Newtown pippins, or Marie Louise pears? 
Not such good pears, apples, and peaches as those, but pears, 
apples, and peaches by no means to be despised, such people and 
their families do in America get in plenty. 

Well, now, what would a philosopher or a philanthropist say 
in this case? which would he say was the more civilized con- 
dition—that of the country where the balance of advantage, as 
to the comforts and conveniences of life, is greatly in favour of 
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the people with incomes below three hundred a year, or that of 
the country where it is greatly in favour of those with incomes 
above that sum? 

Many people will be ready to give an answer to that question 
without the smallest hesitation. They will say that they are, 
and that all of us ought to be, for the greatest happiness of the 
greatest number. However, the question is not one which I feel 
bound now to discuss and answer. Of course, if happiness and 
civilization consists in being plentifully supplied with the com- 
forts and conveniences of life, the question presents little diffi- 
culty. But I believe neither that happiness consists, merely or 
mainly, in being plentifully supplied with the comforts and 
conveniences of life, nor that civilization consists in being so 
supplied; therefore, I leave the question unanswered. .. . 

But we must get nearer still to the heart of the question raised 
as to the character and worth of American civilization. I have 
said how much the word civilization really means—the humaniza- 
tion of man in society; his making progress there towards his 
true and full humanity. Partial and material achievement is 
always being put forward as civilization. We hear a nation 
called highly civilized by reason of its industry, commerce, and 
wealth, or by reason of its liberty or equality, or by reason of 
its numerous churches, schools, libraries, and newspapers. But 
there is something in human nature, some instinct of growth, 
some law of perfection, which rebels against this narrow account 
of the matter. And perhaps what human nature demands in 
civilization, over and above all those obvious things which first 
occur to our thoughts,—what human nature, I say, demands in 
civilization, if it is to stand as a high and satisfying civilization, 
is best described by the word interesting. Here is the ex- 
traordinary charm of the old Greek civilization; that it is so 
interesting. Do not tell me only, says human nature, of the 
magnitude of your industry and commerce; of the beneficence 
of your institutions, your freedom, your equality; of the great 
and growing number of your churches and schools, libraries and 
newspapers; tell me also if your civilization—which is the 
grand name you give to all this development—tell me if your 
civilization is interesting. 

An American friend of mine, Professor Norton, has lately pub- 
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lished the early letters of Carlyle. If anyone wants a good 
antidote to the unpleasant effect left by Mr. Froude’s “Life of 
Carlyle,” let him read those letters. Not only of Carlyle will 
those letters make him think kindly, but they will also fill him 
with admiring esteem for the qualities, character, and family 
life, as there delineated, of the Scottish peasant. Well, the 
Carlyle family were numerous, poor, and struggling. Thomas 
Carlyle, the eldest son, a young man in wretched health and 
worse spirits, was fighting his way in Edinburgh. One of his 
younger brothers talked of emigrating. “The very best thing 
he could do!” we should all say. Carlyle dissuades him. “You 
shall never,” he writes, “you shall never seriously meditate 
crossing the great Salt Pool to plant yourself in the Yankee- 
land. That is a miserable fate for anyone, at best; never dream 
of it. Could you banish yourself from all that is interesting 
to your mind, forget the history, the glorious institutions the 
noble principles of Old Scotland—that you might eat a better 
dinner, perhaps?” 

There is our word launched—the word interesting. I am not 
saying that Carlyle’s advice was good, or that young men should 
not emigrate. I do but take note, in the word interesting, of a 
requirement, a cry of aspiration, a cry not sounding in the 
imaginative Carlyle’s own breast only, but sure of a response 
in his brother’s breast also, and in human nature. 

Amiel, that contemplative Swiss whose journal the world has 
been reading lately, tells us that “the human heart is, as it were, 
haunted by confused reminiscences of an age of gold; or, rather, 
by aspirations towards a harmony of things which every day 
reality denies to us.” He says that the splendor and refinement 
of high life is an attempt by the rich and cultivated classes to 
realize this ideal, and is “a form of poetry.” And the interest 
which this attempt awakens in the classes which are not rich 
or cultivated, their indestructible interest in the pageant and 
fairy tale, as to them it appears, of the life in castles and 
palaces, the life of the great, bears witness in a like imaginative 
strain in them also, a strain tending after the elevated and the 
beautiful. In short, what Goethe describes as “was uns alle 
bindigt, das Gemeine—that which holds us all in bondage, the 
common and ignoble,” is, notwithstanding its admitted preva- 
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lence, contrary to a deep-seated instinct in human nature, and 
repelled by it. Of civilization, which is to humanize us in society, 
we demand, before we will consent to be satisfied with it—we 
demand, however much else it may give us, that it shall give 
us, too, the interesting. 

Now, the great sources of the interesting are distinction and 
beauty; that which is elevated, and that which is beautiful. Let 
us take the beautiful first, and consider how far it is present 
in American civilization. Evidently, this is that civilization’s 
weak side. There is little to nourish and delight the sense of 
beauty there. In the long-settled States east of the Alleghanies 
the landscape in general is not interesting, the climate harsh 
and in extremes. The Americans are restless, eager to better 
themselves and to make fortunes; the inhabitant does not strike 
his roots lovingly down into the soil, as in rural England. In the 
valley of the Connecticut you will find farm after farm which 
the Yankee settler has abandoned in order to go West, leaving 
the farm to some new Irish immigrant. The charm of beauty 
which comes from ancientness and permanence of rural life the 
country could not yet have in a high degree, but it has it in an 
even less degree than might be expected. Then the Americans 
come originally, for the most part, from that great class in 
English society amongst whom the sense for conduct and business 
is much more strongly developed than the sense for beauty. If 
we in England were without the cathedrals, parish churches, and 
castles of the catholic and feudal age, and without the houses of 
the Elizabethan age, but had only the towns and buildings which 
the rise of our middle class has created in the modern age, we 
should be in much the same case as the Americans. We should be 
living with much the same absence of training for the sense 
of beauty through the eye, from the aspect of outward things. 
The American cities have hardly anything to please a trained 
or a natural sense for beauty. They have buildings which cost a 
great deal of money and produce a certain effect—buildings, shall 
I say, such as our Midland Station at St. Pancras; but nothing 
such as Somerset House or Whitehall. One architect of genius 
they had—Richardson. I had the pleasure to know him; he 
is dead, alas! Much of his work was injured by the conditions 
under which he was obliged to execute it; I can recall but one 
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building, and that of no great importance, where he seems to 
have had his own way, to be fully himself; but that is indeed 
excellent. In general, where the Americans succeed best in their 
architecture—in that art so indicative and educative of a people’s 
sense for beauty—is in the fashion of their villa-cottages in 
wood. These are often original and at the same time very 
pleasing, but they are pretty and coquettish, not beautiful. Of 
the really beautiful in the other arts, and in literature, very 
little has been produced there as yet. I asked a German portrait- 
painter, whom I found painting and prospering in America, how 
he liked the country. “How can an artist like it?” was his answer. 
The American artists live chiefly in Europe; all Americans of 
cultivation and wealth visit Europe more and more constantly. 
The mere nomenclature of the country acts upon a cultivated 
person like the incessant pricking of pins. What people in whom 
the sense of beauty and fitness was quick could have invented, 
or could tolerate, the hideous names ending in ville, the Briggs- 
villes, Higginsvilles, Jacksonvilles, rife from Maine to Florida; 
the jumble of unnatural and inappropriate names everywhere? 
On the line from Albany to Buffalo you have, in one part, half 
the names in the classical dictionary to designate the stations; 
it is said that the folly is due to a surveyor who, when the 
country was laid out, happened to possess a classical dictionary; 
but a people with any artist-sense would have put down that 
surveyor. The Americans meekly retain his names; and, indeed, 
his strange Marcellus or Syracuse is perhaps not much worse 
than their congenital Briggsville. 

So much as to beauty, and as to the provision, in the United 
States, for the sense of beauty. As to distinction, and the interest 
which human nature seeks from enjoying the effect made upon it 
by what is elevated, the case is much the same. There is very 
little to create such an effect, very much to thwart it. Goethe 
says somewhere that “the thrill of awe is the best thing humanity 
has”: 


“Das Schaudern ist der Menschheit bestes Theil.” 


But, if there be a discipline in which the Americans are want- 
ing, it is the discipline of awe and respect. An austere and 
intense religion imposed on their Puritan founders the discipline 
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of respect, and so provided for them the thrill of awe; but this 
religion is dying out. The Americans have produced plenty of 
men strong, shrewd, upright, able, effective; very few who are 
highly distinguished. Alexander Hamilton is indeed a man of 
rare distinction; Washington, though he has not the high mental 
distinction of Pericles or Cesar, has true distinction of style and 
character. But these men belong to the pre-American age. Lin- 
coln’s recent American biographers declare that Washington is 
but an Englishman, an English officer; the typical American, 
they say, is Abraham Lincoln. Now Lincoln is shrewd, sagacious, 
humorous, honest, courageous, firm; he is a man with qualities 
deserving the most sincere esteem and praise, but he has not 
distinction. 

In truth, everything is against distinction in America, and 
against the sense of elevation to be gained through admiring 
and respecting it. The glorification of “the average man,” who 
is quite a religion with statesmen and publicists there, is against 
it. The addiction to “the funny man,” who is a national mis- 
fortune there, is against it. Above all, the newspapers are 
against it. 

It is often said that every nation has the government it 
deserves. What is much more certain is that every nation has 
the newspapers it deserves. The newspaper is the direct product 
of the want felt; the supply answers closely and inevitably to 
the demand. I suppose no one knows what the American news- 
papers are, who has not been obliged, for some length of time, 
to read either those newspapers or none at all. Powerful and 
valuable contributions occur scattered about in them. But on 
the whole, and taking the total impression and effect made by 
them, I should say that if one were searching for the best means 
to efface and kill in a whole nation the discipline of respect, 
the feeling for what is elevated, one could not do better than 
take the American newspapers. The absence of truth and sober- 
ness in them, the poverty in serious interest, the personality and 
sensation-mongering, are beyond belief. There are a few news- 
papers which are in whole, or in part, exceptions. The New Vork 
Nation, a weekly paper, may be paralleled with the Saturday 
Review as it was in its old and good days; but the New York 
Nation is conducted by a foreigner, and has an extremely 
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small sale. In general, the daily papers are such that when one 
returns home one is moved to admiration and thankfulness not 
only at the great London papers, like the Times or the Standard, 
but quite as much at the great provincial papers, too,—papers 
like the Leeds Mercury and the Yorkshire Post in the north of 
England, like the Scotsman and the Glasgow Herald in Scot- 
land. ' 

The Americans used to say to me that what they valued was 
news, and that this their newspapers gave them. I at last made 
the reply: “Yes, news for the servants’ hall!” I remember that 
a New York newspaper, one of the first I saw after landing in the 
country, had a long account, with the prominence we should 
give to the illness of the German Emperor, or the arrest of the 
Lord Mayor of Dublin, of a young woman who had married a 
man who was a bag of bones, as we say, and who used to exhibit 
himself as a skeleton; of her growing horror in living with this 
man, and finally of her death. All this in the most minute 
detail, and described with all the writer’s powers of rhetoric. 
This has always remained by me as a specimen of what the 
Americans call news. 

You must have lived amongst their newspapers to know what 
they are. If I relate some of my own experiences, it is because 
these will give a clear enough notion of what the newspapers 
over there are, and one remembers more definitely what has 
happened to oneself. Soon after arriving in Boston, I opened a 
Boston newspaper and came upon a column headed: ‘‘Tickings.” 
By tickings we are to understand news conveyed through the 
tickings of the telegraph. The first “ticking” was: ‘Matthew 
Arnold is sixty-two years old”—an age, I must just say in passing, 
which I had not then reached. The second “ticking” was: “Wales 
says, Mary is a darling”; the meaning being that the Prince of 
Wales expressed great admiration for Miss Mary Anderson. This 
was at Boston, the American Athens. I proceeded to Chicago. 
An evening paper was given to me soon after I arrived; I opened 
it, and found under a large-type heading, “We have seen him 
arrive,” the following picture of myself: ‘He has harsh features, 
supercilious manners, parts his hair down the middle, wears a 
single eye-glass and ill-fitting clothes.” Notwithstanding this 
rather unfavorable introduction, I was most kindly and hospitably 
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received at Chicago. It happened that I had a letter for Mr. 
Medill, an elderly gentleman of Scotch descent, the editor of the 
chief newspaper in those parts, the Chicago Tribune. I called on 
him, and we conversed amicably together. Some time afterwards, 
when I had gone back to England, a New York paper published 
a criticism of Chicago and its people, purporting to have been 
contributed by me to the Pall Mall Gazette over here. It was a 
poor hoax, but many people were taken in and were excusably 
angry, Mr. Medill of the Chicago Tribune amongst the number. 
A friend telegraphed me to know if I had written the criticism. 
I, of course, instantly telegraphed back that I had not written a 
syllable of it. Then a Chicago paper is sent to me; and what I 
have the pleasure of reading, as the result of my contradiction, 
is this: “Arnold denies; Mr. Medill (my old friend) refuses 
to accept Arnold’s disclaimer; says Arnold is a cur.” 

I once declared that in England the born lover of ideas and 
of light could not but feel that the sky over his head is of brass 
and iron. And so I say that, in America, he who craves for the 
interesting in civilization, he who requires from what surrounds 
him satisfaction for his sense of beauty, his sense of elevation, 
will feel the sky over his head to be of brass and iron. The 
human problem, then, is as yet solved in the United States most 
imperfectly; a great void exists in the civilization over there; a 
want of what is elevated and beautiful, of what is interesting. 

The want is grave; it was probably, though he does not exactly 
bring it out, influencing Sir Lepel Griffin’s feelings when he said 
that America is one of the last countries in which one would 
like to live. The want is such as to make any educated man 
feel that many countries, much less free and prosperous than the 
United States, are yet more truly civilized; have more which is 
interesting, have more to say to the soul; are countries, therefore, 
in which one would rather live. 

The want is graver because it is so little recognized by the mass 
of Americans; nay, so loudly denied by them. If the community 
over there perceived the want and regretted it, sought for the. 
right ways of remedying it, and resolved that remedied it should 
be; if they said, or even if a number of leading spirits amongst 
them said: “Yes, we see what is wanting to our civilization, 
we see that the average man is a danger, we see that our news- 
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papers are a scandal, that bondage to the common and ignoble 
is our snare; but under the circumstances our civilization could 
not well have been expected to begin differently. What you see 
are beginnings, they are crude, they are too predominantly ma- 
terial, they omit much, leave much to be desired—but they could 
not have been otherwise, they have been inevitable, and we will 
rise above them”; if the Americans frankly said this, one would 
have not a word to bring against it. One would then insist on no 
shortcoming, one would accept their admission that the human 
problem is at present quite insufficiently solved by them, and 
would press the matter no further. One would congratulate 
them on having solved the political problem and the social prob- 
lem so successfully, and only remark, as I have said already, 
that in seeing clear and thinking straight on our political and 
social questions, we have great need to follow the example they 
set us on theirs. 

But now the Americans seem, in certain matters, to have 
agreed, as a people, to deceive themselves, to persuade themselves 
that they have what they have not, to cover the defects in their 
civilization by boasting, to fancy that they well and truly solve, 
not only the political and social probem, but the human problem 
too. One would say they do really hope to find in tall talk and 
inflated sentiment a substitute for that real sense of elevation 
which human nature, as I have said, instinctively craves—and a 
substitute which may do as well as the genuine article. The 
thrill of awe, which Goethe pronounces to be the best thing 
humanity has, they would fain create by proclaiming themselves 
at the top of their voices to be “the greatest nation upon earth,” 
by assuring one another, in the language of their national his- 
torian, that “American democracy proceeds in its ascent as 
uniformly and majestically as the laws of being, and is as certain 
as the decrees of eternity.” 

Or, again, far from admitting that their newspapers are a 
scandal, they assure one another that their newspaper press is 
one of their most signal distinctions. Far from admitting that 
independent power; they reform the spelling of the English 
language by the insight of their average man. For every English 
in literature they have as yet produced little that is important, 
they play at treating American literature as if it were a great 
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writer they have an American writer to match; and him good 
Americans read. The Western States are at this moment being 
nourished and formed, we hear, on the novels of a native author 
called Roe, instead of those of Scott and Dickens. Far from 
admitting that their average man is a danger, and that his 
predominance has brought about a plentiful lack of refinement, 
distinction, and beauty, they declare in the words of my friend 
Colonel Higginson, a prominent critic at Boston, that “Nature 
said, some years since: ‘Thus far the English is my best race, 
but we have had Englishmen enough; put in one drop more of 
nervous fluid and make the American.’” And with that drop a 
new range of promise opened on the human race, and a lighter, 
finer, more highly organized type of mankind was born. Far from 
admitting that the American accent, as the pressure of their 
climate and of their average man has made it, is a thing to be 
striven against, they assure one another that it is the right 
accent, the standard English speech of the future. It reminds 
me of a thing in Smollett’s dinner-party of authors. Seated by 
“the philosopher who is writing a most orthodox refutation of 
Bolingbroke, but in the meantime has just been presented to 
the Grand Jury as a public nuisance for having blasphemed 
in an alehouse on the Lord’s day”—seated by this philosopher 
is “the Scotchman who is giving lectures on the pronunciation 
of the English language.” 

The worst of it is, that all this talk and self-glorification meets 
with hardly any rebuke from sane criticism over there. I will 
mention, in regard to this, a thing which struck me a good deal. 
A Scotchman who has made a great fortune at Pittsburg, a kind 
friend of mine, one of the most hospitable and generous of men, 
Mr. Andrew Carnegie, published a year or two ago a book called 
“Triumphant Democracy,” a most splendid picture of American 
progress. The book is full of valuable information, but religious 
people thought that it insisted too much on mere material 
progress, and did not enough set forth America’s deficiencies and 
dangers. And a friendly clergyman in Massachusetts, telling me 
how he regretted this, and how apt the Americans are to shut’ 
their eyes to their own dangers, put into my hands a volume 
written by a leading minister among the Congregationalists, a very 
prominent man, which he said supplied a good antidote to my 
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friend Mr. Carnegie’s book. The volume is entitled “Our Coun- 
try.” Iread it through. The author finds in evangelical Protes- 
tantism, as the orthodox Protestant sects present it, the grand 
remedy for the deficiencies and dangers of America. On this I 
offer no criticism; what struck me, and that on which I wish to 
lay stress, is, the writer’s entire failure to perceive that such self- 
glorification and self-deception as I have been mentioning is one 
of America’s dangers, or even that it is self-deception at all. 
He himself shares in all the self-deception of the average man 
among his countrymen; he flatters it. In the very points where 
a serious critic would find the Americans most wanting he finds 
them superior; only they require to have a good dose of evan- 
gelical Protestantism still added. “Ours is the elect nation,” 
preaches this reformer of American faults—‘“ours is the elect 
nation for the age to come. We are the chosen people.” Al- 
ready, says he, we are taller and heavier than other men, longer 
lived than other men, richer and more energetic than other men, 
above all, “of finer nervous organization” than other men. Yes, 
this people, who endure to have the American newspaper for their 
daily reading, and to have their habitation in Briggsville, Jack- 
sonville, and Marcellus—this people is of finer, more delicate 
nervous organization than other nations! It is Colonel Hig- 
ginson’s “drop more of nervous fluid,” over again. This “drop” 
plays a stupendous part in the American rhapsody of self-praise. 
Undoubtedly the Americans are highly nervous, both the men 
and the women. A great Paris physician says that he notes a dis- 
tinctive new form of nervous disease, produced in American 
women by worry about servants. But this nervousness, developed 
in the race out there by worry, overwork, want of exercise, inju- 
dicious diet, and a most trying climate—this morbid nervousness, 
our friends ticket as the fine susceptibility of genius, and cite it 
as a proof of their distinction, of their superior capacity for 
civilization! ‘The roots of civilization are the nerves,” says our 
Congregationalist instructor, again; “and, other things being 
equal, the finest nervous organization will produce the highest 
civilization. Now, the finest nervous organization is ours.” 
The new West promises to beat in the game of brag even the 
stout champions I have been quoting. Those belong to the old 
Eastern States; and the other day there was sent to me a 
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California newspaper which calls all the Easterners the “unhappy 
denizens of a forbidding clime,” and adds: “The time will surely 
come when all roads will lead toward California. Here will be 
the home of art, science, literature, and profound knowledge.” 

Common-sense criticism, I repeat, of all this hollow stuff 
there is in America next to none. There are plenty of cultivated, 
judicious, delightful individuals there. They are our hope and 
America’s hope; it is through their means that improvement 
must come. They know perfectly well how false and hollow 
the boastful stuff talked is; but they let the storm of self- 
laudation rage, and say nothing. For political opponents and 
their doings there are in America hard words to be heard in 
abundance; for the real faults in American civilization, and for 
the foolish boasting which prolongs them, there is hardly a word 
of regret or blame, at least in public. Even in private, many 
of the most cultivated Americans shrink from the subject, are 
irritable and thin-skinned when it is canvassed. Public treatment 
of it, in a cool and sane spirit of criticism, there is none. In 
vain I might plead that I had set a good example of frankness, 
in confessing over here, that, so far from solving our problems 
successfully, we in England find ourselves with an upper class 
materialized, a middle class vulgarized, and a lower class bru- 
talized. But it seems that nothing will embolden an American 
critic to say firmly and aloud to his countrymen and to his 
newspapers, that in America they do not solve the human prob- 
lem successfully, and that with their present methods they never 
can. Consequently, the masses of the American people do really 
come to believe all they hear about their finer nervous organiza- 
tion, and the rightness of the American accent, and the im- 
portance of American literature; that is to say, they see things 
not as they are, but as they would like them to be; they deceive 
themselves totally. And by such self-deception they shut against 
themselves the door to improvement, and do their best to make 
the reign of das Gemeine eternal. In what concerns the solving 
of the political and social problem they see clear and think 
straight; in what concerns the higher civilization they live in a 
fools’ paradise. This it is which makes a famous French critic 
speak of “the hard unintelligence of the people of the United 
States”—la dure unintelligence des Américains du Nord—of the 
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very people who in general pass for being specially intelligent; 
and so, within certain limits, they are. But they have been so 
plied with nonsense and boasting that outside those limits, and 
where it is a question of things in which their civilization is 
weak, they seem, very many of them, as if in such things they 
had no power of perception whatever, no idea of a proper scale, 
no sense of the difference between good and bad. And at this 
rate they can never, after solving the political and social prob- 
lem with success, go on to solve the human problem too, and 
thus at last to make their civilization full and interesting. 

To sum up, then. What really dissatisfies in American civ- 
ilization is the want of the interesting, a want due chiefly to the 
want of those two great elements of the interesting, which are 
elevation and beauty. And the want of these elements is in- 
creased and prolonged by the Americans being assured that they 
have them when they have them not. And it seems to me that 
what the Americans now most urgently require, is not so much 
a vast additional development of orthodox Protestantism, but 
rather a steady exhibition of cool and sane criticism by their 
men of light and leading over there. And perhaps the very first 
step of such men should be to insist on having for America, and 
to create if need be, better newspapers. 

To us, too, the future of the United States is of incalculable 
importance. Already we feel their influence much, and we shall 
feel it more. We have a good deal to learn from them; we shall 
find in them, also, many things to beware of, many points in 
which it is to be hoped our democracy may not be like theirs. 
As our country becomes more democratic, the malady here may 
no longer be that we have an upper class materialized, a middle 
class vulgarized, and a lower class brutalized. But the pre- 
dominance of the common and ignoble, born of the predomi- 
nance of the average man, is a malady too. That the common 
and ignoble is human nature’s enemy, that, of true human 
nature, distinction and beauty are needs, that a civilization is 
insufficient where these needs are not satisfied, faulty where 
they are thwarted, is an instruction of which we, as well as the 
Americans, may greatly require to take fast hold, and not to 
let go. We may greatly require to keep, as if it were our life, 
the doctrine that we are failures after all, if we cannot eschew 
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vain boastings and vain imaginations,—eschew what flatters in 
us the common and ignoble, and approve things that are truly 
excellent. 

I have mentioned evangelical Protestantism. There is a text 
which evangelical Protestantism—and, for that matter, Catholi- 
cism too—translates wrong and takes in a sense too narrow. 
The text is that well known one, “except a man be born again, 
he cannot see the kingdom of God.” Instead of again, we ought to 
translate from above; and instead of taking the kingdom of 
God in the sense of a life in Heaven above, we ought to take it, 
as the speaker meant it, in the sense of the reign of the saints, 
a renovated and perfected human society on earth,—the ideal 
society of the future. In the life of such a society, in the life 
from above, the life born of inspiration or the spirit—in that life 
elevation and beauty are not everything; but they are much, and 
they are indispensable. Humanity cannot reach its ideal while 
it lacks them. “Except a man be born from above, he cannot 
have part in the society of the future.” 


AMERICA THE LAND OF CONTRASTS * 


By James FULLARTON MurrRHEAD 


For a quarter of a century and more Dr. J. F. Muirhead was in 
charge of the British editions of Baedeker’s handbooks of travel. He 
was born in Glasgow in 1853, and educated at the Universities of Edin- 
burgh and of Leipzig. After three years of work on Chambers’s Ency- 
clopedia, he became associated with Karl Baedeker at Leipzig, removing 
first to London and then in 1903 to the United States. As the author 
of Baedeker’s Handbook to the United States, in compiling which he 
personally visited nearly every district of the republic, he obtained the 
material for his volume under the above title, which had reached its third 
edition in 1902. It, like the volumes by Lord Bryce and Sir A. Maurice 
Low, represents not a hasty impression of the country, but a study made 
during many years of travel and residence. The treatment is generalized 
and analytical, not descriptive, Dr. Muirhead dealing in successive chap- 
ters with American society, the American woman, the American child, 
sports and amusements, journalism, and so on. 

WHEN I first thought of writing about the United States at 
all, I soon came to the conclusion that no title could better 
than the above express the general impression left on my mind 
by my experiences in the Great Republic. It may well be that 
a long list of inconsistencies might be made out for any country, 
just as for any individual; but so far as my knowledge goes the 
United States stands out as preeminently the “Land of Con- 
trasts”—the land of stark, staring, and stimulating inconsistency; 
at once the home of enlightenment and the happy hunting ground 
of the charlatan and the quack; a land in which nothing happens 
but the unexpected; the home of Hyperion, but no less the haunt 
of the satyr; always the land of promise, but not invariably 
the land of performance; a land which may be bounded by the 
aurora borealis, but which has also undeniable acquaintance with 
the flames of the bottomless pit; a land which is laved at once 
by the rivers of Paradise and the leaden waters of Acheron. 

If I proceed to enumerate a few of the actual contrasts that 
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struck me, in matters both weighty and trivial, it is not merely 
as an exercise in antithesis, but because I hope it will show how 
easy it would be to pass an entirely and even ridiculously untrue 
judgment upon the United States by having an eye only for one 
series of the startling opposites. It should show in a very con- 
crete way one of the most fertile sources of those unfair inter- 
national judgments which led the French Academician Jouy to 
the statement: “Plus on réfléchit et plus on observe, plus on se 
convainct de la fausseté de la plupart de ces jugements portés sur 
un nation entiére par quelques ecrivains et adoptés sans examen 
par les autres.” The Americans themselves can hardly take 
umbrage at the label, if Mr. Howells truly represents them when 
he makes one of the characters in “A Traveller From Altruria”’ 
assert that they pride themselves even on the size of their in- 
consistencies. The extraordinary clashes that occur in the United 
States are doubtless largely due to the extraordinary mixture of 
youth and age in the character of the country. If ever an old 
head was set upon young shoulders, it was in this case of the 
United States—this “Strange New World, thet yit was never 
young.” While it is easy, in a study of the United States, to see 
the essential truth of the analogy between the youth of an 
individual and the youth of a state, we must also remember 
that America was in many respects born full-grown, like Athena 
from the brain of Zeus, and coordinates in the most extraordinary 
way the shrewdness of the sage with the naiveté of the child. 
Those who criticize the United States because, with the ex- 
perience of all the ages behind her, she is in some points vastly 
defective as compared with the nations of Europe, are as much 
mistaken as those who look to her for the fresh ingenuousness 
of youth unmarred by any trace of age’s weakness. It is simply 
inevitable that she should share the vices as well as the virtues 
of both. Mr. Freeman has well pointed out how natural it is 
that a colony should rush ahead of the mother country in some 
things and lag behind it in others; and that just as you have 
to go to French Canada if you want to see Old France, so, for 
many things, if you wish to see Old England you must go to 
New England. 

Thus America may easily be abreast or ahead of us in such 
matters as the latest applications of electricity, while retaining 
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in its legal uses certain cumbersome devices that we have long 
since discarded. Americans still have “Courts of Oyer and 
Terminer” and still insist on the unanimity of the jury, though 
their judges wear no robes and their counsel apply to the cus- 
pidor as often as to the code. So, too, the extension of municipal 
powers accomplished in Great Britain still seems a formidable 
innovation in the United States. 

The general feeling of power and scope is probably another 
fruitful source of the inconsistencies of American life. Emerson 
has well said that consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds; and 
no doubt the largeness, the illimitable outlook, of the national 
mind of the United States makes it disregard surface discrep- 
ancies that would grate horribly on a more conventional com- 
munity. The confident belief that all will come out right in the 
end, and that harmony can be attained when time is taken to 
consider it, carries one triumphantly over the roughest places of 
inconsistency. It is easy to drink our champagne from tin cans, 
when we know that it is merely a sense of hurry that prevents 
us fetching the chased silver goblets waiting for our use. 

This, I fancy, is the explanation of one series of contrasts 
which strikes an Englishman at once. America claims to be the 
land of liberty par excellence, and in a wholesale way this may 
be true in spite of the gap between the noble sentiments of the 
Declaration of Independence and the actual treatment of the 
negro and the Chinaman. But in what may be called the retail 
traffic of life the American puts up with innumerable restrictions 
of his personal liberty. Max O’Rell has expatiated with scarce 
an exaggeration on the wondrous sight of a powerful millionaire 
standing meekly at the door of a hotel dining-room until the 
consequential head-waiter (very possibly a coloured gentleman) 
condescends to point out to him the seat he may occupy. So 
too, such petty officials as policemen and railway conductors are 
generally treated rather as masters than as the servants of the 
public. The ordinary American citizen accepts a long delay on 
the railway or an interminable “wait” at the theatre as a direct 
visitation of Providence, against which it would be useless folly 
to direct cat-calls, grumbles, or letters to the Times. Americans 
invented the slang word “kicker,” but so far as I could see their 
vocabulary is here miles ahead of their practise; they dream 
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noble deeds, but do not do them; Englishmen “kick” much better, 
without having a name for it. The right of the individual to do 
as he will is respected to such an extent that an entire company 
will put up with inconvenience rather than infringe it. A coal- 
carter will calmly keep a tramway-car waiting several minutes 
until he finishes his unloading. The conduct of the trainboy . . . 
would infallibly lead to assault and battery in England, but 
hardly elicits an objurgation in America, where the right of one 
sinner to bang a door outweighs the desire of twenty just persons 
for a quiet nap. On the other hand, the old Puritan spirit of 
interference with individual liberty sometimes crops out in America 
in a way that would be impossible in this country. An inscription 
in one of the large mills at Lawrence, Mass., informs the em- 
ployees (or did so some years ago) that “regular attendance at 
some place of worship and a proper observance of the Sabbath 
will be expected of every person employed.” So, too, the young 
women of certain districts impose on their admirers such restric- 
tions in the use of liquor and tobacco that any less patient animal 
than the native American could infallibly kick over the traces. 

In spite of their acknowledged nervous energy and excitability, 
Americans often show a good deal of a quality that rivals the 
phlegm of the Dutch. Their above-mentioned patience during 
railway or other delays is an instance of this. So, in the incident 
related in Chapter XII,* the passengers in the inside coach 
retained their seats throughout the whole experiment. Their re- 
semblance in such cases as this to placid domestic kine is en- 
hanced—out West—by the inevitable champing of tobacco or 
chewing gum, than which nothing I know of so robs the human 
countenance of the divine spark of intelligence. Boston men of 
business, after being whisked by the electric car from their 
suburban residences to the city at the rate of twelve miles an 
hour, sit stoically still while the congested traffic makes the car 
take twenty minutes to pass the most crowded section of Wash- 
ington Street—a walk of barely five minutes.** 


* The author refers to the train-boys’ practise of dumping sample 
magazines and other wares into the passengers’ laps, and afterwards 
calling for orders. 

** The Boston subway opened in 1898, has impaired the truth of this 
sentence.—[Muirhead’s note.] 
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Even in the matter of what Mr. Ambassador Bayard has 
styled “that form of Socialism, Protection,” it seems to me that 
we can find traces of this contradictory tendency. Americans 
consider their country as emphatically the land of protection, 
and attribute most of their prosperity to their inhospitable customs 
barriers. This may be so; but where else in the world will you 
find such a volume and expanse of free trade as in these same 
United States? We find here a huge section of the world’s sur- 
face, 3,000 miles long and 1,500 miles wide, occupied by about 
fifty practically independent States, containing seventy millions of 
inhabitants, producing a very large proportion of all the necessi- 
ties and many of the luxuries of life, and all enjoying the freest 
of free trade with each other. Few of these States are as small 
as Great Britain, and many of them are immensely larger. 
Collectively they contain nearly half the railway mileage of the 
globe, besides an incomparable series of inland waterways. Over 
all these is continually passing an immense amount of goods. 
The San Francisco News-Letter, a well-known weekly journal, 
points out that of the 1,400,000,000 tons of goods carried for 100 
miles or upwards on the railways of the world in 1895, no less 
than 800,000,000 were carried in the United States. Even if 
we add the 140,000,000 carried by sea-going ships, there remains 
a balance of 60,000,000 tons in favor of the United States as 
against the rest of the world. It is, perhaps, impossible to 
ascertain whether or not the actual value of the goods carried 
would be in the same proportion: but it seems probable that the 
value of the 800,000,000 tons of the home trade of America 
must considerably exceed that of the free portion of the trade of 
the British Empire, i.e., practically the whole of its import trade 
and that portion of its export trade carried on with free-trade 
countries or colonies. The internal commerce of the United 
States makes it the most wonderful market on the globe; and 
Brother Jonathan, the rampant Protectionist, stands convicted 
as the greatest Cobdenite of them all! 

We are all, it is said, apt to “slip up” on our strongest points. 
Perhaps this is why one of the leading writers of the American 
democracy is able to assert that “there is no country in the 
world where the separation of the classes is so absolute as ours,” 
and to quote a Russian revolutionist, who lived in exile all over 
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Europe and nowhere found stich want of sympathy between the 
rich and poor as in America. If this were true it would certainly 
form a startling contrast to the general kindheartedness of the 
American. But I fancy it rather points to the condition of 
greater relative equality. Our Russian friend was used to the 
patronizing kindness of the superior to the inferior, of the master 
to the servant. It is easy, on an empyrean rock, to be “kind” 
to the mortals toiling helplessly down below. It costs little, to 
use Mr. Bellamy’s parable, for those securely seated on the top 
of the coach to subscribe for salve to alleviate the chafed wounds 
of those who drag it. In America there is less need and less 
use of this patronizing kindness; there is less kindness from 
class to class simply because the conscious realization of “class” 
is non-existent in thousands of cases where it would be to the 
fore in Europe. As for the first statement quoted at the head 
of this paragraph, I find it very hard of belief. It is true that 
there are exclusive circles, to which, for instance, Buffalo Bill 
would not have the entrée, but the principle of exclusion is on 
the whole analogous to that by which we select our intimate 
personal friends. No man in America, who is personally fitted 
to adorn it, need feel that he is automatically shut out (as he 
might well be in England) from a really congenial social sphere. 

Another of America’s strong points is its sense of practical 
comfort and convenience. It is scarcely open to denial that the 
laying of too great stress on material comfort is one of the rocks 
ahead which the American vessel will need careful steering to 
avoid; and it is certain that Americans lead ‘us in countless 
little points of household comfort and labour-saving ingenuity. 
But here, too, the exception that proves the rule is not too coy 
for our discovery. The terrible roads and the atrociously kept 
streets are amongst the most vociferous instances of this. It is 
one of the inexplicable mysteries of American civilization that 
a young municipality—or even, sometimes, an old one—with a 
million dollars to spend, will choose to spend it in erecting a 
most unnecessarily gorgeous town-hall rather than in making 
the street in front of it passable for the ordinarily shod pedes- 
trian. In New York itself the hilarious stock-broker returning 
at night to his palace often finds the pavement between his 
house and his carriage more difficult to negotiate than even the 
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hole for his latch-key; and I have more than once been ab- 
solutely compelled to make a detour from Broadway in order 
to find a crossing where the icy slush would not come over the 
tops of my boots.* The American taste for luxury sometimes 
insists on gratification even at the expense of the ordinary 
decencies of life. It was an American who said, “Give me the 
luxuries of life and I will not ask for the necessities”: and 
there is more truth in this epigram, as characteristic of the 
American point of view, than its author intended, or would, 
perhaps, allow. In private life this is seen in the preference 
shown for diamond earrings and Paris toilettes over neat and 
effective household service. The contrast between the slatternly, 
unkempt maid-servant who opens the door to you and the 
general luxury of the house itself is sometimes of the most start- 
ling, not to say appalling, description. It is not a sufficient 
answer to say that good servants are not so easily obtained in 
America as in England. This is true; but a slight rearrangement 
of expenditure would secure much better service than is now 
seen. To the English eye the cart in this matter often seems 
put before the horse; and the combination of excellent waiting 
with a modest table equipage is frequent enough in the United 
States to prove its perfect feasibility. 

In American hotels we are often overwhelmed with “all the 
discomforts that money can procure,” while unable to obtain 
some of those things which we have been brought up to believe 
among the prime necessaries of existence. It is significant that 
in the printed directions governing the use of the electric bell 
in one’s bedroom, I never found an instance in which the harmless 
necessary bath could be ordered with fewer than nine pressures 
of the button, while the fragrant cocktail or some other equally 
fascinating but dangerous luxury might often be summoned by 
three or four. The most elaborate dinner, served in the most 
gorgeous china, is sometimes spoiled by the Draconian regulation 
that it must be devoured between the unholy hours of twelve 
and two, or have all its courses brought on the table at once. 
Though the Americans invent the most delicate forms of ma- 


*It is only fair to say that this was originally written in 1893, and 
that matters have been greatly improved since then—[Muirhead’s note.] 
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chinery, their hoop-iron knives, silver-plated for facility in clean- 
ing, are hardly calculated to tackle anything harder than butter, 
and compel the beef-eater to return to the tearing methods of his 
remotest ancestors. The waiter sometimes rivals the hotel clerk 
himself in the splendour of his attire, but this does not render 
more appetising the spectacle of his thumb in the soup. The 
furniture of your bedroom would not have disgraced the Tuileries 
in their palmiest days, but, alas, you are parboiled by a diabolic 
chevaux-de-frise of steam pipes which refuse to be turned off, and 
insist on accompanying your troubled slumbers by an intermit- 
tent series of bubbles, squeaks, and hisses. The mirror opposite 
which you brush your hair is enshrined in the heaviest of gilt 
frames, and is large enough for a Brobdignagian, but the basin 
in which you wash your hands is little larger than a sugar-bowl; 
and when you emerge from your nine-times-summoned bath you 
find you have to dry your sacred person with six little towels, 
none larger than a snuff-taker’s handkerchief. There is no carafe 
of water in the room; and after countless experiments you are 
reduced to the blood- dards belief that the American tourist 
brushes his teeth with ice-water, the musical tinkling of which 
in the corridors is the most characteristic sound of the American 
caravanserai. 

If there is anything the Americans pride themselves on—and 
justly—it is their handsome treatment of woman. You will not 
meet five Americans without hearing ten times that a lone woman 
can traverse the length and breadth of the United States without 
fear of insult; every traveller reports that the United States is 
the Paradise of women. Special entrances are reserved for them 
at hotels, so that they need not risk contamination with the 
tobacco-defiled floors of the public office; they are not expected 
to join the patient file of room-seekers before the hotel clerk’s 
desk, but wait comfortably in the reception-room while an em- 
ployee secures their number and key. There is no recorded 
instance of the justifiable homicide of an American girl in her - 
theatre hat. Man meekly submits to be the hewer of wood, the 
drawer of water, and the beast of burden for the superior 
sex. But even this gorgeous medal has its reverse side. Few 
things provided for a class well able to pay for comfort are more 
uncomfortable and indecent than the arrangements for ladies on 
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board the sleeping cars. Their dressing accommodation is of 
the most limited description; their berths are not segregated at 
one end of the car, but are scattered above and below those of 
the male passengers; it is considered tolerable that they should 
lie with the legs of a strange, disrobing man dangling within a 
foot of their noses. 

Another curious contrast to the practical, material, matter-of- 
fact side of the American is his intense interest in the supernat- 
ural, the spiritualistic, the superstitious. Boston, of all places in 
the world, is, perhaps, the happiest hunting ground for the spirit- 
ualist medium, the faith healer, and the mind curer. You will 
find there the most advanced emancipation from theological super- 
stition combined in the most extraordinary way with a more than 
half belief in the incoherences of a spiritualistic séance. The 
Boston Christian Scientists have just erected a handsome stone 
church, with chime of bells, organ, and choir of the most approved 
ecclesiastical cut; and, greatest marvel of all, have actually had 
to return a surplus of $50,000 (£10,000) that was subscribed for 
its building. There are two pulpits, one occupied by a man 
who expounds the Bible, while in the other a woman responds 
with the grandiloquent platitudes of Mrs. Eddy. In other parts 
of the country this desire to pry into the Book of Fate assumes 
grosser forms. Mr. Bryce tells us that Western newspapers 
devote a special column to the advertisements of astrologers and 
soothsayers, and assures us that this profession is as much rec- 
ognized in the California of today as in the Greece of Homer. 

It seems to me that I have met in America the nearest ap- 
proaches to my ideals of a Bayard sans peur et sans reproche; 
and it is in this same America that I have met flagrant examples 
of the being wittily described as sans pere et sans proche—utterly 
without the responsibility of background and entirely unacquainted 
with the obligations of noblesse. The superficial observer in the 
United States might conceivably imagine the characteristic na- 
tional trait to be self-sufficiency or vanity (this mistake has, I be- 
lieve, been made), and his opinion might be strengthened should 
he find, as I did, in an arithmetic published at Richmond during 
the late Civil War, such a modest example as the following: “If 
one Confederate soldier can whip seven Yankees, how many Con- 
federate soldiers will it take to whip forty-nine Yankees?” 
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America has been likened to a self-made man, hugging her con- 
ditions because she has made them, and considering them divine 
because they have grown up with the country. Another observer 
might quite as easily come to the conclusion that diffidence and 
self-distrust are the true American characteristics. Certainly 
Americans often show a saving consciousness of their faults, and 
lash themselves with biting satire. There are even Americans 
whose very attitude is an apology—wholly unnecessary—for the 
Great Republic, and who seem to despise any native product until 
it has received the hall mark of London or of Paris. In the new 
world that has produced the new book, of the exquisite delicacy 
and insight of which Mr. Henry James and Mr. Howells may be 
taken as typical exponents, it seems to me that there are more 
than the usual proportion of critics who prefer to it what Colonel 
Higginson has well called “the brutalities of Haggard and the 
garlic-flavours of Kipling.” While, perhaps, the characteristic 
charm of the American girl is her thorough-going individuality 
and the undaunted courage of her opinions, which leads her to 
say frankly, if she thinks so, that Martin Tupper is a greater 
poet than Shakespeare, yet I have, on the other hand, met a young 
American matron who confessed to me with bated breath that she 
and her sister, for the first time in their lives, had gone unescorted 
to a concert the night before last, and, mirabile dictu, no harm 
had come of it! It is in America that I have over and over 
again heard language to which the calling a spade a spade would 
seem the most delicate allusiveness; but it is also in America that 
I have summoned a blush to the cheek of conscious sixty-six by 
an incautious though innocent reference to the temperature of my 
morning tub. In that country I have seen the devotion of Sir 
Walter Raleigh to his queen rivalled again and again by the 
ordinary American man to the ordinary American woman (if 
there be an ordinary American woman), and in the same country 
I have myself been scoffed at and made game of because I opened 
the window of a railway carriage for a girl in whose delicate veins 
flowed a few drops of coloured blood. In Washington I met Miss . 
Susan B. Anthony and realized, to some extent at least, all she 
stands for. In Boston and other places I find there is actually 
an organized opposition on the part of the ladies themselves to 
the extension of the franchise to women. I have hailed with 
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delight the democratic spirit displayed in the greeting of my 
friend and myself by the porter of a hotel as “You fellows,” and 
then had the cup of pleasure dashed from my lips by being told 
by the same porter that “the other gentleman would attend to my 
baggage”! I have been parboiled with salamanders who seemed 
to find no inconvenience in a room temperature of eighty degrees, 
and have been nigh frozen to death in open air drives in which 
the same individuals seemed perfectly comfortable. Men appear 
at the theatre in orthodox evening dress, while the tall and exas- 
perating hats of the ladies who accompany them would seem to 
indicate a theory of street toilette. From New York to Buffalo 
I am whisked through the air at the rate of fifty or sixty miles 
an hour; in California I travelled on a train on which the engineer 
shot rabbits from the locomotive, and the fireman picked them up 
in time to jump on the baggage car at the rear end of the train. 
At Santa Barbara I visited an old mission church and convent 
which vied in quaint picturesqueness with anything in Europe; 
but, alas! the old monk who showed us round, though wearing 
the regulation gown and knotted cord, had replaced his sandals 
by elastic sided boots and covered his tonsure with a common 
chummy.* 

Few things in the United States are more pleasing than the 
widespread habits of kindness to animals (most American whips 
are, as far as punishment to the horse is concerned, a mere farce). 
Yet no American seems to have any scruple about adding an 
extra hundred weight or two to an already villainously overloaded 
horse-car; and I have seen a score of American ladies sit serenely 
watching the frantic straining of two poor animals to get a de- 
railed car on the track again, when I know that in “brutal” Old 
England every one of them would have been out on the sidewalk 
to lighten the load. 

In England that admirable body of men popularly known as 
Quakers are indissolubly associated in the public mind with a 
pristine simplicity of life and conversation. My amazement, 
therefore, may easily be imagined, when I found that an enter- 


* This may be paralleled in Europe: “The Franciscan monks of Bosnia 
wear long black robes, with rope, black ‘bowler’ hats, and long and heavy 
military mustachios (by special permission of the Pope).”—Daily 
Chronicle, Oct. 5, 1895.—[Muirhead’s note. | 
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tainment given by a young member of the Society of Friends in 
one of the great cities of the Eastern States turned out to be the 
most elaborate and beautiful private ball I ever attended, with 
about eight hundred guests dressed in the height of fashion, while 
the daily papers (if I remember rightly) estimated its expense 
as reaching a total of some thousands of pounds. Here the nat- 
ural expansive liberality of the American man proved stronger 
than the traditional limitations of a religious society. But the 
opposite art of cheese-paring is by no means unknown in the 
United States. Perhaps not even canny Scotland can parallel 
the record of certain districts in New England, which actually 
elected their parish paupers to the State Legislature to keep them 
off the rates. Let the opponents of paid members of the House 
of Commons take notice! 

Amid the little band of tourists in whose company I happened 
to enter the Yosemite Valley was a San Francisco youth with a 
delightful baritone voice, who entertained the guests in the hotel 
parlor at Wawona by a good-natured series of songs. No one 
in the room except myself seemed to find it in the least incon- 
gruous or funny that he sandwiched “Nearer, My God, to Thee” 
between “The man who broke the bank at Monte Carlo” and 
“Her golden hair was hanging down her back,” or that he jumped 
at once from the pathetic solemnity of “I know that my Redeemer 
liveth” to the jingle of “Little Annie Rooney.” The name 
Wawona reminds me how American weather plays its part in the 
game of contrasts. When we visited the Grove of Big Trees 
near Wawona on May 21, it was in the midst of a driving snow- 
storm, with the thermometer standing at 36 degrees Fahrenheit. 
Next day, as we drove into Raymond, less than forty miles to the 
West, the sun was beating down on our backs, and the ther- 
mometer marked 80 degrees in the shade. 

There is probably no country in the world where, at times, 
letters of introduction are more fully honoured than in the United 
States. The recipient does not content. himself with inviting 
you to call or even to dinner. He invites you to make his house - 
your home; he invites all his friends to meet you; he leaves his 
business to show you the lions of the town or to drive you about 
the country; he puts you up at his club; he sends you off pro- 
vided with letters to ten other men like himself, only more so. 
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On the other hand, there is probably no country in the world 
where a letter of introduction from a man quite entitled to give 
it could be wholly ignored as it sometimes is in the United States. 
The writer has had experience of both results. No more funda- 
mental contrast can well be imagined than that between the noisy, 
rough, crude, and callous street-life of some Western towns and 
the quiet, reticence, delicacy, spirituality, and refinement of many 
of the adjacent interiors. 

The table manners of the less educated American classes are 
hardly of the best, but where but in America will you find eleven 
hundred charity-school boys sit down daily to dinner, each with 
his own table napkin, as they do at Girard College, Philadelphia? 
And where except at that same institute will you find a man 
leaving millions for a charity, with the stipulation that no parson 
of any creed shall ever be allowed to enter its precincts? 

In concluding this chapter, let me say that its object, as indeed 
the object of this whole book, will have been achieved if it con- 
vinces a few Britons of the futility of generalizing on the complex 
organism of American society from inductions that would not 
justify an opinion about the habits of a piece of protoplasm.* 


*In the just-ended war with Spain, the United States did not fail to 
justify its character as the Land of Contrasts. From the wealthy and 
enlightened United States we should certainly have expected all that 
money and science could afford in the shape of superior weapons and 
efficiency of commissariat and medical service, while we could easily 
have pardoned a little unsteadiness in civilians suddenly turned into sol- 
diers. As a matter of fact, the poverty-stricken Spaniards had better 
rifles than the Americans; the Commissariat and Medical Departments 
are alleged to have broken down in the most disgraceful way; the citizen- 
soldiers behaved like veterans.—[Muirhead’s note.] 


THE DEMONSTRATIVE CITIZENS OF DOLLARDOM, 
1896 * 


By GrorcE WARRINGTON STEEVENS 


When G. W. Steevens died of enteric fever during the siege of Lady- 
smith, at the early age of thirty, England lost one of the most promising 
of her journalists. He was an Oxford graduate, who had been trained 
on the National Observer under Henley and the Pall Mali Gazette, and 
had joined the staff of the newly founded Daily Mail in 1806. The 
first of his many expeditions for this newspaper was to the United 
States, to report our feverish silver campaign of that year, a task 
which he executed with great gusto. In succession he then visited 
Greece, Germany, Egypt, and India; attended the trial of Dreyfus; and 
went out to Natal to cover the South African War. His articles fur- 
nished the materials for a half dozen books, of which “With Kitchener 
to Khartum” is the best-known; his “The Land of the Dollar” appeared 
in 1897. As its successive chapters show, he had a knack for seizing 
instantly upon the surface significance of any event or movement, and 
describing it in a vividly entertaining way. He travelled as far west 
as San Francisco and as far south as Wilmington, N. C. The following 
generalizations were composed on his return voyage. 


Burt the essential difference which new environment has grafted 
into the English stock strikes deeper than appearance and lan- 
guage. If I am asked to give it a name, it is hard to find one. 
The American is a highly electric Anglo-Saxon. His tempera- 
ment is of quicksilver. There is as much difference in vivacity 
and emotion between him and an Englishman as there is between 
an Englishman and an Italian. Yet curiously there is just as 
much difference between him and the Italian. His emotion is not 
the least like that of the Southern European. For behind the 
flash of his passion there shines always the steady light of dry, 
hard, practical reason. Shrewd yet excitable, hot-hearted and 


*From “The Land of the Dollar.” New York, 1898. Chapter 33. 
Copyright, 1898, by Dodd, Mead & Company; reprinted by permission. 
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cool-headed, he combines the northern and the southern tem- 
peraments, and yet is utterly distinct from either. He has de- 
veloped into a new sort of Anglo-Saxon, a new national character, 
a new race. 

The keynote of this character is its irresistible impulse to im- 
press all its sentiments externally by the crudest and most obvious 
medium. The Americans are the most demonstrative of all the 
peoples of the earth. Everything must be brought to the surface, 
embodied in a visible, palpable form. For a fact to make any 
effect on the American mind it must be put in a shape where it 
can be seen, heard, handled. If you want to impress your fellows 
you must do it not through their reasoning powers, but through 
the five senses of their bodies. 

I noticed it first in connection with their way of conducting 
an election. A hundred thousand men are going to vote for 
McKinley; that is nothing. Put your hundred thousand men 
down in Broadway, so that we can see them marching, hear them 
shouting; then we will begin to appreciate the fact. And the 
more you give us to see and hear in the way of banners and bands, 
the more we shall appreciate it. The demonstrative nature of 
the race, once discovered in this respect, soon appeared a master- 
key which would unlock most of the puzzles in the American. 
The most patriotic of men, his patriotism seems always to centre 
rather on his flag than on his country: he can see the flag, but 
he can’t see the country. Why does he cover his person with 
childish buttons and badges? Because you can see them, and 
you can’t see the sentiments in his mind. Why does he cling 
all his life to the title of some rank or office he held twenty years 
ago? You can hear the title pronounced, but you can’t see the 
history of his life. A man’s self is no good unless he can put a 
big legible label on it. Thus, again, they will not intrust their 
goods to anybody without receiving a check—something you can 
see and jingle in your pocket. They do not read Shakespeare, 
but would think it almost a sin to visit England without seeing 
Shakespeare’s house. In business they are the most unwearied 
and ingenious advertisers in the world. In dress they appear 
vain, out of just the same reverence for the concrete and indiffer- 
ence to the abstract. No nation in the world is in such bondage 
to fashion as democratic America. Her men and women, young 
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and old, wear boots that narrow to a sharp point, like skates, two 
inches beyond the toes; they tinker at their faces with complexion 
washes and nose-machines as zealously as some people in England 
tinker at their souls. But the extremest case I met of the appeal 
to the concrete was a lawsuit in which parents claimed damages 
for an assault on their child. A kick had brought on necrosis 
of the bone, and the necrosized bone was duly produced in court 
and handed round among the jury. That settled it. There was 
plenty of medical evidence as to the cause of death, but all this 
weighed as nothing to the sight and feel of the accusing bone. 

It is in this sense that the Americans may fairly be called the 
most materialistic people of the world. Materialistic in the sense 
of being avaricious, I do not think they are: they make money, 
as I have said, because they must make something, and there is 
nothing else to make. But materialistic, in the sense that they 
must have all their ideas put in material form, they unques- 
tionably are. 

Another characteristic which may perhaps be partly explained 
on the same theory is the American want of thoroughness. 
Whether in building a railway or in tilling a field, in enforcing 
a law or in keeping an appointment, they are less thorough than 
we. Everything is left, to the English mind, half-finished. Per- 
haps one reason is that a certain amount has been done; there is 
something to show; the instinct of display is gratified. Without 
waiting to perfect the details that make no show, the American 
turns to attain palpable and striking results elsewhere. This may 
not be the whole explanation. There is also the roving tempera- 
ment innate in the emigrant’s children. Still more to the point 
is the very wise and practical turn which forbids wasting further 
effort on what will serve its purpose as it is. This virtue they 
have most eminently: except for little foibles born of the desire 
for outward effect, they are most free from pedantry. If the 
American is less doggedly resolute and persevering than the Eng- 
lishman, he is proportionately more irresistible and ingenious in 
devising possible means to attain any impossible end. : 

To pass from the manufactory, and the farm, and the mine, into 
the home, it is believed by people in this country that the Amer- 
ican still preserves the private life of the Puritan, from whom, in 
some not unexaggerated measure, he descends. But there is a 
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good deal of misapprehension about this. As to the home, the 
Americans talk about it a great deal. A man never builds him- 
self a house: he builds himself a home. But you cannot call 
a people who will never be happy ten years in the same place, 
who build themselves houses with the view of shortly moving 
them bodily somewhere else, who often voluntarily live in public 
and comfortless hotels—you cannot call them home-loving in 
the English sense. As to Puritanism, people point to their irre- 
proachable novels. Yes, but look at their disreputable news- 
papers. They will refuse to call legs anything but limbs, yet they 
will readily produce generous pictures of those limbs in tights. 
There is no need to go into the evidence, but I am satisfied that 
in point of morality the Americans are neither more nor less puri- 
tanical than ourselves. And the facts that they are the hardiest 
of gamblers and the most ingenious of blasphemers, though far 
from utterly damning, are hardly evidence of direct spiritual 
descent from the Puritans. Still less is the more important fact 
that, while often hide-bound by convention, America is magnifi- 
cently free from intolerance. 

In one virtue these men furnish a shining example to all the 
world—in their devoted chivalry towards their women. They 
toil and slave, they kill themselves at forty, that their women 
may live in luxury and become socially and intellectually superior 
to themselves. They do it without even an idea that there is any 
self-sacrifice in it. Whether it is good for the women might be 
doubted, but it is unspeakably noble and honouring to the men. 
The age of chivalry is not gone; until America it never came. 

On the other side of the picture is the American attitude to 
children and to the old. With children they are merely fool- 
ishly indulgent, thus producing an undisciplined, conceited, and 
ignorant youth. No American is fit to talk to until he is thirty, 
and he retains all his life a want of discipline, an incapacity for 
ordered and corporate effort. The individual may be the fresher 
and stronger for it, but it is not productive of good government. 
With the old the accusation is graver; they are shouldered un- 
mercifully out of existence. It would be impossible in America to 
find a newspaper correspondence like one which appeared in the 
Daily Mail upon “reasonable correction” of wives. But I found 
in New York a correspondence upon the open question whether 
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the old have any right to respect. Many of the public thought, 
quite seriously, they had no right even to existence. Why, 
it was asked, should those who had spent their lives in self-in- 
dulgence (that is, who had not saved money) presume to stand 
in the way of the self-denying (or money-making)? Away with 
them! Now that would be impossible in England. 

One explanation is that virtually there are no old in America 
at all. The strenuous fever of life kills the American at fifty 
or so. An American woman is old at thirty. And certainly the 
climate helps. It is not yet certain that North America is not 
the deadliest white man’s grave in the world. For the old families 
die out; the native-born population at the last census had not 
increased, but had heavily decreased. Maybe the climate is a 
man-killing one; the French-Canadians breed prodigiously, but 
it appears from remains that the country never carried a popula- 
tion comparable to many areas of the Old World. Partly it may 
be that the nervous unrest of life in the States is antagonistic to 
the begetting of children; partly it is the deliberate refusal of 
pampered women to assume the responsibilities of motherhood. 
Both these dangers are real ones. From whatever cause, the old 
element, the English element, the natural leaders of the country, 
are dying out, and the vacancies are filled by contributions from 
every nation of the earth. Will they blend? Will these tribu- 
taries of new blood turn the stream of national character into 
another channel? It is too early to say. 


THIRTY YEARS’ DEVELOPMENT IN AMERICAN LIFE, 
1905 * 


By James BRYCE 


James Bryce is universally regarded in America as the foremost 
expositor and critic of American institutions, manners, and traits. He 
was born in May, 1838, in Belfast, and was educated at the University 
of Glasgow, Oxford, and Heidelberg. Admitted to the bar in 1867, 
he practised law until 1882. However, while still in his twenties, in 
1862, he had attracted the attention of Americans as well as English- 
men, and had established his position as an historian, by publishing his 
work on “The Holy Roman Empire.” In 1870 he became regius pro- 
fessor of civil law at Oxford, and held the office until 1893. 

Bryce entered public life as a member of Parliament in 1880, and 
soon became recognized as one of the heads of the Liberal Party. Be- 
tween 1886 and 1894, he successively held the offices of Under-secretary 
of State for Foreign Affairs, Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster, 
and President of the Board of Trade. He sat continuously for Aber- 
deen in Parliament from 1885 to 1906, and in 1905-06 he was Chief Sec- 
retary for Ireland, in Campbell-Bannerman’s Cabinet. His career in 
British politics ended with his appointment as ambassador to the United 
States in February, 1907, a post which he held until 1913. It is safe to 
say that no envoy from Great Britain or any other nation has ever been 
trusted or admired so much by the American people as was Bryce. To 
Americans he never seemed an alien, even after he received his title. 

His great work “The American Commonwealth” was published by 
Bryce in 1888, and in revised form in 1910. The fruit of repeated 
sojourns in this country, of wide reading on American history and in- 
stitutions, and of correspondence with many prominent Americans on 
the subjects discussed, it was at once perceived to be the most thorough 
study of the United States yet attemped. Its position as a classic has 
never been questioned. Bryce wrote many other works of note, includ- 
ing impressions of South America and South Africa, essays in history, 
jurisprudence, and contemporary biography, and a careful inquiry into 
the workings of democratic government in various parts of the world. 
His principal recreations were travel and mountain-climbing, and his 
volume on “Transcaucasia and Ararat” records his most notable feat in 


* From the essay, “America Revisited—Changes of a Quarter Century,” 
in the Outlook, March 25, 1905. Copyrighted, 1905, by the Outlook; 
reprinted by permission. 
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the latter exercise. For several years he was president of the Alpine 
Club. He died in 1922. 


Business and Industry 


Tuat which most strikes the visitor to America today is its 
prodigious material development. Industrial growth, swift thirty 
or forty years ago, advances more swiftly now. The rural dis- 
tricts are being studded with villages, the villages are growing 
into cities, the cities are stretching out long arms of suburbs 
which follow the lines of road and railway in every direction. 
The increase of wealth, even more remarkable than the increase 
of population, impresses a European more deeply than ever before 
because the contrast with Europe is greater. In America every 
class seems rich compared with the corresponding class in the 
Old World. The huge fortunes, the fortunes of those whose in- 
come reaches or exceeds a million dollars a year, are of course 
far more numerous than in any other country. But the absence 
of pauperism is still more remarkable. In 1870 I carefully exam- 
ined the poor law system of two great Eastern cities and found 
that, although there were very few persons needy or receiving 
support at the public expense, the number was expected to grow 
steadily and quickly as the cities grew. Today I am told that in 
these cities pauperism, though of course absolutely larger, in- 
creases more slowly than population. 

Life has for a long time been more comfortable and easy for 
the workingman and the clerk or shopman, as compared with 
life for the like class in Europe. But for the classes standing 
next above the labourers in point of income life was in 1870 in 
general plain and simple, simpler than the life led by the richer 
class in England or France. Luxury was then confined to a very 
few. Simplicity is not so common today. The incomes of those 
who correspond to the so-called “upper middle class” of Europe 
are much larger than such persons enjoy in Europe, and they 
live on a more lavish scale. 

The “easier life,” however, does not mean that life is taken 
easily. It consists in having and spending more money, not in 
doing less work. On the contrary, the stress and rush of life 
seems greater today in America than it ever was before. Every- 
body, from the workman to the millionaire, has a larger head of 
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steam on than his father had. Whether it be true, as many say, 
that the vital powers are sooner exhausted, I do not know. It 
would not be strange if this were so. Time is more precious. 
More pains are taken to save it. More work is squeezed into the 
hour and the day. 

In this age, more than in any preceding, wealth means power, 
offensive power in war as well as financial power in peace. It 
is an old and favorite commonplace of political moralists that 
the rich nations, dwelling in fertile plains and enervated by luxury, 
became the victims of the poor nations who, inhabiting barren 
mountains, were harder and fiercer in fight. It is not so now. 
Naval war is, above all things, an affair of scientific apparatus, 
of ironclads, of torpedoes, of guns with long range and quick fire. 
Land war depends on the best artillery, the best rifles and ammuni- 
tion, the best commissariat. War is an affair of science, and 
science is costly. All the great nations can produce good fighting 
men, and all may happen to have a good general. But some have 
far greater pecuniary resources than others. None has resources 
comparable to those of the United States. The Republic is as 
wealthy as any two of the greatest European nations, and is 
capable, if she chooses, of quickly calling into being a vast fleet 
and a vast army. Her wealth and power has in it something 
almost alarming. 

With this extraordinary material development it is natural that, 
in the United States, business, that is to say industry, commerce, 
and finance, should have more and more come to overshadow and 
dwarf all other interests, all other occupations. Every European 
who visited the country since the beginning of last century 
seems to have been struck by this fact. It is more striking now 
than it was thirty-five years ago. But the contrast with Europe 
is not greater now than it was then. Rather it is less, for in this 
respect England Germany have been following in America’s foot- 
steps. In them, too, business interests hold a far more conspicu- 
ous place than formerly. The landowners, the professional man, 
the man of letters, are in those countries relatively less important 
than they were; the financier and manufacturer more important. 
Business is king. In American society, as I have said, this 
feature is an old one. But one illustration of it struck me as 
new. Lawyers are now to a greater extent than formerly business 
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men, a part of the great organized system of industrial and 
financial enterprise. They are less than formerly the students of 
a particular kind of learning, the practitioners of a particular art. 
And they do not seem to be quite so much of a distinct pro- 
fessional class. Some one seventy years ago called them the 
aristocracy of the United States, meaning that they led public 
opinion in the same way as the aristocracy of England led opinion 
there. They still comprise a large part of the finest intellect of 
the nation. But one is told that they do not take so keen an 
interest in the purely legal and constitutional questions as they 
did in the days of Story and Webster, or even in those of William 
M. Evarts and Charles O’Conor. Business is king. 

Commerce and industry themselves have developed new fea- 
tures. Twenty-two years ago there were no Trusts; and trade 
unions, though they existed, were much less powerful, much less 
pervasive, much less thoroughly organized than they were in 
England. Even then, however, corporations had covered a larger 
proportion of the whole field of industry and commerce in America 
than in Europe, and their structure was more flexible and more 
efficient. Today this is still more the case; while as for Trusts, 
they have become one of the most salient phenomena of the 
country. They fix the attention, they excite the alarm, of econo- 
mists and politicians as well as of traders in the Old World, while 
they exercise and baffle the ingenuity of American legislators. 
Working men follow, though hitherto with unequal steps, the 
efforts at combination which the lords of production and distri- 
bution have been making. The consumer stands by, if not with 
folded hands, yet so far with no clear view of the steps which 
he may take for his own protection. Perhaps his prosperity— 
for he is prosperous—helps him to be acquiescent. The example 
of the United States, the land in which individualism has been 
most conspicuously vigorous, may seem to suggest that the world 
is passing out of the stage of individualism and returning to that 
earlier stage in which groups of men formed the units of society. 
The bond of association was, in those early days, kinship, real - 
or supposed, and a servile or quasi-servile dependence of the 
weak upon the strong. Now it is the power of wealth which 
enables the few to combine so as to gain command of the sources 
of wealth; and the stronger the employers become and the less 
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they have a personal tie (such as employers once had) with the 
workmen, so much the more do the workmen feel compelled to 
try how they can advance their material interests by the use of 
similar methods. In both cases there is a loss of that individual 
liberty which the last generation was taught to expect from the 
progress of civilization. Power becomes concentrated in a few 
hands, be they those of the men who control the Trusts or those 
of the men who lead the Unions. Is it a paradox to observe that 
it is because the Americans have been the most individualistic 
of peoples that they are now the people among whom the art of 
combination has reached its maximum? The amazing keenness 
and energy which were stimulated by the commercial conditions 
of the country have evoked and have ripened a brilliant talent 
for organization. This talent has applied new methods to pro- 
duction and to distribution, and has enabled wealth, gathered 
into a small number of hands, to dominate even the enormous 
market of America. 

The growth of manufactures might have been predicted half 
a century ago, for even then it was known that there were vast 
deposits of coal and iron, that the American people were highly 
inventive, and that the increase of population would create a 
prodigious demand for goods. One result, however, of the exten- 
sion of manufactures may not have been so fully foreseen. I 
mean the change in the character of the occupations and dwelling- 
places of the people. They are ceasing to be a folk of country 
dwellers. It is not only that the greater cities extend themselves 
with amazing speed, and that many of the mineral areas are be- 
coming so covered with villages as to differ little from cities. 
There is a general disposition to migrate from rural districts to 
centres of population, where a brisker life and more amusements 
can be enjoyed. The change is all the more remarkable because 
agriculture continues to be prosperous. It has been accelerated 
by those applications of machinery to agricultural work which 
enable a farm to be worked by a smaller staff than was formerly 
needed. Wherever one travels in the Eastern and Northern States 
one sees new towns rising along the lines of the railroad, and the 
older towns spreading out. The eye as well as the census table 
tells one that the people are becoming a people subject to city 
influences. Already, though the population which lies outside 
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towns with less than eight thousand inhabitants is numerically 
larger (almost two-thirds), still it is urban ways and habits, 
urban opinion, urban tendencies, that are beginning to prevail in 
the United States. This process goes on steadily. It will go on 
all the faster because the good land of the Northwest has now— 
so one is told—been practically all taken up, while even the irri- 
gation of the dry lands of the south central West cannot redress 
the balance by providing a new rural population to set against the 
increase of the cities. This is one of the new facts which strikes 
a visitor, and especially an Englishman. Thirty-five years ago 
England was already a country of city-dwellers, and the United 
States seemed by contrast a country of agriculturalists. Before 
long the United States will be like England, and, one may almost 
add, like Germany also, a land in which the urban type of mind 
and life will preponderate. The change may be regrettable. 
Jefferson would have regretted it. But it is unavoidable. It will 
tend to increase that nervous strain, that sense of tension, which 
Americans are already doomed to show as compared with the 
more sluggish races of Europe. There will be less repose than 
ever in life. Health may not suffer, nor the death rate increase, 
for cities can now be made to show as low a mortality as most 
country places. In London we have brought down the rate since 
1870 from 23 to 17 per thousand. Yet the physical strength 
of the average man may not be quite the same; and his mental 
constitution will almost certainly be different. It may not be 
inferior—indeed it may be more alert and versatile. But it will 
be different. f 


Intellectual and Social Changes 


All the changes I have been enumerating tend to make men 
occupy themselves more than ever with their work and with mate- 
rial interests in general. It is true that they have more money, 
and some of them more leisure. Hours of labour are shortening, 
as they have shortened, and more generally, in Australia. But . 
as labour is more intense while it lasts, leisure is necessarily given 
chiefly to amusement. Such conditions may seem unfavourable to 
intellectual progress, But here comes in another remarkable 
change, which casts a new light upon the landscape and funda- 
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mentally affects our estimate of the prospect that lies before the 
Nation. 

There has been within these last thirty-five years a development 
of the higher education in the United States perhaps without a 
parallel in the world. Previously the Eastern States had but a 
very few universities whose best teachers were on a level with the 
teachers in the universities of western Europe. There were a 
great many institutions bearing the name of universities over the 
Northern and Middle States and the West, and a smaller number 
in the South, but they gave an instruction which, though in some 
places (and especially in New England) it was sound and thor- 
ough as far as it went, was really the instruction rather of a 
secondary school than of a university in the proper sense. In 
the West and South the teaching, often ambitious when it figured 
in the program, was apt to be superficial and flimsy, giving the 
appearance without the solid reality of knowledge. The scientific 
side was generally even weaker than the literary. These univer- 
sities and colleges had their value, for their very existence was 
a recognition of the need for an education above that which the 
school is intended to supply. I ventured even then to hazard 
the opinion that the reformers who wished to extinguish the bulk 
of them or to turn them into schools, reserving the degree-granting 
power to a selected few only, were mistaken, because improvement 
and development might be expected. But I did not expect that 
the development would come so fast and go so far. No doubt 
there are still a great many whose standard of teaching and exami- 
nation is that of a school, not of a true university. But there 
are also many which have risen to the European level, and many 
others which are moving rapidly towards it. Roughly speak- 
ing—for it is impossible to speak with exactness—America now 
has not less than fifteen or perhaps even twenty seats of learning 
fit to be ranked beside the universities of Germany, France, and 
England as respects the completeness of the instruction which 
they provide and the thoroughness at which they aim. Only a 
few have a professorial staff containing names equal to those 
which adorn the faculties of Berlin and Leipzig and Vienna, of 
Oxford, Cambridge, Edinburgh, and Glasgow. Men of brilliant 
gifts are scarce in all countries, and in America there has hardly 
been time to produce a supply equal to the immense demand for 
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the highest instruction which has lately shown itself. It is the 
advance in the standard aimed at, and in the efforts to attain that 
standard, that is so remarkable. Even more noticeable is the am- 
plitude of the provision now made for the study of the natural 
sciences, and of those arts in which science is applied to practical 
ends. In this respect the United States has gone ahead of Great 
Britain, aided no doubt by the greater pecuniary resources which 
not a few of her universities possess, and which they owe to the 
wise liberality of private benefactors. In England nothing is so 
hard as to get money from private persons for any educational 
purpose. Mr. Carnegie’s splendid gift to the universities of Scot- 
land stands almost alone. In America nothing is so easy. There 
is, indeed, no better indication of the prosperity of the country 
and of its intelligence than the annual record of the endowments 
bestowed on the universities by successful business men, some of 
whom have never themselves had more than a common school 
education. Only in one respect does that poverty which Europe 
has long associated with learning reappear in America. The 
salaries of presidents and professors remain low as compared with 
the average income of persons in the same rank, and as compared 
with the cost of living. That so many men of an energy and 
ability sufficient to win success and wealth in a business career 
do nevertheless devote themselves to a career of teaching and 
research is a remarkable evidence of the intellectual zeal which 
pervades the people.* 

The improvement in the range and quality of university teach- 
ing is a change scarcely more remarkable than the increased afflux 
of students. It seems (for I have not worked the matter out in 
figures, as I am giving impressions and not statistics) to have 
grown much faster than population has grown, and to betoken 
an increased desire among parents and young men to obtain a 
complete intellectual equipment for life. The number of under- 
graduates at Harvard is much larger than is the number who 
resort to Oxford; the number at Yale is larger than the number 
at Cambridge (England). Five leading universities of the East- 
ern States—Harvard, Yale, Columbia, Princeton, Pennsylvania— 


* Many subjects are taught to large classes at the best Eastern 
universities for the study of which hardly any students can be secured 
in England—[Bryce’s note.] 
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count as many students as do all the universities of England 
(omitting in both cases those who attend evening classes only), 
although there are twice as many universities in England now as 
there were forty years ago, and although the English students 
have much more than doubled in number. And whereas in Eng- 
land the vast majority go to prepare themselves for some pro- 
fession—law, journalism, medicine, engineering, or the ministry 
of the Established Church—there is in America a considerable 
proportion (in one institution I heard it reckoned at a third or 
more) who intend to choose a business career, such as manufac- 
turing, or banking, or commerce, or railroading. In England 
nearly every youth belonging to the middle and upper class who 
takes to business goes into a commercial office or workshop not 
later than seventeen. In the United States, if he graduates at a 
university, he continues his liberal education till he is twenty-one 
or twenty-two. This practical people do not deem these three 
years lost time. They believe that the young man is all the more 
likely to succeed in business if he goes into it with a mind widely 
and thoroughly trained. To say that the proportion of college 
graduates to the whole population is larger in America than in any 
European country would not mean much, because graduation 
from a good many of the colleges means very little. But if we 
take only those colleges which approach or equal the West Euro- 
pean standard, I think the proportion will be as high as it is in 
Germany or Switzerland or Scotland and higher than it is in 
England. 

This feature of recent American development has an important 
bearing on the national life. It is a counterpoise to the passion, 
growing always more intense, for material progress, to the eager- 
ness to seize every chance, to save every moment, to get the most 
out of every enterprise... . It adds to the number of those who 
may find some occasion in their business life for turning a knowl- 
edge of natural science to practical account, and so benefiting the 
country as well as themselves. Nor is its social influence to be 
overlooked. One is frequently impressed in America by the attach- 
ment of the graduates to the place of their education, by their 
interest in its fortunes, by their willingness to respond when it 
asks them for money. In the great cities there are always Uni- 
versity clubs, and in some cities these clubs have become centres 
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for social and political action for good public ends. Not infre- 
quently they take the lead in municipal reform movements. 
When I pass from the places set apart for the cultivation of 
letters and learning to the general state of letters and learning 
in the community, it is much more difficult to formulate any 
positive impressions. One feels a change in the spirit of the 
books produced, and a change in the taste of the reading public, 
but one cannot say exactly in what the alteration consists, nor 
how it has come, nor whether it will last. Having no sufficient 
materials for a theory on the subject, I can venture only on a few 
scattered remarks, Literary criticism, formerly at a low ebb, 
seems to have sensibly improved, whereas in England many people 
doubt if it is as acute, as judicious, and as delicate as it was in 
the sixties. The love of poetry and the love of art are more 
widely diffused in America than ever before; one finds, for 
instance, a far greater number of good pictures in private houses 
than could have been seen thirty years ago, and the building 
up of public art galleries has occupied much of the thought 
and skill of leading citizens as well as required the expenditure 
of vast sums. Great ardour is shown in the investigation of dry 
subjects, such as questions of local history. The interest taken 
in constitutional topics and economic questions, indeed in every- 
thing that belongs to the sphere of political science, is as great 
as it is in Germany or France, and greater than in Britain. This 
interest is, indeed, confined to one class, which chiefly consists of 
university teachers, but it is a new and noteworthy phenomenon. 
Few people thought or wrote on these matters thirty years ago. 
On the other hand, it is said, and that by some who have the 
best special opportunities for knowing, that serious books, i.e., 
books other than fiction and the lighter form of belles lettres, find 
no larger sale now, when readers are more numerous and richer, 
than they did in the seventies. No one can fail to observe the 
increasing number and popularity of the magazines, and it seems 
likely that they are now more read, in proportion to books, than 
they used to be. The same thing is happening in England. It is 
a natural consequence of the low prices at which, owing to the 
vast market, magazines containing good matter and abundant 
illustrations can be sold. It may also be due to that sense of 
hurry which makes the ordinary American little disposed to sit 
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down to work his way through a book. Both these factors are 
more potent in the United States than they were ever before, or 
than they are in Europe. 

If in America as well as in England the growth of population 
has not been accompanied by a growing demand for books (other 
than fiction) let us remember and allow for the results of another 
change which has passed upon both countries. It is a change 
which is all the more noticeable in America because it is there 
quite recent. It is the passion for looking on at and reading about 
athletic sports. The love of playing and watching games which 
require strength and skill is as old as mankind, and needs no 
explanation. So the desire not to play but to look on at chariot 
races and gladiatorial combats was a passion among the peopie 
of Rome for many centuries. The circus factions at Constanti- 
nople have their place in history, and a bad place it is. But this 
taste is in America a thing almost of yesterday. It has now 
grown to vast proportions. It occupies the minds not only of the 
youth at the universities, but also of their parents and of the 
general public. Baseball matches and football matches excite an 
interest greater than any other public events except the Presi- 
dential election, and that comes only once in four years. The 
curse of betting which dogs football as well as horseracing in 
England seems to be less prevalent in America; nor do the cities 
support professional football clubs like those which exist in the 
towns of northern England and even of Scotland. But the interest 
in one of the great contests, such as those which draw 40,000 
spectators to the great “Stadium” recently erected at Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, appears to pervade nearly all classes much more 
than does any “sporting event” in Great Britain. The American 
love of excitement and love of competition has seized upon these 
games, but the fashion, like that of playing golf and that of 
playing bridge, seems to have come from England. It is a curious 
instance of the more intimate social relations between the two 
countries that speak the same language that fashions of this kind 
pass so quickly from the one to the other, and do not pass from 
either to Continental Europe. There has been no development 
of the devotion to athletic sports in Germany or in France coin- 
cident with that which is so marked a feature of modern England 
and so novel a feature in America. 
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No subject fixes the attention of social philosophers in Europe 
who seek for light from the New World more than does the prob- 
lem of divorce. The States of the Union have tried many experi- 
ments, and some rash experiments, in this field. The results, 
momentous for America, may be instructive for the rest of man- 
kind, and are being watched with curiosity by European sociol- 
ogists. Mr. Gladstone was so profoundly interested in the matter 
that whenever conversation turned upon the United States he 
began to inquire about the divorce laws and their working. Such 
information as I could gather does not enable me to say whether 
the position is substantially different from what it was twenty 
years ago, when the legislation which so many observers regret 
had, in most States, come into operation. There does, however, 
seem to be a growing reaction against the laxity of procedure 
in divorce suits, as well as against the freedom granted by the 
States which have gone farthest; and though little is heard of the 
proposal that Congress should receive power to pass a general 
divorce law for the whole country, the suggestion that efforts 
should be made to induce the States to introduce greater uni- 
formity, and to make the procedure for obtaining divorce less 
liable to abuse, finds increasing favour. It is encouraging to note 
a stronger sense, among thinking men, of the evils which laxity 
tends to produce. 

Serious as these evils are, the general moral standard of the 
United States still appears to me, as it did twenty years ago, to 
be, on the whole, higher than that of western Europe. (The dif- 
ferences between France, Germany, and England are not so great 
as is commonly supposed.) Even in the wealthiest class, where 
luxury weakens the sense of duty, and lays men and women most 
open to temptation, there are apparently fewer scandals than the 
same class shows elsewhere. Nor is the morality of any country 
to be measured by the number of divorces. Its condition may 
be really worse if people cynically abstain from obtaining divorces 
where there are grounds for obtaining them. Although there is 
more wealth in America than in England, luxury is less diffused, 
and that idle and self-indulgent class which sets a bad example 
to other classes is relatively smaller. 

Among minor changes which the traveller notes, he must not 
forget the growth of what may be called zsthetic sentiment. The 
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desire to have beauty around one, to adorn the house within and 
the grounds without, if not new, has developed apace since 1870. 
In one respect it is much more active in the United States than 
in most parts of Europe. We have in England, so far as I know, 
none of those Village Improvement Societies which have arisen 
in some of the Northern States, and especially in New England. 
Neither has any English city surrounded itself with such a superb 
ring of parks and open spaces, some hilly and rocky, some covered 
with wood, some studded with lakes, as Boston now possesses. 
America used to be pointed at by European censors as a country 
where utility was everything and beauty nothing. No one could 
make such a reproach now. One melancholy exception may, how- 
ever, be referred to. Niagara has lost much of the charm that 
surrounded it in 1870. Hideous buildings line the banks of the 
rivers below the falls, almost as far down as the railway bridge. 
The air is full of smoke. Goat Island has, indeed, been preserved; 
the Canadians have laid out a park just below the Horseshoe Fall; 
and the volume of the green flood that rushes over the precipice 
has not been visibly diminished by all that is now abstracted to 
work the great turbines. But the wildness of nature and the clear 
purity of the sky have departed. It is a loss to the whole world, 
for the world has no other Niagara. 

The sentiment which seeks to adorn cities and improve the 
amenity of villages is near of kin to the sentiment which cherishes 
the scenes of historical events and the places associated with emi- 
nent men. Here, too, one feels in the United States the breath 
of a new spirit. Reverence for the past and a desire to maintain 
every sort of connection with it has now become a strong and 
growing force among educated people. A slight but significant 
illustration of the changed attitude may be found in the dis- 
position to expect university and (in some places) judicial officials 
to wear on formal occasions an official dress. Thirty years ago 
no such dress was worn by any functionary in the United States 
except the judges of the Supreme Court sitting at Washington. 

I must pass over many other points in which new facts, dis- 
closing new tendencies, present themselves to the observer’s eye. 
One among them is the attitude of the churches towards one 
another, and the wider channels in which religious opinion now 
flows. Another is the position of women, with the remarkable 
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growth of women’s clubs and societies. People who seemed to be 
impartial told me that this had not brought women any more 
into politics, as a similar change has done in England. They said, 
indeed, that the woman suffrage movement, which at one time 
seemed to be rapidly advancing, had of late years experienced a 
check. But I am far from trying to reckon up all or even most 
of the changes of thirty-five years... . 

Perhaps I have been overbold in venturing, after a brief visit, 
to record so many impressions, hastily formed, upon large ques- 
tions. But I am encouraged by the kindness wherewith the com- 
ments on American affairs which I made sixteen years ago have 
been received. And it is hard to resist the temptation to express 
one’s admiration for the richness and variety of the forms in which 
civilization has developed itself in America, for the inexhaustible 
inventiveness and tireless energy of the people, for the growing 
passion for knowledge, the growing desire to diffuse happiness and 
enlightenment through every part of the community. 


GOOD-BYE, AMERICA! * 
By Henry W. NEVINSON 


No living journalist has had a career more active and cosmopolitan 
than that of Henry W. Nevinson, and few newspapermen in England 
have contributed more towards the guidance of liberal opinion. Edu- 
cated at Shrewsbury School and Oxford, Nevinson obtained his first 
experience as a war correspondent in the Greco-Turkish conflict of 
1897, writing for the London Daily Chronicle. He was in Spain during 
the Spanish-American War; in South Africa throughout the Boer War; 
in Russia during the revolutionary uprising of 1905; and was in the 
Balkans at the time of the fighting of 1911-13. Meanwhile, he had 
found time to visit Central Africa in 1904-05, and to expose the Por- 
tuguese slave trade in Angola and elsewhere. When the London Nation 
was founded in 1906 by Mr. H. W. Massingham he was placed on its 
staff, and remained connected with it until its change of direction in 
1923. He was also at different times leader-writer for the Daily 
Chronicle (1897-1903), and for the Daily News (1908-09). The World 
War saw him active in many different fields. When it broke out he was 
in Berlin; later he was found in Northern France, where he helped 
organize the Friends’ Ambulance Unit between Dunkirk and Ypres; 
he was a correspondent for the Manchester Guardian in the attack on 
the Dardanelles, where he was wounded; and he went as a correspondent 
to Salonika and Egypt as soon as he recovered. Among his books are 
not only volumes on his experiences in various wars, and discussions 
of current political questions, but several essays in fiction. The following 
paper was contributed to the London Nation as the author arrived home 
from a visit to the Washington Peace Conference. 


In mist and driving snow the towers of New York fade from 
view. The great ship slides down the river. Already the dark, 
broad seas gloom before her. Good-bye, most beautiful of modern 
cities! Good-bye to glimmering spires and lighted bastions, 
dreamlike as the castles and cathedrals of a romantic vision! 
Good-bye to thin films of white steam that issue from central 
furnaces and flit in dissolving wreaths around those precipitous 


* From the London Nation and Atheneum; republished in book form 
by B. W. Huebsch, New York, 1922. By kind permission of Mr. Nevin- 
son and Mr. Huebsch. 
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heights! Good-bye to heaven-piled offices, so clean, so warm, 
where lovely stenographers, with silk stockings and powered faces, 
sit leisurely at work or converse in charming ease! Good-bye, 
New York! I am going home. I am going to an ancient city of 
mean and mouldering streets, of ignoble coverts for mankind, 
extended monotonously over many miles; of grimy smoke cling- 
ing closer than a blanket; of smudgy typists who know little of 
silk or powder, and less of leisure and charming ease. Good-bye, 
New York! I am going home. 

Good-bye to beautiful “apartments” and “homes.” Good-bye 
to windows looking far over the city as from a mountain-peak! 
Good-bye to central heating and radiators, fit symbols of the 
hearts they warm! Good-bye to frequent and well-appointed 
bathrooms, glory of the plumber’s art! Good-bye to suburban 
gardens running into each other without hedge or fence to sepa- 
rate friend from friend or enemy from enemy! Good-bye to 
shady verandas where rocking-chairs stand ranged in rows, ready 
for reading the voluminous Sunday papers and the Saturday 
Evening Post! Good-bye, America! I am going home. I am 
going to a land where every man’s house is his prison—a land of 
open fires and chilly rooms and frozen waterpipes, of washing 
stands and slop pails, and one bath per household at the most; 
a land of fences and hedges and walls, where people sit aloof and 
see no reason to make themselves seasick by rocking upon shore. 
Good-bye, America! I am going home. 

Good-bye to the copious meals—early grapefruit, the “‘cereals,”’ 
eggs broken in a glass! Good-bye to oysters, latge and small, 
to celery and olives beside the soup, to “sea food,” to sublimated 
viands, to bleeding duck, to the salad course, to the “individual 
pie” or the thick wedge of apple pie, to the invariable slab of 
ice cream, to the coffee, also bland with cream; to the home- 
brewed alcohol! I am going to the land of joints and roots and 
solid pudding; the land of ham and eggs and violent tea; the 
land where oysters are good for suicides alone, and where mus- 
tard grows and whiskey flows. Good-bye, America! I am going . 
home. 

Good-bye to the long stream of motors—“limousines” or 
“flivvers”! Good-bye to the signal lights upon Fifth Avenue, 
gold, crimson, and green; the sudden halt when the green light 
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shines, as though at the magic word an enchanted princess had 
fallen asleep; the hurried rush for the leisurely lunch at noon; 
the deliberate appearance of hustle and bustle in business; the 
Jews, innumerable as the Red Sea sand! Good-bye to outside 
staircases for escape from fire. Good-bye to scrappy suburbs 
littered with rubbish of old boards, empty cans, and boots! Good- 
bye to standardized villages and small towns, alike in litter, in 
ropes of electric wires along the streets, in clanking “trolleys,” in 
chapels, stores, railway stations, Main Streets, and isolated houses 
flung at random over the country! Good-bye to miles of adver- 
tisement imploring me in ten-foot letters to eat somebody’s cod- 
fish (“No Bones!”) or smoke somebody’s cigarettes (“They 
Satisfy”), or sleep with innocence in the “Faultless Nightgown”! 
Good-bye to long trains where one smokes in a lavatory, and 
sleeps at night upon a shelf screened with heavy green curtains 
and heated with stifling air, while over your head or under your 
back the baby yells, and the mother tosses moaning, until at last 
you reach your “stopping-off place,” and a semi-negro sweeps 
you down with a little broom, as in a supreme rite of worship! 
Good-bye to the house that is labelled “One Hundred Years Old,” 
for the amazement of mortality! Good-bye to thin woods and 
fields inclosed with casual pales, old hoops and lengths of wire! 
I am going to the land of a policeman’s finger, where the horse 
and the bicycle still drag out a lingering life; a land of old villages 
and towns as little like each other as one woman is like the next; 
a land where trains are short, and one seldom sleeps in them, for 
in any direction within a day they will reach a sea; a land of 
vast and ancient trees, of houses time-honoured three centuries 
ago, of cathedrals that have been growing for a thousand years, 
and of village churches built while people believed in God, Good- 
bye, America! I am going home. 

Good-bye to the land of a new language in growth, of split 
infinitives and cross-bred words; the land where a dinner-jacket 
is a “Tuxedo,” a spittoon a “cuspidor”; where your opinion 
is called your “reaction,” and where “vamp,” instead of meaning 
an improvised accompaniment to song, means a dangerous female! 
Good-bye to the land where grotesque exaggeration is called 
humour, and people gape in bewilderment at irony, as a bullock 
gazes at a dog straying in his field! Good-bye to the land where 
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strangers say “Glad to meet you, sir,” and really seem glad; 
where children whine their little desires, and never grow much 
older; where men keep their trousers up with belts that run 
through loops, and women have to bathe in stockings! I am 
going to a land of ancient speech where we still say “record” and 
“concord” for “recud” and “concud,” where “necessarily” and 
“extraordinarily” must be taken at one rush—a hedge-ditch-and- 
rail in the hunting-field; where we do not “commute” or “check” 
or “page,” but “take a season” and “register” and “send a boy 
round”; where we never say we are glad to meet a stranger, and 
seldom are; where humour is understatement and irony is our 
habitual resource in danger or distress; where children are told 
they are meant to be seen and not heard; where it is “bad form” 
to express emotions, and suspenders are a strictly feminine article 
of attire. Good-bye, America! I am going home. 

Good-bye to the multitudinous papers, indefinite of opinion, 
crammed with insignificant news, and asking you to continue a 
first-page article on page 23, column 5! Good-bye to the weary 
platitude, accepted as wisdom’s latest revelation! Good-bye to 
the docile audiences that lap rhetoric for substance! Good-bye 
to politicians contending for aims more practical than principles! 
Good-bye to Republicans and Democrats, distinguishable only 
by mutual hatred! Good-bye to the land where Liberals are 
thought dangerous and Radicals show red! Where Mr. Gompers 
is called a Socialist, and Mr. Asquith would seem advanced! A 
land too large for concentrated indignation; a land where wealth 
beyond the dreams of British profiteers dwells, dresses, gorges, 
and luxuriates, emulated and unashamed! I am going to a land 
of politics violently divergent; a land where even coalitions cannot 
coalesce; where meetings break up in a turbulent disorder, and 
no platitude avails to soothe the savage beast; a land fierce for 
personal freedom and indignant with rage for justice; a land 
where wealth is taxed out of sight, or for very shame strives to 
disguise its luxury; a land where an ancient order is passing away 
and leaders whom you call extreme are hailed by Lord Chan- 
cellors as the very fortifications of security. Good-bye America! 
I am going home. 

Good-bye to prose chopped up to look like verse! Good-bye to 
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the indiscriminate appetite which gulps lectures as opiates and 
“printed matter” as literature! Good-bye to the wizards and 
witches who ask to psychoanalyze my complexes, inhibitions, and 
silly dreams! Good-bye to the exuberant religious or fantastic 
beliefs by which unsatisfied mankind still strives desperately to 
penetrate beyond the flaming bulwarks of the world! Good-bye, 
Americans! I am going to a land very much like yours. I am 
going to your spiritual home. 
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Channing, W. E., 138, 262 

Charleston, S. C., described by 
Faux, 181, 19; Hodgson, 25, 26, 
28, 95; Francis Hall, 104-107, 
119, 120, 297, 208, 469, 474, 475 

Charleston, W. Va., 58 ff. 

Chase, Salmon P., 376 ff. 

Chastelleux, Marquis de, 31 

Cherokees, 200, 203, 204 

Chesterton, G. K., 449; impressions 
of, 458-462 

Chicago, 182, 304; Kipling on, 447, 
448; Wells on, 451-455; W. L. 
George on, 464, 465, 486, 489; 
Matthew Arnold on, 511, 512 

Chicago Art Institute, 458 

Chicago Tribune, 512 

Child Labor, 451, 452 

Children, 302 

Cincinnati, 21, 71, 127; Mrs. Trol- 
lope on, 114-117, 159 ff.; Dickens 
on, 268, 269, 277, 201, 486 

Civil War, predictions of, 295, 
296; Russell, Trollope, and Dicey 
on, 296-301; Russell on, 371-383; 
Dicey, 384-403; Trollope, 413- 
418; results of, 426, 427 

Clay, Henry, 183 ff., 261, 342 

Clemenceau, Georges, 4 

Cleveland, O., 305, 486, 489 

Clinton, DeWitt, 143, 144 

Cobbett, William, 4, 12,215, 520% 
impressions, 23-24; career, 87, 
88; selections from, 89-94 

Coke, Lieut. E. T., 160 

Colleges, 477-480, 543-546; see 
Education 

Columbia, S. C., 19, 209, 354, 355, 
474 

Columbia University, 456, 544 

Columbus, O., 127, 277 

Columbus, Ga., 292 

Commercial Advertiser, New York, 
317 

Congaree, 354 

Congress, described by Wansey, 53, 
54, 119; Marryat, 183 ff., 286 

Connecticut, 13 


INDEX 


Cooking, see Food 

Cooper, Fenimore, 128, 360 

Cooper, Thomas, impressions of, 
13, 14 

Copyright, international, 124 

Cornell University, 420, 479, 480 

Corruption, political, 17, 287, 302, 
306, 430, 432 

Crawford, Thomas, 421 

Creoles, 334, 335 

Crime, 315-318; see Morals 

Crockett, Davy, 183 

Cunynghame, Col. Arthur, 283 

Curiosity, 162-164, 356-359 


Dalton, William, 6 

Dana, R. H., Sr., 262, 360 

Dancing, 135 

Darien, Ga., 213 

Davis, Jefferson, 207; W. H. Rus- 
sell interviews, 380 f.; 473 

Decatur, Stephen, 15, 92, 95 

Delmonico’s, 488 

De Tocqueville, 3, 5, 434 

Dicey, Edward, 296; impressions 
of, 300, 301; career, 384; selec- 
tions from, 384-405 

Dickens, Charles, 4, 6, 111; tour 
and views, 123-128; career, 262- 
263; selections from, 263-280 

Divorce, 548 

Dixon, W. H., impressions of, 426 

Dixon, Ill., 304 

Donaldson, Major, 192 

Dow, Neal, 407 

Drinking, 16, 24, 37, 38; B. Hall 
on, I2I, 122; 175, 401, 462, 463; 
see Prohibition 

Du Bois, W. E. B., 454 

Dubuque, Ia., 135, 236, 237 

Dwight, Timothy, 360 


Education, Alexander Mackay on, 
288, 350ff.; for women, 420; 
Freeman on, 479-480, 492; 
Bryce on, 543-546 

Edgeworth, Maria, 15 

Edinburgh Review, 112, 400 

Edwards, Jonathan, 34, 360 

Emerson, R. W., 182, 247; Dicey 
visits, 403, 404, 470 

Emigrants to the west, 79 ff. 
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Emmett, Thomas Addis, 16, 149 
Erie Canal, 9, 150 ff. 

Evarts, William M., 540 
Evening Post, New York, 488 
Everett, Edward, 245, 247 
Ewing, Thomas, 205 


Faithfull, Emily, 428, 429 

Family life, see Home life 

Farming, in Illinois, 19, 20, 22; 
Long Island, 24; America gen- 
erally, 74-76; Cobbett on, 88-93 

Faux, William, 8; impressions of, 
1920; voyage, III 

Fayetteville, N. C., 103 

Fearon, Harry B., 8, 11; impres- 
sions of, 14-17; career, 77, 78; 
selections from, 78-86, 112 

Felton, C. C., 127 

Fidler, Dr. Isaac, impressions of, 
128, 129 

Fields, James T., 4 

Fields, Kate, 429 

Findlay, William, 80 

Fires in New York, 145 ff., 323, 324 

Flint, James, 5 

Flint, Timothy, 159 

Flower, George, 20 

Flower, Richard, 11, 20, 80 

Food, 131, 132, 137, 138, 141, 147- 
149, 174-176, 255-257, 292, 348, 
349, 505 

Fort Leavenworth, Kan., 134 

Franklin, Benjamin, 33, 34, 66, 98, 
432 

Fredericksburg, Va., 121 

Freeman, E, A., impressions of, 
429-433, 458; career, 476, 477; 
selections from, 447-487, 520 

Freeman, James, 48 

Frelinghuysen, Theodore, 205 


Galena, IIl., 135 

Garrison, William Lloyd, 182 

Gates, Gen. Horatio, Wansey visits, 
51, 52 

Genet, Citizen, 51 

Geneva, N. Y., 73 

George, W. L., 6, 7, 449; impres- 
sions of, 462-467 

Georgia, 203, 204, 293 

Germans in America, 400 ff, 
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Gibbs, Sir Philip, 7 

Gifford, William, 111 

Girard, Stephen, 309 

Girard College, 531 

Gladstone, W. E., 548 

Godkin, E. L., 488 

Gompers, Samuel, 554 

Gorky, Maxim, 450 

Government, 228; Grattan on, 248; 
Mackay on, 288; Philippo and 
others on, 290 ff.; pride in, 360, 
370; H. Spencer on, 430, 491, 
492 

Graham, Stephen, 467 

Grant, U. S., 431 

Grattan, T. C., career, 247, 248; 
selections from, 248-261, 307 

Greeley, Horace, 297, 300 

Greensburgh, Pa., 86 

Greenwood, Grace, 429 

Griffin, Sir Lepel, 129; impressions 
of, 433, 434, 503, 504 

Guyandotte, Va., 236 


Hall, Basil, 4, 5; impressions of, 
118-123; career, 139-140; selec- 
tions from, 140-158 

Hall, Francis, 12; career, 95, 96; 
selections from, 96-107 

Halleck, Fitzgreene, 360 

Halleck, Gen. H. W., 415 

Hamilton, Alexander, 100, 510 

Hamilton College, 152 

Hamilton, Capt. Thomas, 6, 113; 
impressions of, 131, 132 

Harmony, Pa., 65 

Harrisburg, Pa., 23, 79, 264, 483 

Harrison, Frederic, 425 

Harrison, William Henry, inaugu- 
rated, 258-261 

Hartford, Conn., 55 

Harvard, described by Wansey, 47; 
by Dicey, 301; by Trollope, 408- 
410; 456, 477, 479, 544 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel, 390; Dicey 
visits, 403-405 

Hay, John, 378 

Hayne, Robert Y., 18 

Heister, Joseph, 80 

Hell Gate, 353 

Henry, O., 450 

Herald, New York, 296, 318 ff. 


INDEX 


Hicks, Elias, 90 

Higginson, T. W., 429, 514 

Hodgson, Adam, impressions of, 
25, 26 

Holmes, O. W., 459, 469, 470 

Home life, 7, 170-174; Grattan on, 
254, 258, 309, 310 

Homer, Winslow, 457, 458 

Honorifics in America, 481, 482 

Horace Mann School, 456 

Horse-racing, 40-42 

Hot-air heating, 254 ff., 302, 532 

Hotels, see Inns 

Howard, John Eager, 28 

Howe, Dr. S. G., 125 

Howells, W. D., 433, 520, 528 

Hudson River, 99-101, 486 

Hull, Commodore Isaac, 92 

Hulme, Thomas, 21 

Humour, 442, 460, 461 

Humphreys, Col. David, 35 

Hunting in Virginia, 42 

Hurry, 5, 465; Spencer on, 496- 
500; Bryce on, 538, 539 


Ice, 4, 504 

Illinois, Faux on, 19, 20; Birkbeck, 
Flower, and Woods on, 20-22; 
Dickens visits, 274 ff. 

Imlay, Gilbert, 44 

Immigration, Wells on, 454; Spen- 
cer on, 495, 496 

Indiana, Fearon on, 19, 20 

Indianapolis, 4 

Inness, George, 458 

Inns and Hotels, of Carolina, 42 
43; Boston, 46; Kentucky and 
Ohio, 61, 62; upper New York, 
73, 74; Pennsylvania, 84; North 
Carolina, 121, 127, 131; New 
York, 132, 133; Basil Hall on, 
140, 141; Dickens on, 279; Trol- 
lope on, 302; Buckingham on, 
308 f.; of Saratoga, 327, 320; 
Muirhead on, 443, 525, 526 

Iowa, 236; 237 

hie Washington, 124, 128, 262, 
360 


Jackson, Andrew, 92, 115; Miss 
Martineau upon, 190 ff., 229 
Jackson, Miss., 292 


INDEX 


Jacksonian Era, 114, 136 

Jackson, Stonewall, 472 

Jacobi, Mary Putnam, 429 

James, Henry, 457, 528 

Janson, C. W., 25 

Jay, Frederick, 49, 50 

Jefferson, Thomas, 34, 62; Melish 
sees, 64, 65, 82, 95; F. Hall sees, 
96-99, 462 ; 

Johnson, Andrew, 426, 427 

Johnson, Richard M., 193, 104 

Juniata River, 82 


Kean, Charles, 336 

Kemble, Fanny, career, 213, 214; 
selections from, 214-226 

Kendall, Amos, 194, 195 

Kendall, E. A. 25 

Kentucky, 272 

Keokuk, Ia., 134 

Kipling, Rudyard, impressions of, 
446-449 


La Crosse, Wis., 413, 414 

Lambert, John, 25 

Lancaster, Pa., 23, 70 

Language, 16, 156-158; Marryat 
on, 240 ff.; Dickens on, 268, 270; 
Nevinson on, 553, 554 

Lawrence, Mass., 522 

Lee, Robert E., 470-472 

Leesburgh, Va. 133 

Lexington, Ky., 305, 472 

Liberty, 33, 451, 521 

Lieber, Francis, 129 

Lincoln, Abraham, 297; W. H. 
Russell sees, 372 ff., 432, 510 

Lincoln, Mrs. A., 375, 376 

Literature in America, 161, 162, 
305, 359 ff.; Dicey on, 400, 465; 
Freeman on, 478, 479; Arnold on, 
509; Muirhead on, 528, 529; 
Bryce on, 546, 547 

Livingston, Chancellor, 14, 52 

Livermore, Mrs. Mary A., 429 

Lockhart, John G., 111 

Lodge, Henry Cabot, 10 

Longfellow, H. W., 262, 405, 469 

Long Island, 23, 24, 89 ff. 

Longworth, Nicholas, 159 

Lotteries, 402, 403 

Louisville, Ky.,17,21, 58, 130, 277 
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Louisiana, 211, 212, 238, 299; Lyell 
on, 330-345 

Low, Sir Arthur Maurice, 6 

Lowell, F. C., 411 

Lowell, James Russell, 3, 469 

Lowell, Mass., 125, 410-412 

Lyell, Sir Charles, 111, 283; im- 
pressions of, 291-293; career, 
330; selections from, 330-345 

Lynching, 5, 135; Marryat on, 
236 ff. 


Mackay, Alexander, 7, 8; impres- 
sions of, 283 ff.; career, 346; se- 
lections from, 346-370 

Mackay, Charles, 204, 295 

Mackinac, Mich., 182 

MacQueen, William, 450 

Macrae, David, impressions of, 
426, 427; career, 469, 470; selec- 
tions from, 470-475 

Madison, James, 65, 95, 180 

Manners, 6, 7, 131; Murray on, 
133; Mrs. Trollope on, 160-180; 
Grattan on, 248; Mackay on, 
284; Anthony Trollope on, 301 ff. 

Mardi Gras, 33, 334 

Mark Twain, 134, 457 

Marryat, Captain, 8, 112, 114; im- 
pressions of, 129-131; career, 
227, 228; selections from, 228- 
246 

Marshall, Chief Justice, 188, 189 

Martineau, Harriet, 4, 7; impres- 
sions of, 136-138; career, 181, 
182; selections from, 182-212, 
228, 231, 239, 287, 295, 429 

Maryland, 114 

McClellan, Gen. George B., 385, 
393 

McConnellsville, Pa., 81, 82 

McKim, John, 457 

McKinley, William, 438, 430, 533 

McMaster, John B., 18 

Medill, Joseph, 512 

Melish, John, 11, 12; career, 64, 
65; selections from 65, 76 

Metropolitan Hotel, 294 

Middle West, 461, 462, 464, 465 

Milwaukee, 412, 413 

Minneapolis, 464 

Minnesota, 413, 464 
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Mississippi River, Dickens on, 127; 
Murray on, 134, 135, 139, 269 ff.; 
Lyell on, 344, 345; Dicey on, 
399; Griffin on, 433 

Missouri, 417, 418 

Mitchell, Maria, 429 

Mobile, Ala., 330, 474 

Money, love of, 5, 6, 177, 178, 
322-324, 442, 461 

Monroe, James, 18 

Montgomery, Ala., 298, 299, 380 ff. 

Monticello, Va., 95, 96-99 

Moore, Thomas, 15, 132 

Morality, 8, 9; Hodgson on, 26; 
Mrs. Trollope on, 178; Anthony 
Trollope on, 301 ff.; Bryce on, 
548 

Morris, William, 4 

Mount Vernon, 30, 31, 55, 134 

Muirhead, James F., 5, 433, 438; 
impressions of, 440-443; career, 
519; selections from, 519-531 

Munsterberg, Hugo, 4 

Murray, Charles Augustus, 6, 7; 
impressions of, 132-135 


Nashville, Tenn., 396-398 

Natchez, Miss., 230, 343 

Nation, New York, 510, 511 

Nebraska, 459 

Negro, Lyell on, 292, 293; Wells 
on, 454 

Nervousness, 515, 516 

Nevinson, Henry W., 4; career, 
551; selection from, 551-555 

Newburgh, N. Y., ror 

New Haven, Conn., 156 

New London, Conn., 350, 351 

Newspapers, 50; Dickens on, 127, 
128; Buckingham on, 289, 318 f.; 
Mackay on, 362 f., 465; Arnold 
on, 510, 511; Nevinson on, 554 

New York, 150-154 

New York City, described by 
Fearon, 15, 16; by Wansey, 13, 
49-53; by Hamilton, 131, 132; 
by B. Hall, 137, 140-150; panic 
of 1837 in, 228-232; Grattan on, 
251 f.; A. Mackay on, 284, 285; 
C. Mackay on, 294, 205; Buck- 
ingham on, 308-324; A. Trollope 
on, 418-421; Wells on, 451, 459, 
482, 483 


INDEX 


Niagara, 128, 139, 245, 263; Wells 
on, 450; Bryce on, 549 

Niblo’s Hotel, 132 

Nicholson, Meredith, 463 

Norfolk, Va., 35, 65, 297 

North American Review, 128, 247 

North Carolina, 42, 43; F. Hall on, 
102, 103; 472, 473 

Northcote, James, 3 

Norton, Charles Eliot, 440, 502, 
506 

Norwich, Conn., 348 


O’Conor, Charles, 540 

Ohio, 21, 22; Mrs. Trollope on, 
159 f.; 477 

Oklahoma, 464 

Olmstead, F. L., 467 

Oneida Indians, 150 

Oregon question, 292, 351, 363 

O’Rell, Max, 5, 438, 521 


Paulding, J. K., 128 

Pedee River, 103, 104 

Pennsylvania, 23; Fearon on, 78-86, 
483 

Pennsylvania University of, 544 

Petersburg, Va., 473, 474 

Philadelphia, 33; described by 
Wansey, 52-57, 78 ff., 116; Dick- 
ens on, 126; Marryat on, 130; 
Miss Martineau on, 136, 137; 
Mrs. Trollope on, 170-174, 251; 
Mackay on, 285; 204, 483, 486 

Philippo, J. M., 289, 290 

Phillips, Wendell, 420 

Pickering, John, 129 

Pierpont, John, 360 

Pittsburgh, Pa., 21, 86; Dickens 
on, 127, 266 

Pittsburgh Landing, 395 

Poe, Edgar Allan, 457 

Poindexter, Senator George, 197, 
205 . 

Politics, 433, 444 

Porter, Alexander J., 189, 190, 205, 
206 

Poverty, 321 

Powers, Hiram, 159 

Prairies, Dickens on, 274, 275 

Press, see Newspapers 


INDEX 


Preston, W. C., 206, 207 

Priestley, Joseph, 15, 112 

Prohibition, Burne-Jones on, 8; 
Trollope on, 407 ff.; George on, 
467 ff. 

Prosperity, 431, 438 

Princeton, Ill., 19 

Princeton University, 544 

Prison system, 124 


Prudery, 126, 245, 246, 528, 535 


Quadroons, 335, 336 
Quarterly Review, I11, 112, 283 


Race question, 427, 428 

Raleigh, N. C., 103 

Rappites described, 65, 67-70 

Raynal, Abbé, 33, 98 

Redemptioners at Philadelphia, 78, 
79 

Religion, 115, 164-168, 178 

Richardson, H. H., 508, 509 

Richmond, Va., 35, I01, 121, 247, 
474 

Rittenhouse, David, 34 

Rochester, N. Y., 286, 362 

Rodgers, Commodore John, 15 

Roe, E. P., 514 

Rush, Dr., Benjamin, 34, 88 

Russell, W. H., 204; impressions 
of, 296-301; career, 371; selec- 
tions from, 372-383 

Ruth, Babe, 465 


Sackville-West, Lionel, 442 

St. Louis, 125, 135, 239; Dickens 
on, 270 ff.; Mackay on, 285, 
286; Dicey on, 398 ff.; 486, 501 

St. Nicholas Hotel, 294 

Sands, Comfort, 49 

Sala, G. A., impressions of, 426 

Sandusky, O., 277 ff. 

San Francisco, 447, 532 

Saratoga, J. S. Buckingham on, 
324 ff. 

Sargent, John, 457 

Saturday Evening Post, 552 

Savannah, Ga., 65, 469 

Scott, Gen. Winfield, 261, 
376 ff. 

Semmes, Admiral, 469 

Senior, Nassau William, 291, 2096 
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Sensitiveness, 3; 364, 365 

Seward, William H., 297; W. H. 
Russell on, 372 ff. 

Seymour, Horatio, 296 

Sheridan, Clare, 467 

Sherman, Gen. W. T., 469 

Shipley, A. E., 467 

Silsbee, Nathaniel, 205 

Sioux Indians, 234 

Skyscrapers, 450 

Slavery, Fearon on, 16; Faux on, 
19; Hodgson on, 25, 26; B. Hall 
on, 122, 123; Dickens on, 124, 
125; Martineau on, 136, 208-212; 
B. Hall on, 154-156; Fanny 
Kemble on, 214-226; 271, 272; 
Mackay on, 287, 288; W. H 
Russell on, 298, 299; Dicey on, 
400 ff. 

Sleeping cars, 453, 527 

Smith, Caleb B., Secretary of the 
Interior, 377 

Somerset, Pa., 84 

South, Lyell on, 293; Macrae on, 
470-475 

South Carolina, B. Hall on, 154- 
156, 355 

Southey, Robert, 112 

Spanish-American War, 445, 531 

Spargo, John, 452 

Speculation, 286 

Spencer, Herbert, 5, 7, 425, 426; 
impressions of, 429-433; visit, 
488; selections from, 489-500 

Spitting, see Tobacco 

Springfield, Mo., 8 

Stagecoach travel, 121; Dickens on, 
277 ff. 

Standard Oil, 452 

Stead, W. T., 444-446 

Steamboating, on Hudson, 99 f.; 
on Chesapeake Bay, 120, 121; on 
Mississippi, 269 ff. 

Steamship travel, 111, 330 ff. 

Steevens, George Warrington, 5; 
impressions of, 438, 439; career, 
532; selection from, 532-536. 

Stewart, Commodore, 379 

Stone, Governor Thomas, 28 

Story, Judge Joseph, 188, 190, 360, 
540 

Sun, New York, 322, 323 
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Superficiality, 457, 458 
Superstition, 527 
Supreme Court, 199 ff. 
Susquehanna, 263, 267 
Syracuse, N. Y., 150, 153 


Taverns, see Inns 

Telephone, 460 

Temperance, 268, 260, 308, 462, 
463; see Drinking, Prohibition 

Tennessee, 395 ff. 

Thackeray, W. M., 4 

Thoreau, Henry, 127 

Tilden, Samuel, 296 

Tobacco, 73, 74, 137, 266, 286, 205 

Tompkins, Daniel D., 15. 

Tontine Coffee House, New York, 
49, 50 

Tory views of America, 111 f. 

Travel, modes of, 13, 14 

Tremenheere, Hugh S., 291 

Trollope, Anthony, 159, 294; im- 
pressions of, 301-306; career, 
406, 407; selections, 407-421. 

Trollope, Mrs., 5, 9; on Cincinnati, 
114, I15; impressions, 116, I17, 
129, 140; career, 159, 160; se- 
lections from, 160-180 

Trumbull, John, 134 

Trusts, 540, 541 

Tulsa, Okla., 464 

Tupper, Martin, 528 

Tyler, John, 259, 261, 262 


Uniformity of American life, 437, 
438 

Unions, labor, 540, 541 

Unitarian church, 48 

Utica, New York, 152 


Van Buren, Martin, 261 

Vassar, 429, 480 

Vicksburg, Miss., 135, 201 

Vigne, Godfrey T., 12; impres- 
sions of, 113 

Vincennes, Ind., 19 

Violence in America, 8, 18, 19, 134, 
135; Mrs. Trollope on, 168-170; 
Marryat on, 235, 236 f.; Dickens 
on, 276; W. H. Russell on, 299; 
Buckingham on, 323, 324; see 
Lynching 
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Virginia, life in, described by Ber. 
nard, 35-42; Mrs. Trollope on, 
114; Murray on, 133;. Marryat 
on, 232-236; 326, 327, 469 


Walker, L. P., Confederate Secre- 
tary of War, 382 

Walsh, Robert, 128 

Wanborough, IIl., 20, 22 

Wansey, Henry, 4, 11; impressions 
of, 13, 14; career, 44; selections 
from, 44-56, 114 

Warburton, Eliot, 290, 295 

Washington, Booker T., 454 

Washington, George, described by 
Bernard, 28-35; by Wansey, 54- 
56, 136; M. Arnold on, 510 

Washington, D. C., Marryat on, 
130; Miss Martineau on, 182- 
208; an inauguration, 258-261; 
Mackay on, 285, 207; Trollope 
on, 303, 363, 364; W. H. Rus- 
sell visits, 372 ff.; Dicey on, 
384 ff., 469, 483 

Webster, Daniel, 183 f., 247, 261, 
540 

Webster, Noah, B. Hall interviews, 
156-158, 241 

Welby, Adlard, 7, 21 

Weld, Isaac, 11, 25 

Welles, Gideon, 376, 377 

Wellesley College, 480 

Wells, H. G., 5, 8, 425; impres- 
sions of, 449-454 

West Point, N. Y., 100 

White House, 372 ff. 

White Mountains, 304 

White, Stanford, 457 

White Sulphur Springs, Va., 232 ff. 

Whitman, Walt, 433, 436, 457 

Wigfall, Senator Lewis T., 380 

Wilde, R. H., 339, 340 

Williamsburg, Va., 40 

Willis, N. P., 300 

Wilmington, N. C., 532 

Wilson, John, 111 

Winterbotham, W., 37, 38 

Women, position of, 136; Miss 
Martineau on, 138; Mrs. Trol- 
lope on, 170-174; A. Trollope on, 
302, 303; Buckingham on, 312- 


INDEX 


315, 325, 326; Muirhead on, 440; 
W. L. George on, 406-467, 526, 
527; Steevens on, 535 
Wood, Fernando, 204, 295 
Woodbury, Secretary Levi, 191 
Woods, John, impressions of, 20- 
22 
Wortley, Lady Emeline, 136, 159, 
283 : 
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Wright, Fanny, 25 


Yale College, 477, 479, 544 

Yankees, Mrs. Trollope on, 162- 
164; Dickens on, 280; W. L. 
George on, 463 

Yosemite Valley, 530 

Youmans, Dr. E. L., 488, 489 


Zanesville, O., 22 
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